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Ad v. CE. 


Carmen protrepticon. 


Pulſet; carmina circulis Palemon 


R Aptam Threicii Iyram Neanthus 


Scribat; qui manibus facit Deabus 

llotis, metuat Probum. Placere 
Te doftis juvat auribus, placere 
Te raris juvat auribus. Camæ nas 
Cum totus legerem tuas (Camænæ 
Nam totum rogitant tuæ, nec ullam 
Qui pigrè trahat oſcitationem, 
Lectorem) & Numeros, Acumen, Artem, 
Mirum Judicium, quod ipſe cenſor, 
Jonſoni, nimium licet malignus, 
Si doctus ſimul, exigat, viderem, 
Sermonem & nitidum, Facetidſque 
Dignas Mercurio, novaſque Gnomas 
Morum ſed veterum, tuique juris 
Quicquid Dramaticum tui legebam, 
Tam ſemper fore, tamque te loquutum, 
Ut nec Lemnia notior ſigillo 
Tellas, nec maculd ſacrandus Apis, 
Non ceſto Venus, aut comis Apollo, 
Duam Musd fucris ſciente notus, 
uam Musd fucris tud notatus, 
1lld, que unica, ſydus ut refulgens, 
Strifturas, ſuperat comis, Minorum ; 
In mentem ſubiit Stolonis illud, 
Lingua Pieridas fuiſſe Plauti 
J ſuras, Ciceronis atque dictum, 
Saturno genitum phrafi Platonis, 

8 4 3 
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Muſz ſi Latio, Joviſque Athenis 
Dade Fore jam ſed hunc & illas 
Ionſonl numeros puto laguntos, 
Anglis ſi fuerint utrique fats. 
. Tam, mi, tu ſophiam doces amend 
Sparsim tdmque ſophos amæna ſternis ! 
Sed, tot delicias, minus placebat, 
Sparſis diſtraherent tot in libellis 
Cerdoi cacule. Volumen unum, 
Quod ſeri Britonum terant nepotes, 
Optabam, & thyaſus chortiſque amantum 
Muſas hoc cupiunt, tui lahorum 
Et quicquid reliquum eſt, adhuc tuiſque. 
Servatum pluteis. Tibi at videmur 
Non tam quærere quam parare nobis 
Laudem, dum volumus palam merentis 
Tot laurus cupidi repoſta ſcripta; 
Dum ſecernere te tudſque Muſas 
Audemus numero ungulæ liquorem 
Guſtante, ut veteres nouem ſorores 
Et ſirenibus & ſolent cicadis; 
Dum & ſecernere poſſe te videmur, 
Efflittim petimus novimque librum, 
Qui nullo ſacer haut petatur evo, 
85 nullo ſacer exoleſcat evo, 

ui curis niteat tuis ſecundis 

t nos ſcire aliquid ſimul putetur. 
Atqui hoc matte fies, velutque calpar, 
Hye diis inferium, tibi ſacremus, 

t nobis bene ſit; tudmque frontem 
Perfundant ederæ recentiores 
Et ſplendor novus. Invident coronam 
Hans tantam patriæ tibique (quantd 
LEternim d merito tuo ſuperbum 
Anglorum genus eſſe poſſit olim) 
Tantium qui penitùs volunt amenas 
Sublatas literas, timentve lucem 
Ionſonl nimiam tenebriones. 


J. Selden I. C. 
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BEN. JOHNSON, on his Works. 


M Ay I ſubſcribe a Name? dares my bold Quill 
Write that or good or ill, 
Whoſe Frame is of that height, that, to mine Eye, 
Its Head is in the Sky? | | 
Yes. Since the moſt cenſures, believes, and faith 
By an implicit Faith : he 
Leſt their misfortune make them chance amils, 
I'll waft them right by this. | 
Of all I know thou only art the Man 
That dares but what he can: 
Yet by Performance ſhows he can do more 
Than hath been done before, 
Or will be after; (ſuch aſſurance gives 
Perfection where it lives.) | 
Words ſpeak thy Matter; Matter fills thy Words; 
And choice that grace affords. _ Io 
That both are beſt : and both moſt fitly plac'd, 
Are with new Venus grac'd e 
From artful method; alf in this Point meet; 
With good to mingle ſweet. | 
Theſe are thy lower Parts. What ſtands above 
Who ſees not yet mult love, 
When on the Baſe he reads Ben Fohn/on's Name, 
And hears the reſt from Fame. 
This from my love of Truth: Which pays this dug 


To your juſt worth, not you. 
IId. Heyward, 
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ON THE 
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The Poet Laureat, Ben. Johnſon. 


Ere is a Poet] whoſe unmudled Strains 

Show that he held all Helicon in's Brains. 
What here is writ, is Sterling; every Line 

Was well allow'd of by the Ma es Nine. 
When for the Stage a Drama he did lay, 
Tragick or Comich, he ſtill bore away ß 8 
The Sock and Buskin; clearer Notes than his 
No Swan e'er ſung upon our Thamefis; ) 
For Lyrick ſweetneſs in an Ode, or Sonnet 
To Ben the beſt of Wits might vail their Bonnet. 
His Genius 2 in an Entheat Rage, 
Oft laſht the dull-ſworn Factors for the Stage: 
For Alchymy though 't make a glorious Glols, 
Compar'd with Gold is Bullion and biſe Droſs. 


Wil. Hodgſon 

— — — —— 
On his elaborated Art. contrived 
„ * PEAYS, 627 


n EHIGRAM. 


7 Ach like an Indian Ship or Hull appears 
That took a Voyage fr ſome certain years 
To plow the Sea, and furrow up tile Main, 
And brought rich Ingot, from his loaden Brain. 
His Art the Sun; his Labours were the Lines, 


His ſolid ſtuff the Treaſurg of his Lines. | 
SITS, V. Hodgſonh 
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Upm SEJANUS. , © 
O brings the Wealth · contracting Jeweller _ 
Pearls and dear Stones, from richeſt Shares and 
As thy accompliſht travail doth confer ¶ Streams, 
From skill- inriched Souls, their wealthier Gems; 
So doth his Hand enchaſe in ammel'd Gold, 
Cut, and adorn'd beyond their native Merits, 
His ſolid Flames, az thine hath here inrol'd . 
In more than golden Verſe, thoſe berter'd Spirits; 
So he entreaſures Princes Cabinets, 
As thy Wealth will their wiſhed Libraries; 
So, on the Throat of the rude Sea, he ſets 
His ventrous Foot, for his illuſtrious Priſe; 
And through wild Deſarts, arm'd with wilder Beaſts; 
| As thou adventur'ft on the Multitude, 
Upon the boggy, and engulfed Breaſts _ N 
Of Firelings, ſworn to find moſt right, moſt rude: 
And he, in Storms at Sea, doth not endure, | 
Nor in vaſt Deſarts, amongſt Wolves, more danger; 
Than we, that would with Virtue live ſecure, 
Suſtain for her in every Vices anger. 
Nor is this Mlegory unjuſtly rackt, 
I To this ſtrange length: Ofily, that Jewels are, 
In eſtimation merely, ſo exact. 
And thy Work, in itſelf, is dear and rare; 
Wherein Minerva had been vanquiſhed, Y 
Had ſhe, by it, her ſacred Looms advanc'd, 
And through thy Subject woven her graphick Thred, 
Contending therein, to be more entranc'd; 
For, though thy Hand was ſcarce addreit to draw 
The Semi-circle- of Sejanus Life, 
Thy Muſe yet makes it the whole Sphear, and Law 
To all State-lives: and bounds Ambition's ſtrife. 
And as a little Brook creeps from his Spring, | 


Wich ſhallow tremblings,through the loweſt 9 
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As if he fear'd his Stream abroad to bring, 
Leſt prophane Feet ſhould wrong it, and rude Gales; 
But finding happy Channels, and Supplies 
Of other Fords mixt with his modeſt Courſe, 
He grows a goodly River, and "ge + (l. wource; 
The ſtrength that mann'd him, ſince he left his 
Then takes he in delightſom Meads and Groves, 
And, with his Two-edg'd Waters, flouriſhes 
DU wk Palaces, and all Mens loves 
Build by his Shores, to greet his Paſſages: 
So thy chaſte Muſe, by virtuous ſelf-miſtruſt, 
Which is a true Mark of the trueſt Merit; 
In Virgin fear of Mens illiterate Luft, 
Shut her ſoft Wings, and durſt not ſhew her Spirit; 
Till, nobly cheriſht, now thou letr'ſt her fly, ; 
Singing the ſable Orgies of the Muſes, 
And in the higheſt pitch of Tragedy, 
Mak'ſt her command, all things thy Ground pro- 
Beſides, thy Poem hath this due reſpect, [ duces. 
That it lets paſs nothing, without obſerving, 
Worthy Inſtruction ;z or that might correct 
Rude Manners, and renown the well deſerving : 
— ſuch a lively Evidence F 
In thy Narrations, that thy hearers ſtill 
Thou turn'ſt to thy Spectators; and the ſenſe 
That thy Spectators have of good or ill, 
Thou injedt'f jointly to thy Readers Souls. 
So dear is held, ſo deckt thy numerous Task, 
As.thou putt'ſt Handles to the The/pian Bowls, 
Or ſtuck'ſt rich Plumes in the Palladian Cask. 
All thy worth, yet, thy ſelf muſt Patroniſe, 
By quaffing more of the Caſtalian Head; 
In expiſcation of whoſe Myſteries, 
Our Nets muſt ſtill be c oeß dz with heavy Lead, 
To make them ſink, and catch: For chearful Gold 
Was never found in the Pireian Streams, 
But wants, and ſcorns, and ſhames for Silver ſold. 
What? what ſhall we elect in theſe n 
O 
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Now by the Shafts of the great Cyrrhan Poet, 
That bear all Light, that is, about the World; 
1 would all dull Poet-haters know it, 
They ſhall be Soul-bound, and in Darkneſs hurl'd, 
A Thouſand Years (as Satan was their Sire) 
Ere any, worthy the Poetic Name, 
(Might 1, that warm but at the Muſes Fire, 
Preſume to guard it) ſhould let Deathleſs Fame 
Light half a Beam of all her hyndred Eyes, | 
At his dim Taper, in their Memories. 
Fly, fly, you are too near; ſo, odorous Flowers 
Being held too near the Senſor of our Senſe, 
Render not pure, nor ſo ſincere their Powers, 
As being held a little diſtance thence. 
O could the World but feel how ſweet a touch 
The Knowledge hath, which is in love with Good» 


(If Poefie were not raviſned ſo much, =D 
And — compos'd Rage, held the ſimpleſt Wood- 
nels, 


'Though of all Heats, that temper human Brains, 
Hers ever was moſt ſubtil, high, and holy, 
Firſt binding favage Lives in civil Chains : 
Solely Religious, and adored Folly ; 
If Men felt this) they would not think a love, 
That gives itſelf, in her, did Vanities give; 
Who is (in Earth, though low) in worth above, 
Moſt able t' honour Life, though leaſt to live. 
And ſo good Friend, ſafe Paſſage to thy Freight, 
To thee along Peace, throu b a vertuous Strife, 
In which, let's both contend to Yirtues height, 
Not making Fame our Object, but good Life. 


Cor. Chapman. 
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To bis worthy Friend, BEN... JOHNSON, | 

pen his SEJANUS. I 

II that this Book doth deign Sejanus name; IN f 
Him unto more, than Cæſar's love, it brings: 


For where he could not with Ambition's Wi 

One Quill doth heave him to the height of Fame. 

Ve great ones though (whoſe ends may be the ſame) 
Know, that, however we do flatter Kings, | 
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Their fayours (like themſelves) are fading things, 3 
With no leſs envy had, than loft with ſhame. 3 
Nor make your ſelves leſs honeſt than you are. 
To make our Author wiſer than he is 4 
Ne of ſuch Crimes accuſe him, which I dare 3 


By all his Muſes ſwear be none of his. 
The Men are not, ſome faults may be theſe times: 3 
He acts thoſe Men, and they did act theſe Crimes. 


HUGH HOLLAND. 
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Amiciſſimo, & meritiſſimo BEN. ION SON. 
In Vulponem. 


| Qs D arte auſus es hic tudl, Poeta, 
$1 auderent hominum Deique juris 
Conſulti, veteres ſequi emularierque, 
O omnes ſaperemus ad ſalutem. 
His ſed ſunt veteres araneoſi; 
Tam nemo veterum eſt ſequutor, ut tu 
Jllos quod ſequeris novator audis. 
Tac tamen quod agis; tuique primd 
Libri canitie induantur hor : 
Nam 


( 13 ) 
Nam chartis pueritia eft neganda, 
Naſcuntirque ſenes, oportet, illi 
Libri, queis dave vis perennitatem. 
Priſcis, ingenium facit, iaborque | 
Te parem; hos ſuperes, ut & futuros, 
Ex noftrd vitiofitate ſumas, 


ud priſcos ſuperamus, & futures. F | 4 


— 1 — — * . 
To my Friend, Mr. BEN. JOHNSON, 
upon bis ALCHYMIST. 


Maſter, read in flatteries great skill, [will, 
Could not paſs truth, though he would force his 

By praiſing this too much, to get more _ : 

In his Art, than 2 out of yours do raiſe. 

Nor can full truth be utter'd of your worth, 

Unleſs you your own praiſes do ſet forth: 

None elſe can write ſo skilfully, to ſnew 

Vour praiſe: Ages ſhall pay, yet ſtill muſt owe. 

All I dare fay, is, you have written well; 

In what cxcceding Height, I dare not tell. 


GEORGE LUCY. 
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Ad utramque Academiam, 
De BENJAMIN IONSONIO. 
In Vulponem. 


| IC ille eft primus, qui doftum drama Britannis, 
H Graiorum antiqua Latii monimenta * 
| Tan- 


| (:44:) 
Tanquam explorator ver/ans, felicibus auſis 
Prebebit : Magnis cæptis Gemina aſtra favete. 
Alterutr4 veteres contents laude: Cot hurnum hic, 
Atque pari ſoccum tractat Sol ſcenicus arte; 
Das Volpone joaos, fletus Sejane dediſti. 
At fi Jonſonias mulctatas limite Muſas 
Anguſto plangent quiquam: Vos, dicite, contra, 
O nimium miſeros quibus Anglis Anglica lingua | 
Aut non ſat nota eſt; aut queis (ſeu trans mare natis) 
Haud nota omnino: Vegetet cum tempore Yates, 
Mutabit patriam, fietque ipſe Anglus Apollo. 


E. BOLTON: 
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| To my dear Friend, 
Upon his FOX. 


Tz it might ſtand with Juſtice, to allow 

The ſwift Converſion of all Follies ; now, 

Such is my Mercy, that I could admit 

All forts ſhould _— approve the Wit 

Of this thy even Work: whoſe growing Fame 
Shall raiſe thee high, and thou it, with thy Name. 
And did not Manners, and my Love command 

Me to forbear to make thoſe underſtand, 

Whom thou, perhaps, haſt in thy-wiſer Doom 

Long ſince, firmly reſolv'd, ſhall never come 

To know more than they do; I would have ſhown 
To all the World, the Art, which thou alone 
Haſt taught our Tongue, the rules of time, of place, 
And other Rites; deliyer'd, with the grace 6 


8 


ä 
Of Comick Stile, which only, is far more, 
Than any Engliſh. Stage hath known before. 
But, fince our ſybtile Gallants think it good 
To like of nought, that may be underſtood, 
Leſt they ſhould be diſprov d; or have, at beſt, 
Stomachs ſo, raw, that nothing can digeſt 
But what's obſcene, or barks: Let us deſire 
They may continue, amply, to admire 
Fine Cloths, and ſtrange Words; and may live, in Age, 
To (ce themſelves ill brought upon the Stage, 
And like it. Whilſt thy hold, and knowing. Muſe 
Contemns all Praiſe, but ſuch as thou wouldſ chuſe. 


FRANC. BEAUMONT. 
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UPON n 
SILENT WOMAN. 


E AR youbad Writers, and though you not ſe 
H I will 2 you where you 71 be: as 
Provide the moſt malicious Thoughts you can, 

And bend them all _ ſome private Man, 

To bring him, not his Vices, on the Stage; 

Your Envy ſhall be clad in ſome poor Rage, 

And your expreſſing of him ſhall be ſuch, 

That he himſelf think he hath no touch. 
Where he that ſtrongly writes, although he mean 
To ſcourge but Vices 1n a labour'd Scene, 

Yet private Faults ſhall be ſo well expreſt 

As Men do act 'em, that each a; Breaſt, 

That finds theſe Errors in it ſelf, ſhall fay, 

He meant me, not my Vices, in the Play. 


To 
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. To uy TY 
* BEN. JOHNSON. 
UPON HIS 
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Ir thou hadſt irch'd after the wild Applauſe 
Of Common People, and hadſt er hy Laws 
In Writing fuch as catch'd at preſent Voite, ; 
- 1 3 * Things Sg 34 y Choice; 
ut thou haſt ſquar'd thy Rules vu hag 
And art three 2 ges, yet, from anderfivod: s ay 
* (I dare ſa 555 it 4 lies much Wie TY 


Which t 


hey can ne'er out: grow, to find it 
cs Dem in 1 la 4 


| * 4e BE4UMO, ve. 


= 


Ev ERY 


* * ——— 1 


— . mä ⅛§127̃ꝗ˙ͤ p ⁰ 


2 


\ 


EVERY, MAN 


IN HIS. 7 


H U MO 0 R 


co M x D V. 
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Lord CHAuBERLAN's Servants, 
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Haud tamen ae vati, quem pulpita 
paſcunt. Juven. 


— — 


Printed in the VS AR MDCC XVI. 


* a 1 - ae 1 & R 0 1 * 7 = 
5 WEE {Tn EI EL ee ne 


TO THE. 
| Moſt Learned, and my Honour'd Friend, 


Mr. CA N B DEN 
CLARENTIAUX. 


SIR, | 
HERE are, no doubt, a Supercilious 
Race in the World, who will eſteem 
all Office, done you in this kind, an 
Injury; ſo Solemn a Vice it is with them to 
ule the Authority of their Ignorance, to the 
crying down of Poetry, or the Profeſſors: Bur 
my Gratitude muſt not leave to correct their - 
Error; ſince I am none of thoſe that can ſuf- 
fer the Benefits confet'd upon my Youth to 
periſh with my Age. It is a frail Memory that 
remembers but preſent things: And, had the 
Favour of the times ſo conſpir'd with my 
Diſpoſition, as it could have brought forth 
other, or better, you had had the ſame pro- 
portton, and number of the Fruits, the 
firſt. Now I pray you to accept this; ſuch, 
wherein neither the Confeſſion of my Man- 
ners ſhall make you bluſh; 'nor of my Studies; 
repent you to have been the Inftrufter; And 
for the profeſſion of my thankfulneſs, I am 
ſure it will, with good Men, find either Praiſg 
or Excuſe. 


Tour True Lover, 


BEN. JOHNSON, 
Vo. I. R 2 
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PROLOGUE 


1 Need make many Poets, and ſome 
ſuch 

As Art and Nature have not better'd much; 

Zet ours, for want, hath not ſolov'd the Stage, 

As he dare ſerve th' ill Cuſtoms of the Age, 

Or purchaſe your delight at ſuch a rate, 

As,, for it, be himſelf muſt juſtly hate: 

To make a child now ſwadled, to proceed 

Man, and then ſhoot up in one beard and weed, 

Paſt threeſtore Tears : or, with three * 
Swords, 

And help of ſome few Foot and half-foot W ords, 

Fight over York, and Lancaſter's long Jars, 

And in the Tyring-houſe bring Wounds to Scars. 

He rather prays, you will be pleas'd to ſee 

One ſuch to Day, as other Plays ſhould be; 

Where neither Chorus wafts you ver the Seas, 

Nor creaking Throne comes down, the 2 ro 
pleaſe; 

Nor nimble Squib is ſeen, to make afeard 

| The Gentlewomen; nor roul'd Bullet heard 

To ſay, it Thunders; nor tempeſtuous Drum, 


Rumbles, to tell You when the Storm doth come; 
But 


PROLOGUE: 


it Deeds, and Language, ſuch as Men do uſe, 
ind Perſons, ſuch as Comedy would chuſe; 
When ſhe would ſhew an Image of the Timer, 
And ſport withHumane Follies, not with Crimes, 
Except we make em ſuch, by loving ſtill 
Our popular Errors, when we know th' are ill. 
1 mean ſuch Errors as you'll all confeſs, 
By laughing at them, they deſerve no leſs : 
Which when you heartily do, there's Hope lefty 

then, 

Tou, that have ſo grac d 1 may like Men. 


42 1 WI . 7 EY | N 
\ WS), / >, IE — * A £ 74; ; | o 


B 3 Dras 


Dramatis Perſons. 


No'well, an old Gentleman. 
Ed. Kno'well, his Son. 
Brain-worm, the Father's Man. 
Mr. Stephen, 4 Country Gull. 
Down-right, « plain Squire. 
Well-bred, his Half Brother. 
Juſt. Clement, an old merry Magiſtrate. 
Roger Formal, h:s Clerk. 
Kitely, 4 Merchant. 
Dame Kitely, his Wife. 
Mrs. Bridget, his Siſter. 
Mr. Matthew, the Town-Gull. 
Caſh, Kitely's Mar. 
Cob, 4 Water-bearer. 
Tib, his Wife. 
Cap. Bobadil, a Paul's Man. 
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1 KNO' WELL. 


Goodly Day toward! and a freſh 
orning ! Brain-worm, | 
Call up your young Maſter: Bid him 
< - Iv riſe, Sir. 
Pw Tell him, I have ſome buſineſs to em- 
| ploy him. 85 
Brai. I will, Sir, preſently. 
Nuo. But hear you, Sirrah, 
If he be at his Book, diſturb him not. 


Brai. Well Sir. | 
Kno. How happy yet, ſhould I eſteem my (elf, 


Could I (by any practice) wean the Boy 
From one vain courſe of Study, he affects. 
He is a Scholar, if a Man raay truſt 

'The liberal Voice of Fame, in her report, 
Of good accompt in both our Univerſities, 
Eicher of which hath favour'd him with Graces: 
But their Indulgence muſt not ſpring in me 
A fond Opinion, thac he cannot Err, 


B 4 


My.- 
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My ſelf was once a Student, and, indeed, 
Fed with the ſelf- ſame humour he is now, 
Dreaming on nought but Idle Poetry, 
That fruitleſs and unprofitable Art; 
Good unto none, but leaſt to the Profeſſors, 
Which, then, I thought the Miſtreſs of all knowledge: 
But ſince, Time and the Truth have wak'd my Judg- 
| ment, 
And Reaſon taught me better to diſtinguiſh 
The vain from oh uſeful Learnings. Couſin Stephen / 
What News with you, that you are here ſo early? 
Hep. Nothing, but &'en come to ſee how you do, 
Uncle. 
' Knd. That's kindly done, you are welcom, Couz. 
Step. I, I know that Sir, I would not ha' come elſe. 
How docs my Couſin Edward, Uncle? 

Kno. O, well Couz, go in and ſee: I doubt he be 
ſcarce ſtirring yet. 

Step. Uncle, afore I go in, can you tell me, an' he 
have e're a Book of the Sciences of Hawking and 
Hunting? I would fain borrow it. - 

Kno.. Why, I hope you will not a Hawking now, 
will you? 

Step. No, wuſſe, but I'll practiſe © next Year, 
Uncle: I have bought me a Hawk, and a Hood, 
and Bells, and all; 1 lack nothing but a Book to 
keep it 155 
Kno. O, moſt ridiculous. 

Step. Nay, look you now, you are angry, Uncle; 
why you know an' a Man have not skill in the Hawk- 
ing and Hunting-Languages now-a-days, I'll not give 
a ruſh for him. They are more ſtudied than the 
Greek, or the Latin. He is for no Gallants Compa- 
Ay without 'em: And by gads-lid I ſcorn it, I, ſo I 
do, to be a Conſort for every Hum-drum, hang em 
Scroyles, there's nothing in 'em i' the World. What 
do you talk on it? Becauſe I dwell at Hog ſden, I 
ſhall keep Company with none but the Archers of 


Fins- 
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Finsbury, or the Citizens that come a Ducking to /- 
ſlington Ponds? A fine jeſt i faith! Slid a Gentleman 
mun ſhow himſelf like a Gentleman: Uncle, I pray 
vou be not angry, I know what have to do, I trow, 
1 am no Novice. | | 

Kno. You are a prodigal abſurd Cockſcomb, Go to. 
Nay, never look at me; it's I that ſpeak. 
Taker as you will Sir, I'll not flatter you. 
Ha' you not yet found means enow to waſte 
That which your Friends have left you, but you muſt 
Go caſt away your Money on a Kite, 
And know not how to keep it, when you ha' done? 
O it's comely ! this will make you a Gentleman! 
Well Couſin, well! I ſee you are cen paſt Hope 
Of all reclaim: I, ſo, now you are told on it, 
You look another way. 

Step. What would you ha' me do? X 

Nuo. What would I have you do? Tl tell you, 

Kinſman 

Learn to be Wiſe, and practiſe how to Thrive, 
That would I have you do: And not to ſpend 
Your Coin on every Bauble that you fancy, 
Or every fooliſh Brain that humours you. 
] would not have you to invade each Place, 
Nor thruſt your ſelf on all Societies, 
Till Mens Affections, or your own Deſert, 
Should worthily invite you to your Rank. 
He that is ſo reſpectleſs in his Courſes, 
Oft ſells his Reputation at cheap Market. 
Nor would I, you ſhould melt away your (elf 
In flaſhing bravery, leſt while you affect 
To make a blaze of. Gentry to the World, 
A little puff of Scorn extinguiſh it, 
And you be left like an unfav'ry Snuff, 
Whoſe Property is only to offend. 
I'd ha' you ſober, and contain your ſelf 
Not that your Sail be bigger than your Boat z 
But moderate your Expences now (at firſt) 
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- mine Uncle 
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As you may keep the ſame proportion ſtill. 

N - ſtand fo much on your Gene | 

Which is an Airy, meer borrow'd thing, 

From dead Mens Duſt, and Bones; and none of yours, 
Except you make, or hold it. Who comes here? 


SCENE IL. 


Servant, Mr. Stephen, Kno well, Brain-worm. 


Serv. Save you Gentelmen. 

Step. Nay, we do not ſtand much on our Gentili- 
ly, Friend; yet you are welcome, and I afſure you 

os is Man of a thouſand a Year, Mid- 
dleſex Land: He has but one Son in all the World, I 
am his next Heir (at the common Law) Maſter Stephen, 
as ſimple as I ftand here, if my Couſin dye (as there's 


hope he will.) I have a pretty living o' mine own too, 


beſide, hard by here. 

Serv, In good time, Sir. 25H 

Step. In good time, Sir? why! and in very good 
time, Sir: You do not flout, Friend, do you? 

Serv. Not J, Sir. 

Step. Not you, Sir? you were not beſt, Sir; an' 
you ſhould, here be them can perceive it, and that 
quickly too; go to: And they can give it again 
ſoundly too, an' need be. 

Serv. Why, Sir, let this ſatisfie you; good faith, 
I had no ſuch intent. | | 

Step. Sir, an' I thought you had, I would talk with 
you, and that preſently. 

Serv. Good Maſter Stephen, ſo you may, Sir, at 
your pleaſure. 

Step. And ſo I would, Sir, good my ſaucy Com- 
panion! an' you were out o' mine Uncle's Ground, 
I can tell you; though I do not ſtand upon my Gen- 
tility neither in't. | 

no. Couſin! Couſin! will this nc'er be left N | 
tep. 
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Step. Whorſon baſe Fellow! a Mechanical Serv- 
ing- man! By this Cudgel, an' twere not for ſhame, 
I would | | | 

Kno. What would you do, you peremptory Gull? 
If you cannot be quiet, get you hence. 

You ſee, the honeſt Man demeans himſelf 
Modeſtly to'ards you, giving no reply 
To your unſeaſon'd, quarrelling, rude Faſhion: 
And till you huff it, with a kind of Carriage 
As void of Wit, as of Humanity. 
Go, get you in; fore Heaven, I am aſham'd 
Thou haſt a Kinſman's intereſt in me. 
Serv. I pray, Sir, is this Maſter uo well's Houſe? 
Kno. Yes marry is it, Sir. | 
Serv. I ſhould enquire for a Gentleman here, one 
Maſter Edward Kno well; do you know any ſuch, Sir, 
I pray you? 

Kuo. I ſhould forget my ſelf elſe, Sir. 

Serv. Are you the Gentleman? cry you Mercy, 
Sir: I was requir'd by a Gentleman i' the City, as I 
rode out at this end o'the Town, todeliver you this 
Letter, Sir. 

Kno. To me, Sir! What do you mean? pray you 
remember your Court'ſie. (To his moſt ſelected Friend 
Mafter Edward Kno'well.) What might the Gen- 
tleman's Name be, Sir, that ſent it? nay, pray you 
be cover'd. | 

Serv. One Maſter Fell- bred, Sir. 

Kno. Maſter Well- bred! A Young Gentleman? is 
he not? 

Serv. The ſame, Sir, Maſter Kite) married his 
Siſter : The rich Merchant i' the Old Ferry. 

Kno. You ſay very true. Brain- worm. 

Brai. Sir. 

Kno. Make this honeſt Friend drink here: Pray 

ou go in. 

his Letter is directed to my Son: 

Yet I am Edward Tuo well too, and may, 


With 
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With the ſafe Conſcience of good Manners, uſe 

The Fellow's Error to my ſatisfaction. 

Well, 1 will break it ope (old Men are curious) 

Be it bur for the Stile's ſake, and the Phraſe, 

To ſee if both do anſwer my Son's Praiſes, 

Who is almoſt grown the Idolater, 

Of this young Well-bred: What have we here? 
What's this? 


The LET TER. 

HY, Ned, I beſeech thee, haſt thou forſworn 

all thy Friends i' the Old Jewry? or doſt thou 
think us all Jews that inhabit there? yet if thou doſt, 
come over, and but ſee our Frippery; change an old Shirt 
for a whole Smock with us: Do not conceive that Anti- 
pathy between us and Hogſden, as was between Jews | 
and Hogs-fleſh. Leave thy vigilant Father alone, to | 
number over his green Apricots, Evening and Morning, 
0 the North-weſt Wall: An' I had been his Son, I had 
ſav'd him the labour long ſince, if taking in all the young 
Henches that paſs by at the back-door, and codling every 
Kernel of the Fruit for em, would ha' ſerv'd. But pr'y 
thee come over to me quickly, this Morning; 1 have ſuch 
a preſent for thee (our Turky Company never ſent the like 
to the Grand-Signior.) One is a Rimer, Sir, o“ your 
own batch, your own leven ; but doth think himſelf Poet- 

Major 0 the Town, willing to be ſhown, and worthy to 

be +4 The other TI will not venture his Deſcription 
with you, till you come, becauſe I would ha' you make hi- 
ther with an Appetite. If the worſt of em be not worth 
your Journey, draw your Bill of Charges, as unconſciona- 
ble as any Guild-hall Yerdift will give it you, and you 
ſhall be allow'd your Viaticum. 


From the Wind-Mill. 


From the Burdello, it might come as well, 
The Spittle, or Pift-hatch. Is this the Man 
My Son hath ſung ſo, for the happieſt Wir, 


The 
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The choiceſt Brain, the Times have ſent us forth? 
I know not what he may be in the Arts, 2 
Nor what in Schools; but ſurely, for his Manners, 
I judge him a prophane and diſſolute Wretch: 
Worle by Poſſeſſion of ſuch great good Gifts, 
Being the Maſter of ſo looſe à Spirit. 
Why, what unhallow'd Ruffian would have writ | 
In ſuch a ſcurrilous manner, to a Friend! 
Why ſhould he think, I tell my Apricots, 
Or play th' Heſperian Dragon with my Fruit, 
To watch it? Well, my Son, I had thought 
y had had more Judgment, r' have made Election 
Of your Companions, than t' have ta'en on truſt 
Such petulant, jeering Gameſters, that can ſpare 
No Argument, or Subject from their Jeſt. 
But I perceive Affection makes a Fool 

Of any Man, too much the Father. Brain-worm. 

Brai. Sir. © 


uo. Is the Fellow gone that brought this Letter? 
Brai. Yes, Sir, a pretty while ſince. | 
Kno. And where's your young Maſter? 
Brai. In his — Sir. ä l 
Ano. He ſpake not with the Fellow, did he? 
Brai. No, Sir, he ſaw him not. | 
Kno. Take you this Letter, and deliver it my Son; 
But with no notice that have open'd it, on your Life. 
Brai. O Lord, Sir, that were a Jeſt indeed? 
Ko. T am reſoly'd I will not ſtop his Journey, 
Nor practiſe any violent means to ſtay 
The unbridled courſe of Youth in him; for that 
Reſtrain'd, grows more im patient; and in kind 
Like to the eager, but the generous Grey-hound, 
Who ne'er ſo fierie from his Game with- held, 
Turns Head, and leaps up at his Holder's Throat. 
There is a way of winning more by Love, 
And urging of the Modeſty, than Fear: 
Force works on ſervile Natures, not the free. 
He that's compell'd to Goodneſs, may be good; 
But 
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But *tis but for that Fit: where others, drawn 

By Softneſs and Example, get a Habit. 

Then, if they ſtray, but warn 'em; and the ſame 
They ſhould for vertu' have done, they'll do for ſhame, 


SCENE III. 


Edw. Rno'well, Brain-worm, Mr. Stephen. 


E. Ku. Did he open it, ſay'ſt thou? 

Brai. Yes, o' my Word Sir, and read the Con- 
rents. 

E. Au. That ſcarce contents me. What counte- 
nance (pr'y thee) made he, i'th' reading ot it? was 
he angry, or pleas'd ? 

Brai. Nay Sir, I ſaw him not read it, nor open 
it, I aſſure your Worſhip. 

E. An. No ? how know'ſt thou, then, that he 
did cither? 

Brai. Marry Sir, becauſe he charg'd me, on my 
Life, to tell no Body that he * it; which un- 
leſs he had done, he would never fear to have it 
reveal'd. 

E. Kn. That's true: well I thank thee, Brain- 
worm 

Step. O, Brain- worm, did'ſt thou not ſee a Fel- 
- low here in a what'ſha'-cal|-him Doublet? he brought 

mine Uncle a Letter e' en now. 

Brai. Yes, Maſter Stephen; what of him? 

Step. O, I ha' ſuch a Mind to beat him 
Where is he? canſt thou tell? 

Brai. Faith, he is not of that Mind: he is gone, 
Maſter Stephen. | 

Step. Gone! which way? when went he? how 
long ſince ? 

a rai. He is rid hence: he took Horſe at the Street- 
oor. 

Step, And I ſtaid i“ the Fields! horſon ſcander-ha 

| Rogue! 


= 
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Rogue! O that I had but a Horſe to fetch him back 


n. 
a, Why, you may ha' my Miſtreſs's Geld- 
ing, to fave your longing, Sir. 


Step. But I ha' no Boots, that's the ſpight on't. 


; |  Brai. Why, a fine Whiſp of Hay, roul'd hard, 


Maſter Stephen. | 

Step. No faith, it's no Boot te follow him, now: 
let him e' en go and hang. Pr'y thee, help to truſs 
me a little. He does ſo vex me —- | 

Brai. You'll be worſe vex d when you are truſs'd, 
Maſter Stephen. Beſt keep unbrac'd, and walk your 
ſelf *rill you be cold; your Choller may founder you 
elſe. ; £5 
Step. By my Faith, and ſo I will; now thou tell't 
me on't: How do'ſt thou like my Leg, Brain-worm? 
Brai. A very good Leg, Maſter Szephey; but the 
Woollen Stocking do's, not commend it ſo well. 

Step. Foh, the Stockings be good enough, now 
Summer is coming on, for the Duſt: I'll have a Pair 
of Silk againſt Winter, that | go to dwell i'th' Town. 
I think my Leg would ſhew in a Silk Hoſe — 

Brai. Believe me, Maſter Stephen, rarely well. 

Step. In ſadneſs, I think it would: I have a rea- 
ſonable good Leg. 

Braj. You have an excellent good Leg, Maſter 
Stephen; but I cannot ſtay to praiſe it longer now, 
and I am very ſorry for't. | 

Step. Another time will ſerve, Bram-worm. Gra- 
mercy for this. 

E. Kn. Ha, ha, ha. 

Kno well Jaught, having read the Letter. 

Step. 'Slid, I hope he laughs not at me, an 
he do —— 

E. Kn. Here was a Letter indeed, to be intercept- 
ed by a Man's Father, and do him good with him! 
He cannot but think moſt vertuouſly, both of me, 
and the Sender, ſure; that make the careful Coſtar 

monger 
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monger of him in our familiar Epiſtles. Well, if he 
read this with Patience I'll be gelt, and troll Bal- 
lads for Mr. John Trundle yonder, the reſt of my 
Mortality. It is true, and likely, my Father may 
have as much Patience as another Man; for he takes 
much Phyſick : and oft taking Phyſick makes a Man 

very patient. But would your Packet, Maſter 7/e!!- 
bred, had arrived at him in ſuch a Minute of his Pa- 
tience; then we had known the end of it, which 
now is doubtful, and threatens What! my 
wiſe Couſin! Nay, then I'll furniſh our Feaſt with 

one Gull more to'ard the Meſs. He writes to me 

of a Brace, and here's One, that's Three: Oh for a 

fourth! Fortune, if ever thou'lt uſe thine Eyes, I 
intreat thee <> 
Step. Oh, now I ſee who he laught at. He 
laught at ſome Body in that Letter. By this good 
Light, an' he had laught at me 4 


| An. How now, Couſin Stephen, melancholly? 
Step. Yes, a little. I thought you had laught at 
me, Couſin. 1 = 
E. Kn. Why, what an' I had, Couz? what would 
you ha' done? . 
* By this Light, I would ha' told mine Un- 
cle. 
E. Au. Nay, if _= would ha' told your Unele, I 
did laugh at you, Couz. E 
Step. Did you indeed? 
E. Ku. Ves, indeed. 
Step. Why, then — 
E. Au. What then? 
Step. J am ſatisfied, it is ſufficient. 
E. Au. Why, be ſo, gentle Couz. And, I pray 
you let me intreat a Courteſie of you. I am ſent 
for, this 8 by a Friend i' th' Old Jewry, to 
come to him; It's but croſſing over the Fields 
to Moor- gate: Will you bear me Company 
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1 proteſt, it is-not to draw you into Bond, or any 
Plot againſt the State, Couz. 

Step. Sir, that's all one, and 'twere; you ſhall com- 
mand me twice ſo far as Moor- gate, to do you good 
in ſuch a matter. Do you think I would leave you? 
I proteſt | 

E. Kn. No, no, you ſhall not proteſt, Couz. 

Step. By my fackings, bur I will, by your leaves 
I'll proteſt more to my Friend, than I'll ſpeak of, 
at this time. | | 

E. An. You ſpeak very well, Couz. | 

Step. Nay, not ſo neither, you ſhall pardon me: 
but J a to ſerve my turn. 

E. An. Your turn, Couz? Do you know what 
you ſay? A Gentleman of your ſort, parts, carriage, 
and eſtimation, to talk o' your turn i' this Company, 
and to me alone, like a Tankard-bearer at a Conduit ! 
fie. A Wight, that (hitherto) his every ſtep hath 
left the Stamp of a great Foot behind him, as 
every Word the favour of a ſtrong Spirit! and he! 
this Man! ſo grac'd, gilded, or (to uſe a more fir 
Metaphor) ſo tin-foil'd by Nature, as not ren Houſe- 
wives Pewter (again' a good time) ſhews more bright 
to the World than he! and he (as I ſaid laſt, fo I 
fay again, and till ſhall fay it) this Man! to conceal 
ſuch real Ornaments as theſe, and ſhadow their Glo- 
ry, as a Millener's Wife do's her wrought Stomach- 
cr, with a ſmoaky Lawn, or a black Cypreſs? O 
Couz] it cannot be anſwer'd, go not about it. Drake's 
old Ship at Deptford may ſooner Circle the World 
again. Come wrong not the Quality of your deſert, 
with looking downward, Couz; but hold up your 
Head, ſo: and let the Idea of what you are, be pour- 
tray*d i? your Face, that Men may read i' your Phyſ- 
nomy, (Here, within this place is to be ſeen the trus, 
rare, and accompliſh'd Monſter, or miracle of Nature, 
which is all one.) What think you of this, Gouz? 


Vol. I, GC . Step. 


— — — ———— —— * 
— _ — 


34 Every Man in his Humour. 


Step. Why, I do think of it; and I will be more 
Proud, and Melancholly, and Gentleman-like, than 
T have been; I'll enſure you. 

E. Kn. Why, that's reſolute Maſter Stephen! Now, 
if J can but hold him up to his Height, as it is hap- 
pily begun, it will do well for a Subburb-humour : 
we may hap have a match with the Ciry, and play 
him for Forty Pound. Come, Couz. 

Step. Vl Hollow you. 
E. Anu. Follow me? you muſt 50 before. 


Step. Nay, an' I muſt, T will. Pray you, ſhew 
me, good Couſin. 


SCENE IV. 


Mr. Matthew, Cob. 


Mat. I think this be the Houſe : what, hough? 
Cob. Who's there? O, Maſter Matthew ! gi your 
Worſhip e Morrow. 
Mat. What! Cob! how doſt thou, good Cob? doſt 
thou inhabit here, Cob? 


Cob. I Sir, JI and my Linage ha' kept a poor Houle, 
here, in our Days. 


Mat. Thy Linage, Monſieur Cob, what Linage, 
what Linage? 7 

Cob. Why Sir, an ancient Linage, and a Princely. 
Mine ance'try came from a King's Belly, no worſe 
Man: and yet no Man neither by your Worſhip's 
leave, I did lie in that) but Herring the King of Fiſh 
(from his Belly I proceed) one 0? the Monarchs o' 
the World, I aſſure you. The firſt Red Herring 
that was broil'd in Adam and Eve's Kitchin, do [ 
fetch my Pedigree from, by the Harrots Book. His 
Cob, was 7 great · great- mighty- great Grand- father. 
Mat. Why mighty? why mi Ty! pray thee. 
Cob. O, it was a mighty while ago, Sir, and a 
mighty great Cob. 
Mat. 
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Mat. How know'ſt thou that? 
Cob. How know 1? why, I ſmell his Ghoſt, eyer 
and anon. 


Mat. Smell a Ghoſt? O unſavoury jeſt! and the 
Ghoſt of a Herring, Cob. 

Cob. 1 Sir, with favour of your Worſhip's Noſe, 
Mr. Matthew, why not the Ghoſt of a Herring Cob, 
as well as the Ghoſt of Raſher-Bacon ? ö 

Mat. Roger Bacon, thou would'ſt ſay? | 

Cob. I fay Raſher- Bacon. They were both broil'd 
o th* Coles 3 and a Man may ſmell broil'd Meat, I 
hope? you are a Scholar, upſolve me that, now. 

Mat. O raw Ignorance! Cob, canſt thou ſhew me 
of a Gentleman, one Captain Bobadill, where his 
Lodging is? 

Cob. O, my Gueſt, Sir! you mean. 

Mat. Thy Gueſt! Alas! ha, ha. 

Cob. Why do you laugh, Sir? Do you not mean 
Captain Bobadill? 

Mat. Cob, pray thee adviſe thy ſelf well: do not 
wrong the Gentleman, and * ſelf too. I dare be 
ſworn, he ſcorns thy Houſe : He! he Lodge in ſuch 
a baſe obſcure place, as thy Houſe! Tut, I know his 
Diſpoſition ſo well, he would not lye in thy Bed, if 
thou'dſt gi't him. . 

'0b. | will not give it him, though, Sir. Maſs, 
I thought ſomewhat was in't, we could not get him 
to Bed all Night: Well Sir, though he lye not 0? 
my Bed, he lies o* my Bench: an't pleaſe you to go 
up, Sir, you ſhall find him with two Cuſhions under 
his Head, and his Cloke wrapt about him, asthough he 
had neither won nor loſt, and yet (I warrant) he ne'er 
caſt better in his Life, than he has done to Night. 

Mat. Why? was he drunk? | 755 

Cob. Drunk Sir? you hear not me ſay ſo. Perhaps, 
he ſwallow'd a Tavern- token, or ſome ſuch device, 
Sir: I have nothing to do withal. I deal with Wa- 
ter, and not with Wine. Gi' me my 'Tankardthere, 

C 2 hough, 
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hough, God b' w' you, Sir. It's ſix a Clock : T 
ſhould ha' carried wo Turns, by this. What hough ? 
my ſtopple, come. 
Mat. Lye in a Water-bearer's Houſe! A Gentle- 

man of his havings! Well, I'll tell him my Mind. 
Cob. What Ti, ſhew this Gentleman up to the 
Captain. Oh, an' my Houſe were the Brazen-head 
now! faith it would e'en ſpeak Me fools yet. You 
ſhould ha' ſome now would take this Mr. Matthew to 
be a Gentleman, at the leaſt. His Father's an ho- 
neſt Man, a worſhipful Fiſhmonger, and ſo forth 
and now does he creep, and wriggle into Acquaint- 
ance with all the brave Gallants about the Town, 
ſuch as my Gueſt is: (O; my Gueſt is a fine Man) 
and they flout him invincibly. He uſeth every Day 
to a Merchant's Houſe (where I ſerve Warer) one 
Maſter Kitley's i' th*' Old Jewry; and here's the jeſt, 
he is in love with my Maſter's Siſter, (Miſtreſs 
Bridget) and calls her Miſtreſs: and there he will fit 
you a whole Afternoon, ſometimes Reading o' theſe 
ſame abominable, vile, (a Pox on 'em, I cannot abide 
them) raſcally Verſes, Poyetry, Poyetry, and ſpeaking of 
Enterludes, twill make a Man burſt to hear him. 
And the Wenches, they do ſo geer, and ti-he at him 
well, ſhould they do ſo much to me; I'd forſwear 
them all, by the Foot of Pharaoh. There's an Oath ! 
How many W ater-bearers ſhall you hear ſwear ſuch 
an Oath? O, I have a Gueſt (he teaches me) he does 
ſwear the legibleſt of any Man chriſtned : By St. 
Ceorge, the Fork of Pharaoh, the Body of me, as I 
am a Gentleman, and a Soldier: ſuch dainty, Oaths ! 
and withal, he do's take this ſame filthy roguiſh 702 
bacco, the fineſt and cleanheſt! it would do a Man 
ue to ſee the Fume come forth at's Tonnels ! Well, 
e owes me Forty Shillings (my Wife lent him out 
of her Purſe, b ni. 17 at a time) be ſides his Lodg- 
ing: 1 would I had it. I ſhall ha't, he fays, the 
| | next 
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next Action. Helter Stelter, hang ſorrow, care II kill 
a Cat, up- tails all, and a Louſe for the Hangman. 


SCENE V. 


Bobadill, Tib, Matthew. 


Bob. Hoſteſs, hoſteſs. 

Bobad. 7s diſcovered lying on his Bench. 

Tib. What ſay you, Sir? | 

Bob. A Cup o' thy ſmall Beer, ſweet Haſteſs. 

Tib. Sir, there's a Gentleman below would ſpeak . 
with you. | 

Bob. A Gentleman! 'ods fo, TI am not within. 

7ib. My Husband told him you were, Sir. 

Bob. What a Plague what meant he? 

Mat. Captain Bihadil Me | 

Bob. Who's there? (take away the Baſon, good 
Hoſteſs). come up, Sir. 

Tib. He would deſire you to come up, Sir. You 
come into a cleanly Houſe, here. 

Mat. Save you Sir, Save you, Captain. 

Bob. Gentle Maſter Matthew ! ls it you, Sir? Pleaſe 
you ta fit down? 

Mat. Thank you good Captain, you may fee I 
am ſomewhat audacious. | 

Bob. Not ſo, Sir. I was requeſted to Supper, laſt 
Night, by a ſort of Gallants, where you were wilh'd 
for, and drunk to, I aſſure you. 

Mat. Vouchſafe me, by whom, good Captain? 

Bob. Marry, by young Well bred, and others: 
Why, Hoſteß. a Stool here for this Gentleman. 

Mat. No haſte, Sir, 'tis very well. 

Bob. Body of me! it was fo late e er we parted laſt 
Night, I can ſcarce open my Eyes yet; I was but 
new riſen, as you came: how paſſes the Day abroad, 
vir? you can tell. 


C3 | Mat. 
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Mat. Faith, ſome half Hour to ſeven: now truſt 
me, you have an exceeding fine Lodging here, very 
neat and private! 9 

Bob. IJ Sir: fit down, I pray you. Mr. Matthew 
(in any Caſe) poſſeſs no Gentlemen of our Acquaint- 
ance, with Notice of my Lodging. 

Mat. Who! I Sir? no. N 

Bob. Not that I need to care who know it, for the 
* Cabbin is convenient, but in regard 1 would not be 
too Popular, and generally viſited, as ſome are. 

Mat. True Captain, I conceive you. 

Bob. For do you ſec, Sir, by the heart of Valour 
in me, (except it be to ſome peculiar and choice 
Spirits, to whom I am extraordinarily ingag'd, as 
your ſelf, or ſo) I could not extend thus far. 

Mat. O Lord, Sir, I reſolve fo. 

Bob. I confeſs I love a cleanly and quiet Privacy, 
above all the tumult and roar of Fortune. What 
new Book ha' you there? What! Go by, Hieronymo! 

_ I, did you ever ſec it Acted? is't not well 

n'd: 

2 Well pen'd! I would fain fee all the Poets, 
of theſe times, pen ſuch another Play as that was? 
they'll prate 4b. ſwagger, and keep a ſtir of Art and 
Devices, when (as I am a Gentleman) read 'em, they 
are the moſt ſhallow, pitiful, barren Fellows, that 
live upon the face of the Earth again. 

Mat. Indeed, here are a number of finc Speeches 
in this Book! O Eyes, no Eyes, but Fountains fraught 
with Tears! There's a conceit! Fountains fraught 
with Tears! O Life, no Liſe, but lively form of Death ! 
Another! O World, no World, but maſs of publick 
Wrongs:! A third! Confus'd and filld with Murder, 
and Miſdeeds! A fourth! O, the Muſes! Is't not ex- 
cellent? Ist not ſimply the beſt that ever you heard, 
Captain? Ha! How do you like it? 

ob, Tis good. | 


Mat. 
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Mat. To thee, the pureſt Object to my Senſe, 
The moſt refined Eſſence Heav'n covers, 
Send I theſe Lines, wherein I do commence, 
The happy ſtate of Turtle-billing Lovers. 

If they prove rough, unpoliſb' d, harſh, and rude, 

Haſte made the waſte. Thus mildly, I conclude. 

Bob. Nay proceed, proceed. Where's this? 

| [ Bobadill is making him ready all this while, 

Mat. This, Sir? a Toy o' mine own, in my non- 
age; the infancy of my Muſes! But when will you 
come and ſee my Study? good faith, I can ſhew you 
ſome very good things, I have done of late 
That Boot becomes your Leg, paſſing well, Captain, 
methinks! | 
Bob. So, fo, It's the Faſhion Gentlemen now uſe. 

Mat. Troth Captain, and now you ſpeak o' the 
Faſhion, Maſter Well- bred's elder Brother and I are 
faln out exceedingly; this other Day, I hapned to 
enter into ſome diſcourſe of a Hanger, which I aſ- 
ſure you, both for Faſhion, and Workmanſhip, was 
moſt peremptory-beautiful, and Gentleman-like! Vet 
he condemn'd, and cry'd it down for the moſt pyed 
and ridiculous that ever he ſaw. 

1 Squire Down-right, the half - Brother, was't 
not 8 
Mat. I Sir, he. | 

Bob. Hang him, rook, he! why he has no more 
judgment than a Malt-horſe: By S. George, I won- 
der you'd loſe a thought upon ſuch an Animal; the 
molt peremptory abſurd-Clown of Chriſtendom, this 
Day, he is holden. I proteſt to you, as I am a Gen- 
tleman and a Soldier, I ne'er chang'd Words with his 
like. A his diſcourſe, he ſhould eat nothing but 
Hay: He was born for the Manger, Pannier, or 
Pack-ſaddle! He has not ſo much as a good Phraſe 
in his Belly, but all old Iron, and ruſty Proverbs! a 
good Commodity for ſome Smith to make Hob - nails 


of, 
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Mat. I, and he thinks to carry it away with his 
Man-hood ſtill, where he comes: He brags he will 
gr me the baſtinado, as I hear. = | 

Bob. How! He the baſtinado! how came he by 
that Word, trow ? | 

Mat. Nay, indeed, he ſaid Cudgel me; I term'd 
it ſo, for my more grace. > 

Bob. That may be; for I was ſure it was none of 
his Word: But when? when ſaid he ſo? 

Mat. Faith, yeſterday, they ſay; a young Gallant, 
a Friend of mine told me ſo. 

Bob. By the Foot of Pharaoh, and 'twere my caſe. 
now, I ſhould ſend him a chartel preſently : The ba- 
flinado! A moſt proper and ſufficient dependance, 
warranted by the great Caranza: Come hither: You 
ſhall chartel him; I'll ſhew you a trick or two, you 


ſhall kill him with at pleaſure; the firſt foccars, if 
you will, by this Air. 


Mat. Indeed, you have abſolute knowledge i' the 
Myſtery, I have heard, Sir. 

Bob. Of whom? of whom ha' you heard it, I be- 
ſeech you? 5 
Mat. Troth, I have heard it ſpoken of divers, that 
you have very rare, and un- im one · breath · utter · able 
skill, Sir. | 

Bob. By Heav'n, no not I; no skill i the Earth; 
ſome ſmall rudiments i' the Science, as to know my 
time, diſtance, or ſo: I have profeſt it more for No- 
blemen, and Gentlemens uſe, than mine own pra- 

ctice, I aſſure you: Hoſteſs, accommodate us with 

another Bed-ſtaff here, quickly; Lend us another 
Bed-ſtaff: The Woman does not underſtand the 
Words of 4f#ion. Look you, Sir: Exalt not your 
Point above this ſtate, at any hand, and let your Poy- 
nard maintain your defence, thus; (give it the Gen- 
tleman, and leave us) ſo, Sir. Come on: O, twine 
your body more about, that you may fall to a more 
ſweet, comely, Gentleman-like guard, ſo, indifferent: 
Hol- 
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Hollow your body more, Sir, thus: Now, ſtand faſt 
o' your left Leg, note your Diſtance, keep your due 
proportion of Time — h, you diſorder your 

Point, moſt irregularly! . 
Mat. How is the bearing of it now, Sir? 
Bob. O, out of meaſure ill! A well experienc'd 

Hand would paſs upon you at pleaſure. | 

Mat. How mean you, Sir, paſs upon me? 

Bob. Why thus, Sir, (make a thruſt at me) come 
in upon the anſwer, controul your Point, and make 
a full carreer at the Body: The beſt praftis'd Gal- 
lants of the time name it the Paſſada; a moſt de- 
ſperate thruſt, believe it! 

Mat. Well, come, Sir. | 

Bob. Why, you do not manage your Weapon 
with any facility or Grace to invite me! I have no 
Spirit to play with you: Your dearth of Judgment 
renders you tedious. | 

Mat. But one venue, Sir, 

Bob. Venue! Fie; moſt groſs denomination, as e- 
ver I heard: O the ffoccata, while you live, Sir, 
note that; come, put on your Cloak, and we'll go 
to ſome private Place, where you are acquainted, 
ſome Tavern, or ſo — and have a bit I'll ſend 
for one of theſe Fencers, and he ſhall breath you, 
by my direction; and then I will teach you your 
Trick: You ſhall kill him with it at the firſt, if you 
pleaſe, „ I will learn you. of the true judg- 
ment of the Eye, Hand, and Foot, to controul a- 
ny Enemies Point i'the World. Should your Ad- 
verſary confront you with a Piſtol, twere nothing, 
by this Hand; you ſhould by the ſame Rule, con- 
troul his Bullet, in a line, except it were Hail-ſhot, 
and ſpred. What Money ha' you about you, Ma- 
ſter Matthew? | 

Mat. Faith, I not paſt a two Shillings, or ſo. 
Bob. Tis ſomewhat with the leaſt; bur come; 
we will have a bunch of Radiſh, and Salt, to taſte 

| | our 
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our Wine, and a Pipe of Tobacco, to cloſe the Ori- 
fice of the Stomach; and then we'll call upon youn 
Well-bred: Perhaps we ſhall meet the Coridon, his 
Brother there, and put him to the Queſtion. 


ACTI. SCENE I 


Kitley, Caſh, Down-right. 


Kit. 11 come hither. 

There lies a Note within upon my Desk, 
Here take my Key: It is no matter neither. | 
Where is the Boy? 

Caſh. Within, Sir, i' th* Ware-houſe. | 

Kit. Let him tell over ſtraight, that Spaniſh Gold, 
And weigh it, with the Pieces of Eight, Do you 
See the delivery of thoſe Silver-ſtuffs, 

To Maſter Lucar: Tell him if he will, RET: 
He ſhall ha' the Grograns, at the rate I told him, 
And I will meet him on the Exchange anon. 

Caſh. Good, Sir. | 

Kit. Do you ſee that Fellow, Brother Down-right ? 

Dow. I, what of him? | | 

Kit. He is a Jewel, Brother. 

I took him of a Child, up at my Door, 
And Chriſtened him, gave him mine own Name 
Thomas, 3 : | | 

Since bred him at the Hoſpital ; where proving 
A toward Imp, I call'd him home, and taught him 
So much, as i have made him my Caſhier, | 
And giv'n him, who had none, a Surname, Caſþ 
And find him in his Place ſo full of Faith, | 
That I durſt truſt my Life into his Hands. 

Dow, So would not I in any Baſtard's, Brother, 
As it is like he is; although I knew' | 
My-telf his Father. But you ſaid yo' had ſomewhax 
To tell me, gentle Brother, what ist? what 8 

it 
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Kit. Faith, Iam very loath to utter it, 
As fearing it may hurt your Patience: 
But 1 know your Judgment is of Strength, 
Againſt the nearneſs of Affection — hah + 
4 What need this Circumſtance? Pray you be 
direct. | £0] 
Kit. I will not fay, how much I do aſcribe 
Unto your Friendſhip, nor in what regard 
I hold your Love; bur let my paſt behaviour, 
And uſage of your Siſter, but confirm 
How well Pave been affected to your 
Dow. You are too tedious, come to the matter, 
the matter. 
Kit. Then (without further Ceremony) thus: 
My Brother Well-bred, Sir, (I know not how) 
Of late, is much declin'd in what he was, 
And greatly alter'd in his Diſpoſition. | 
When he came firſt to lodge here in my Houſe, 
Ne'er truſt me if I were not Proud of him : 
Methought he bare himſelf in ſuch a Faſhion, 
So full of Man, and ſweetneſs in his Carriage, 
And (what was chief) itſhew'd not borrow'd in him, 
But all he did became him as his own, | 
And ſcem'd as perfect, proper, and poſſeſt, 
As Breath with Life; or Colour with the Blood. 
But now his courſe is ſo irregular, 
So looſe, affected, and depriv'd of Grace, 
And he himſelf withal fo far faln off 
From that firſt place, as ſcarce no Note remains, 
To tell Mens Judgments where he lately ſtood. 
He's grown a Stranger to all due reſpect, 
Forgetful of his Friends; and not content 
To ſtale himſelf in all Societies, | 
He makes my Houſe here common as a Mart, 
A Theater, a publick Receptacle 
For giddy Humour, and diſcaſed Riot 
And here (as in a Tavern, or a Stews) 


He and his wild Aſſociates, ſpend their Hours, 


In 
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In repetition of laſcivious Jeſts, F 
Swear, leap, drink, dance, and revel Night by Night, 
Controul my Servants z and indeed what not? 
Dow. Sdeyns, I know not what I ſhould ſay to 
him, i' the whole World! He values me at a crakt 
Three-Farthings, for oughr I ſee: It will never out 
of the Fleſh that's bred i' the Bone! I have told 
him enough one would think, if that would ſerve: 
But Counſel to him, is as good as a Shoulder of Mut- 
ton to a ſick Horſe. Well! he knows what to truſt 
to, for George: Let him ſpend, and ſpend, and do- 
mineer, till his Heart ake; an' he think to be re- 
liev'd by me, when he is got into one o' your City- 
pounds, the Counters, he has the wrong Sow by 
the Ear i' faith; and claps his Diſh at the wrong 
Man's Door: I'll lay my Hand o' my halt-peny, 
c're I part with't to fetch him out, I'll aſſure him. 

rang Nay, good Brother, let it not trouble you 
thus. 

Dow. Sdeath, he mads me, I could eat my very 
Spur-leathers for anger! But, why are you ſo tame? 
Why do not you ſpeak to him, and tell him how he 
diſquiets your Houſe? 

kit O, there are divers reaſons to diſſwade, Bro- 

„ 

But, would your ſelf vouchſafe to travel in it, 
(Though bur with plain and eaſie Circumſtance,) 
It would both come much better to his ſenſe, 
And favour leſs of Stomach, or of Paſſion. 

You are his elder Brother, and that Title 

Both gives, and warrants your Authority, 
Which (by your preſence ſeconded) muſt breed 
A kind of duty in him, and regard: 

| Whereas, if I ſhould intimate the leaſt 

It would but add contempt, to his ne legt, 

Heap worſe on ill, make up a Pile of Fes, 

That in the rearing would come tott'ring down, 
And in the Ruin bury all our love. 
mg | | Nay 
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Nay more than this, Brother, if I ſhould ſpeak, 

He would be ready from his heat of Humour, 

And over-flowing of the Vapour in him, 

To blow the Ears of his Familiars, 

With the falſe breath of telling, what Diſgraces, 

And low Diſparagements, I had put upon him. 

Whilſt they, Sir, to relieve him in the Fable, 

Make their looſe Comments upon every Word, 

Geſture, or Look, I uſe; ROE me all oyer, 

From my flat Cap, unto my ſhining Shoes: 

And, out of their impetuous rioting Phant'fies 

Beget ſome Slander char ſhall dwell with me. 

And what would that be, think you? marry this, 

They would give out (becauſe my Wife is Fair, 

My ſelf but lately Married, and my Siſter 

Here ſojourning a Virgin in my Houſe) , 

That 1 were Jealous! nay as ſure Death, | 

That they would ſay. And how that I had quarrell'd, 

My Brother purpoſely, thereby to find 

An apt Pretext, to baniſh them my Houſe, _ 
5 perhaps ſo: They're like enough to 

o it. 

Kit. Brother, they would, believe it; ſo ſhould I 

(Like one of theſe penurious Quack: ſalvers) 

But ſet the Bills up to mine own diſgrace, 

And try Experiments upon my felt: 

Lend Scorn and Envy opportunity, 

To ſtab my Reputation, and good Name — 


SCENE ll. 
Matthew, Bobadi', Down-right, Kit ey. 


Mat. I will ſpeak to him—— _ fe 
Bob. Speak to him? away, by the Foot of Pha- 
raoh you ſhall not, you ſhall not do him that grace. 
The time of Day, to you Gentleman o' the Houſe. 
Is Mr. Yell-bred ſtirring? af a 


Dow. 
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Dow. How then? what ſhould he do? 

Bob. Gentleman of the Houſe, it is to you; is he 
within, Sir? EE Bt x 
Kit. He came not to his Lodging to Night, Sir, 
J aſſure you 

Dow. Why, do you hear you? 

Bob. The Gentleman-Citizen hath ſatisfied me, 
T'll talk to no Scavenger. | 

Dow. How, Scavenger? ſtay Sir, ſtay. 

Kit. Nay, Brother Dewn-right. 

Dow. Heart! ſtand you away, an' you love me, 
Kit. You ſhall not follow him now, I pray you, 
Brother, good Faith you ſhall not; I will over-rule 

ou. 

Dow. Ha? Scavenger? well, go to, I ſay little: 
but by this good Day, (God forgive me I ſhould 
ſwear) if I put it up ſo, fay I am the rankeſt Cow 
that ever piſt. Sdeyns, and 1 ſwallow this, I'll ne'er 
draw my Sword in the ſight of Fleet-firect again while 
I live; I'll fit in a Barn with Madge-howlet, and 
catch Mice firſt. Scavenger? *Heart, and III go 
near to fill that huge Tumbrel-ſlop of yours, with 
ſomewhat, an' IJ have good Luck: Your Garagan- 
tua breech cannot carry it away ſo. 

Kit. Oh do not fret your ſelf thus, never think on't. 
Dow. Theſe are my Brother's Conſorts, theſe ! theſe 
are his Cam'rades, his walking Mates! he's a Gallant, a 
Cavaliero too, right Hang-man cut! Let me not live, 
and I could not find in my Heart to ſwinge the whole 
Gang of 'em, one after another, and begin with him 
firſt. I am griev'd, it ſhould be ſaid he is my Bro- 
ther, and take theſe Courſes: Well, as he brews, ſo 
ſhall he drink, for George, again. Yet he hall hear 
on't, and that tightly too an' I live, i' faith. 

Kit. But Brother, let your Reprehenſion (then) 
Run in an eaſie current, not o'er-high 
Carried with raſnneſs, or devouring Choler; 

But rather uſe the ſoft perſwading way, 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe Powers will work more gently, and compoſe 
Th' imperfe& Thoughts you labour to reclaim : 
More winning, than enforcing the conſent. 
Dow. I, I, let me alone for that, I warrant you. 
Kit. How now? oh, the Bell rings to Breakfaſt. 
Bell rings. 
Brother, I pray you go in, and bear my Wife 
Company till I come; I'll but give order 
For ſome difpatch of buſineſs ro my Servants —— 


SCENE I. 
[To them.] MKitley, Cob, Dame Kitley. 


Kit. What, Cob? 'our Maids will have you by the 
back i' faith 
For coming ſo late this Morning. 
Cob. Perhaps ſo, Sir, take heed ſome body have not 
them by the Belly, for walking ſo late in the Evening. 
[ He paſſes by with his Tankard. 
Kit. Well, yet my troubled ſpirit's ſomewhat eas d, 
Though not repos'd in that ſecurity 
As I could wiſh: Bur I muſt be content: 
How e'er I ſet a Face on't to the World: 
Would I had loft this Finger at a venture, 
So Well-bred had ne'er lodg'd within my Houſe. 
Why *tcannot be, where there is ſuch reſort 
Of wanton Gallants, and young Revellers, 
That any Woman ſhould be honeſt long. 
Is't like that factious Beauty will preſerve | 
The publick weal of Chaſtity on aken, 
When ſuch ſtrong Motives muſter, and make head 
Againſt her ſingle Peace? No, no: Beware 
When mutnal Appetite doth meet to treat, 
And Spirits of one kind and quality, | 
Come once to parley in the Pride of Blood, 
It is no flow Conſpiracy that follows. 


Well, (to be plain) if I but thought the time 


Had 


48 Exery Man in his Humour. 


Had anſwer'd their Affections, all the World 
Should not perſwade me but I were a Cuckold. 
Marry, I hope they ha' not got that ſtart; 
For opportunity hath baulkt 'em yet, 

And al do till, while I have Eyes and Ears, 

To attend the impoſitions of my Heart. 

My preſence ſhall be as an Iron Bar, 

Twixt the conſpiring motions of Deſire: 

Vea every look, or glance mine Eyes eject, 

Shall check occaſion, as one doth his — 

When he forgets the limits of Preſcription. 
Dame. Siſter Bridget, pray you fetch down the 

Roſe- water above in the Coker, Sweet-heatt, will 

you come in to Breakfaſt? 

Kit. An' ſhe have oyer-heard me now? 

Dame. I pray thee, (good Muſs) we ſtay for you. 
Kit. By Heav'n I would not for a thouſand Angels. 
Dame. What ail you, Sweet-heart? are you not 
well? _ good Muſs. 

Klit. Troth my Head akes extreamly, on a ſudden. 
Dame. O, the Lord! | 
Kit. How now? what? 3 Ba 
Dame. Alas, how it burns? Muſs, keep you warm, 

good truth it is this new Diſeaſe, there's a number 

are troubled withal! for Loves ſake ſweet-heart, 
come in, out of the Air. 
Kit. How ſimple, and how ſubtil are her Anſwers? 

A new Diſcaſe, and many troubled with it! 

Why true ſhe heard me, all the World to nothing. 
Dame. I pray thee, good Sweet-heart come in; 

the Air will do you harm, in troth. OE 
Kit. The Air !ſhe has me i' the Wind! Sweet-hearr, 

II come to you preſently ; twill away I hope. 
Dame. Pray Heav'n it do. | 
Kit. A new Diſcaſe! I know not, new or old, 

But it may well be call'd poor mortals Plague; 

For like a peſtilence, it doth infect 

The Houſes of the Brain, Firſt it begins 


Solely 
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Solely to work upon the Phantaſie, 
Filling her ſeat with ſuch peſtiferous Air. 
As ſoon corrupts the Judgment; and from thence, 
Sends like contagion to the Memory: 
Still each to other giving the infection. 

Which as a ſubtil Vapour ſpreads itſelf 
Confuſedly, through every ſenſive Part, 

Till not a Thought or motion in the Mind 

Be free from the black Poyſon of ſuſpecrt. 

Ah, but what Miſery is it to know this? 

Or knowing it, to want the Mind's Erection 

In ſuch Extreams? Well, I will once more ſtrive 
(In ſpite of this black Cloud) my ſelf to be, 

And ſhake the Fever off, that thus ſhakes me, 


SCENE w. 
Brain-worm, Ed. Kno'well, Mr. Stephen. 


Brai. 'Slid, I cannot chuſe but laugh to ſee my 
\ ſelf tranſlated thus, from a poor Creature to a Crea- 
tor; for now muſtl create an intolerable ſort of Lies, 
or my preſent Profeſſion loſes the Grace: And yet 
the Lie to a Man of my Coat, is as ominous a Fruit, 
as the Fico. O Sir, it holds for good Polity ever, to 
have that outwardly in vileſt eſtimation, that inward- 
ly is moſt dear to us. So much for my borrowed 
Shape. Well, the troth is, my old Maſter intends 
to follow my Young, dry-foot, over Moorfields to 
London, this Morning; now I knowing of this Hunt- 
ing-match, or rather Conſpiracy, and to inſinuate 
with my young Maſter, (for ſo muſt we that are 
| Blue-waiters, and Men of Hope and Service do, or 
perhaps we may wear Motley at the Years end, and 
who wears Motley, you know) have got me afore 
in this Diſguiſe, determining here to lie in Ambuſca- 
do, and intercept him in the mid-way. If I canbut 
get his Cloke, his Purſe, his Hat, nay, any thing to 
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eut him off, that is, to ſtay his Journey, Veni, vali, 414 
ci, I may ſay with Captain Cæſar, I am made for e- 
ver i' faith. Well, now muſt I practiſe to get the 
true Garb of ne of theſe Lance- Knights, By Arm 
here, and my young Maſter! and his Couſin, 
Mr. Stephen, as 1 am true counterfeit Man of 


War, and no Soldier! 


E. Nuo. So Sir; and how then Couz? 
Step. Sfoot, I have loſt my Purſe, I think. 
1 How? leſt your Purſe? where? when had 
ou it | 
/ Step. I cannot tell, mY 
Brai. Slid, Iamafeard they will know me; would 
J could get by them. | 
E. Kno, What? ha' you it? 
Step. No, I think I was bewitchr, I | 
E. Kno. Nay, do not weep the Loſs, hang it, let 


it go. 


Step. Oh, it's here: No, an' it had been loſt, I 


had not car d, but for a Jet Ring Mrs. Mary ſent me. 


E. Kno. A Jet Ring? O the Poefee, the Poefie? | 
Step, Fine, i' faith ! Though Fancy ſleep, my Love is 
deep. Meaning, that tho' I did not fanſie her, yet 


me loved me dearly. 


E. Kno. Mot excellent! 5 
Step. And then I ſent her another, and my Poeſie 
was, The deeper the Sweeter, [ll be judg d by Si. Peter. 

E. Kno, How, by St. Peter? I do not conceive that. 

Step. Marry, St. Peter, to make up the Meter. 

E. Kno. Well, there the Saint was your good Pa- 
torn, he helpt you at your need; thank him, thank 


=: | 


Brai. I cannot take leave on 'em ſoz; I will ven- 
ture, come what will. [ He comes back.) Gentlemen, 
pleaſe you change a few Crowns for a very ex- 
cellent good Blade here? I am a poor Gentleman, a 
Soldier, one that (in the better ſtate of my Fortunes) 
icorn'd ſo mean a Refuge; but now it is the Hu- 

a mour 
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mour of Neceſſity to have it ſo. You ſeem to be 
Gentlemen well affected to Martial Men, elſe ſhould 
T rather die with Silence, than live with Shame. 
However, vouchſafe to remember it is my Want 
ſpeaks, not my ſelf: This Condition agrees not with 
my Spirit 3 

E. Kno. Where halt thou ſerv'd? | 

Brai. May it pleaſe you Sir, in all the late Wars 
of Bohemia, Hungaria, Dalmatia, Poland, where not, 
Sir? I have been a poor Servitor by Sea and Land, 
. any time this fourteen Years, and follow'd the For- 
tunes of the beſt Commanders in Chriſtendom. I was 
twice ſhot at the taking of Aleppo, once at the Re- 
lief of Vienna; I have been at Marſeilles, Naples, and 
the Adriatick Gulf, a Gentleman-Slave in the Gallies 
thrice, where I was moſt dangerouſly ſhot in the 
Head, through both the Thighs, and yet being thus 
maim'd, Iam void of Maintenance, nothing left mo 
but my Scars, the noted Marks of my Reſolution. 

Step. How will you ſel this Rapier, Friend? 

Brai. Generous Sir, I refer it to your own Judg- 
ment; you are a Gentleman, give me what you pleaſe. 
Step. True, Iama Gentleman, I know that Friend: 
OR though? I pray you ſay, what would you - 
AS - 

Brai, I aſſure you, the Blade may become the Side 
or Thigh of the beſt Prince in rok, i | 

E. Kno. I, with a Velvet Scabbard, I think. 

Step. Nay an't be mine, it ſhall have a Velvet 
Scabbard Couz, that's flat I'd not wear it as tis, 
an' you would give me an Angel. | 

Brai. At your Worſhip's pleaſure, Sir; nay tis a 
moſt pure Toledo, 

Step. I. had rather it were a Spaniard. But tell 
me, . ſhall I give you for it? An' it had a Sil- 
yer Hilt | 


E. Kno. Come, come, you ſhall not buy it; hold 
there's a Shilling, m— take thy Rapicr, 
2 
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Step. Why, but I will buy it now. becauſe you 
ſay ſoz and there's another Shilling, Fellow, I ſcorn to 
be out-bidden. What, ſhall I walk with a Cudgel, 
like Higgin-bottom, and may have a Rapier for Mo- 
V 6 | 

7 Kno. You may buy one in the City. 

Step. Tut, I'll buy this i' the Field, fo I will; I 
have a Mind to't, becauſe xis a Field Rapier. Tell 
me your loweſt Price. 

E. Kno. You ſhall not buy it, I fay. 

Step. By this Mony, but I will, though I give 
more than 'tis worth. 2 

E. Ano. Come away, on are a Fool. - 

Step. Friend, I am a Fool, that's granted; but I'll 
have it, for that Word's ſake. Follow me for your 
Money. 8 | 

Brai. At your Service, Sir. 


SCENE V. 


Kno'well, Brain-worm. 


Kno. I cannot loſe the thought, yet, of this Letter, 
Sent to my Son, nor leave t” admire the Change 
Of Manners, and the Breeding of our Youth 
Within the Kingdom, ſince my ſelf was one. 
When I was young, he liv'd not in the Stews 
Durſt have conceiv'd a Scorn, and utter'd it, 

On a grey Head; Age was Authority 

Againſt a Buffoon, and a Man had then 

A certain Reverence paid unto his Vears, 

That had none due unto his Life. So much 

The Sanctity of ſome prevail'd, for others. 

But now we all are fall'n; Vouth, from their Fear; 
And Age, from that which bred it, good Example. 
Nay, would our ſelves were not the firſt, even Parents, 
That did deſtroy the Hopes in our own Children, 


Or they not learn'd our Vices in their Cradles: 25 
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And ſuck'd in our ill Cuſtoms with their Milk. 
E'er all their Teeth be born, or they can ſpeak, 
We make their Pallats cunning: The firſt Words 
We form their Tongues with, are licentious Jeſts: 
Can it call Whore? cry Baſtard? O then kiſs it! 
A witty Child! Can't ſwear? The Father's Darling! 
Give it two Plums. Nay, rather than't ſhall learn 
No Bawdy Song, the Mother her ſelf will teach it! 
But this is in the Infancy, the Days 

Of the Long Coat; when it puts on the Breeches, 
It will put off all this. I, it is like, 

When it is gone into the Bone already. 

No, no; this Dye goes deeper than the Coat, 

Or Shirt, or Skin: it ſtains unto the Liver, 

And Heart, in ſome: And, rather than it ſhould not, 
Note what we Fathers do! Look how we live! 
What Miſtreſſes we keep! at what Expence, 

In our Son's Eyes! where they may handle our Gifts, 
Hear our laſcivious Courtthips, ſee our Dalliance, 
Taſte of the ſame provoking Meats with us, 

To ruin of our State! Nay, when our own 

Portion is fled, to prey on their Remainder, 

We call them into Fellowſhip of Vice; 

Bait 'em with the young Chamber-Maid, to ſeal; 
And teach 'em all bad Ways to buy Affection. 
This is one Path: But there are Millions more, 

In which we ſpoil our own, with leading them. 
Well, I thank Heav'n, I never yet was he 

Thar travell'd with my Son, before Sixteen, 

To ſhew him the Venetian Courtezans z 

Nor read the Grammar of Cheating, I had made, 
To my ſharp Boy, at Twelve; repeating ſtill | 
The Rule, Get Money; ſtill, Get Money, Boy; 

No matter by what Means; Money will do | 
More, Boy, than my Lord's Letter. Neither have I 
Dreſt Snails or Muſhrooms curiouſly before him, 
Perfum'd my Sauces, and taught him to make em; 
Preceding (till, with my grey Gluttony, 5 
1 | 3 At 
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At all the Ord'naries, and only fear d 

His Palate ſhould degenerate, not his Manners. . 
Theſe are the Trade of Fathers now; however, 

My Son, I hope, hath met within my Threſhold 

None of theſe Houſhold Precedents, which are ſtrong, 

And ſwift, to rape Youth to their Precipice. | 

But let the Houſe at home be ne'er ſo clean 

Swept, or kept ſweet fromFilth, nayDuſt andCobwebs, 

If he will live abroad with his Companions, | 

In Dung and Leyſtals, it is worth a Fear. 

Nor is the danger of Converſing leſs. 

'Than all that f have mention'd of Example. 

Brai. My Maſter? nay, faith have at you; I am 
fleſht now, I have ſped fo well. Worſhipful Sir, I 
beſeech you, reſpect the Eſtate of a poor Soldier; 1 
am aſham'd of this baſe Courſe of Life (God's my 
Comfort) but extremity provokes me to't, what Re+ 


—_ | 
10. T have not for you, now. 


Brai. By the Faith I bear unto Truth, Gentleman 
it is no ordinary Cuſtom in me, but only to preſerve 
Manhood. I proteſt to you, a Man I have been, a 
Man I may be, by your ſweet Bounty. 

Ano. Pray thee, good Friend, be ſatisfied. 

Brai. Good Sir, by that Hand, you may do the 
part of a kind Gentleman, in lending a poor Soldier 
the Price of two Cans of Beer, (a matter of ſmall 
Value) the King of Heav'n ſhall pay you, and I ſhall 
reſt thankful: ſweet Worſhip 

Kno. Nay, an' you be ſo importunate 

Brai. Oh, wp ak wn Sir, need will have its Courſe : 
I was not made to this vile uſe! well, the Edge of 
the Enemy could not have abated me ſo much: It's 
hard when a Man hath ſerv'd in his Prince's Cauſe, 
and be thus — [Ze weeps.) Honourable Werſhip, let 
me derive a ſmall piece of Silver from you, it ſhall 
not be given in the Courſe of time; by this good 
Ground, I was fain to pawn my Rapier laſt 75 

4 or 
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for a poor Sapper 3 I had ſuck'd the Hilts long be - 
fore, I am a Pagan elſe: ſweet Honour. 

Kno. Believe me, I am taken with ſome wonder, 
To think a Fellow of thy outward Preſence, 
Should (in the frame and faſhion of his Mind) 

Be ſo degenerate, and ſordid-baſe ! 

Art thou a Man? and ſham'ſt thou not to beg? 
To practiſe ſuch a ſervile kind of Life? 

Why, were thy Education ne'er ſo mean, 
Having thy Limbs, a thouſand fairer Courſes 
Offer themſelves to thy Election. 

Either the Wars might ſtill ſupply thy wants, 
Or Service of ſome vertuous Gentleman, 
Or honeſt Labour: nay, what can I name, 
But would become thee better than to beg? 
But Men of thy Condition feed on Sloth, 

As doth the Beetle, on the Dung ſhe breeds in, 
Not caring how the Mettal of your Minds 
Is eaten with the Ruſt of Idleneſs. 

Now, afore me, what e' er he be, that ſhould 
Relieve a Perſon of thy Quality, 

While thou inſiſts in this looſe deſperate Courſe, 
] would eſteem the Sin, not thine, but his. 

Brai. Faith Sir, I would gladly find ſome other 
Courſe, if fo ——— | 
| -—_ I, you'd gladly find it, but you will not 

cek it. 

Brai. Alas, Sir, where ſhobld a Man ſeek? in the 
Wars, there's no Aſcent by deſert in theſe Days; 
bur and for Service, would it were as ſoon pur- 
chaſt, as wiſht for (the Air's my Comfort) I know 
what I would fay —— 

Kno. What's thy Name? 

Brai. Pleaſe you, Fitz- Sword, Sir. 

Kno. Fitz-Sword ? 
oy that a Man ſhould entertain thee now, 
Would'ſt thou be honeſt, humble, juft, and true? 

Arai. Sir, by che place, and honour of a' Soldier 

D 4 Ano. 
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Kno. Nay, nay, I like not thoſe affected Oaths } 
Speak plainly Man: what think'ſt thou of my Words 

Brai. Nothing, Sir, but wiſh my Fortunes were 
as happy, as my Service ſhould be honeſt. 5 
Kno. Well, follow me, I'll prove thee, if thy 
Deeds will carry a proportion to thy Words. 

Brat. Ves Sir, Knight, I'll but garter my Hoſe. 
Oh that my Belly were hoopt now, for I am ready 
to burſt with Laughing! never was Bottle or Bag- 
pipe fuller. *Slid, was there ever ſeen a Fox in years 
to betray himſelfthus? now ſhall I be poſſeſt of all his 
Counſels: and by that Conduit, my young Maſter. 
Well, he is reſolv'd to prove my Honeſty; faith, and 
I am reſoly'd to prove his Patience: Oh I ſhall abuſe 
him intollerably. This ſmall Piece of Service will 
bring him clean out of Love with the Soldier for 
ever. He will never come within the ſign of it, the 
ſight of a Caſſock, or a Musket-reſt again. He will 
hate the Muſters at Mile- end for it, to his dying Day. 
It's no matter, let the World think me a bad Coun- 
terfeit, if I cannot give him the flip, at an Inſtant : 
why, this is better than to have ſtaid his Journey ! 
well, Pl follow him; Oh, how I long to be im- 
ployed! | | | 


ACTI. SCENE I. 


Matthew, Well-bred, Bobadill, Ed Kno'well, Stephen. 


Mat. NJ ES faith, Sir, we were at your Lodging 
to ſeek you too. 6 
Wel. Oh, I came not there to Night. 
Bob. Vour Brother delivered us as much. 
Mel. Who? my Brother Downright? 


Bob. 
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Bob. He. Mr. Well-bred, | know not in what kind 
yon hold me; but let me ſay to you this: as ſure as 
28 I eſteem it ſo much out of the Sun-ſhine 
of png 27 to throw the leaſt beam of Regard 
upon ſuch a — | 

Hel. Sir, I muſt hear no ill Words of my Brother. 

Bob. ] proteſt to you, as I have a thing to belay'd 
about me, I never ſaw any Gentleman-like-part—— 

Mel. Good Captain, [ faces about, ] to ſome other 
Diſcourſe. | 

Bob. With your leave, Sir, and there were no 
more Men living upon the Face of the Earth, I 
' ſhould not fancy him, by St. George. 

Mat. Troth, nor I, he is of a ruſtical Cut, I know 
not how; he doth not carry himſelf like a Gentleman 
of Faſhion — | 
Wel. Oh, Mr. Matthew, that's a Grace peculiar 
but to a few; quos æquus amavit Jupiter. 5 

Mat. I underſtand you, Sir. 

Fe]. No queſtion, you do, or you do not, Sir. 

Enter Young - Kno'well. 
Ned Kno'well! by my Soul welcome; how doſt thou 
ſweet Spirit, my Genius? *Slid I ſhall love Apollo, and 
the mad Theſpian Girls the better, while I live, for 
this; my dear Fury: now, I ſee there's ſome love in 
thee! Sirrah, theſe be the two I writ to thee of 
(nay, what a drowſie Humotir is this now? why 
doſt thou not ſpeak?) | 1 

E. Kno. Oh, you are a fine Gallant, you ſent me a 
rare Letter! | ET, OT 

Wel. Why, was't not rare? | | 
E. Kno. Yes, Pll be ſworn, I was ne'er guilty of 
Reading the like; match it in all Pliney, or Symma- 
chus Epiſtles, and I'll have my. Judgment burn'd in 
the Ear for a Rogue: make much of thy Vein, for 
it is inimitable. But I marle what Camel it was, 
that had the Carriage of it: for, doubtleſs, he was 
no ordinary Beaſt that brought it! 


Wel. 
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Wel. Why? | 

E. Kno. Why, ſay'ſt thou? why doſt thou think 
that any reaſonable Creature, eſpecially in the Morn- 
ing (the ſober time of the Day too) could have miſ- 
tane my Father for me? 

Hal. 'Slid, 1 jeſt, I hope? 

E. Kno. Indeed, the beſt uſe we can turn it to, is 
to make a jeſt on't, now: but I'll aſſure you, my Fa- 
ther had the full view o' your flouriſhing Stile, ſome 
Hour before I faw it. 

Mel. What a dull Slave was this? But, Sirrah, 
what ſaid he to it, i' faith? 

E. Au. Nay, I know not what he ſaid: but I have a 
ſhrewd gueſs what he thought. 

What? what? 
Ano. Marry, that thou art ſome ſtrange difſos 
hate young Fellow, and I a grain or two better, for 
keeping thee Company. 
el. Tut, that thought is like the Moon in her 
laſt Quarter, 'twill change ſhortly : but, Sirrah, I 
pray thee be acquainted with my two hang-by's here; 
thou wilt take exceeding Pleaſure in 'em, if thou 
hear'ſt em once go: my Wind-inſtruments. I'll 
wind 'em up but what ſtrange Piece of ſi - 
lence is this? the ſign of the dumb Man? 

E. Nuo. Oh, Sir, a Kinſman of mine, one that may 
make your Muſick the fuller, and he pleaſe, he hag 
his Humour, Sir. | 

Wel. Oh, what it? what is't ? 

E. Kno. Nay, I'll neither do your Judgment, nor 
his Folly that wrong, as to prepare your Apprehen- 
ſion: I'Il leave him to the Mercy o' your ſearch, if 
you can take him, ſo. 

Wel. Well, Captain Bobadill, Mr. Matthew pray 
you know this Gentleman here, he is a Friend of 
mine, and one that will deſerve your Affection. I 


know not your Name Sir, but I ſhall be glad ot uy 
| | Wo 
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Qccaſion, to render me more familiar to you. 
| [To n 
Step. My Name is Mr. Stephen, Sir, I am this Gen- 
tleman's own Couſin, Sir, his Father is mine Uncle 
Sir: I am ſomewhat melancholly, but you ſhall com- 
mand me, Sir, in whatſoever is incident to a Gen- 
tleman. ENT HO Ya 
Bob. Sir, I muſt tell you this, I am no general 
Man, but for Mr. FYeIl-bred's ſake (you may embrace 
it at what height of Favour you pleaſe) 7 do com- 
municate with you, and conceive you to be a Gen- 
tleman of ſome Parts; I love few Words. 
ke [To Kno'well. 
E. Nuo. And I fewer, Sir, I have ſcarce enough to 
thank you. | 5 
Mat. But are you indeed, Sir, ſo given to it? 
| (7 0 Maſter Stephen. 
N 5 I truly, Sir, I am mightily given to Melan- 
cholly. 
Mat. Oh, it's your only fine humour, Sir, your 
true Melancholly breeds your perfect fine Wit, Sir: 
I am melancholy my ſelf, divers times, Sir, and then 
do I no more but take Pen and Paper preſently, and 
overflow you half a ſcore, or a dozen of Sonnets 
at a ſitting. 
E. Kno. (Sure he utters them then oy the graſs.) 
Step. Truly, Sir, and I love ſuch things out of 
Mealure. | 
* Kno. Vfaith, better than in Meaſure 11 under- 
take. | 
Mat. Why, I pray you, Sir, make uſe of my Stu- 
dy, it's at . Service. 
Step. | thank you, Sir, I ſhall be bold, I warrant 
you; have youa Stool there, to be melancholly upon? 
Mat. That | have, Sir, and ſome Papers there of 
mine own doing, at idle Hours, that. you'll ſay there's 
ſome ſparks of Wit in em, when you ſee them. 


Wel. 
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Wel. Would the ſparks would kindle once, and 
become a Fire amongſt 'em, I might ſee ſelf-loye 


burnt for her Hereſie. 


Step. Couſin, is it well? am I Melancholly enough? 
E. Kno. Oh I, excellent | 
Mel. Captain Bobadill, why muſe you fo? 
E. Kno. He is melancholly too. 
Bob. Faith, Sir, | was thinking of a moſt ho- 
nourable Piece of Service, was perform'd to Mor- 


row, being St. Mark's Day, ſhall be ſome ten 


Years, now. 
E. Kno. In what place, Captain? 

Bob. Why, at the beleag'ring of Strigonium, where, 
in leſs than two Hours, ſeven hundred reſolute Gen- 
tlemen, as any were in Europe, loſt their Lives 
upon the Breach. I'll tell you Gentlemen, it was 


the firſt, but the beſt Leaguer that ever 1 beheld with 


theſe Eyes, except the taking in of — what do you 


call it, laſt Year, by the Genoways, but that (of all 


other) was the moſt fatal and dangerous exploit that 
ever | was rang'd in, fince I firſt bore Arms before 
the Face of the Enemy, as I am a Gentleman and a 
Soldier. | 

Step. So, I had as lief as an Angel I could ſwear 
as well as that Gentleman. 

E. Kno. Then, you were a Servitor at both, it 
ſeems; at Strigonium, and what do you call't? 

Bob. O Lord Sir, by St. George, I was the firſt Man 
that entred the breach: and, had I not effected it 
with reſolution, I had been Slain if I had had a Mil- 


lion of Lives. 


E. Kno. Twas pity you had not ten; a Cats and 
your own, i'faith. But, was it 1 

Mat. (Pray you, mark this diſcourſe, Sir. 

Step. So I do.) | | 

Bob. I aſſure you (upon my Reputation) *tis true, 
and your ſelf ſhall confeſs. : 

E. Ano. You mult bring me to the rack, _ . 

00, 
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Bob. Obſerve me judicially, ſweet Sir; they had 
planted me three Demi-culyerings juſt in the mouth 
of the Breach; now, Sir, (as we were to give on) 
their Maſter-Gunner, (a Man of no mean skill and 
mark, you muſt think) confronts me with his Lin- 
ſtock, ready to give Fire; I ſpying his intendment, 
diſcharg'd my Perrionel in his Boſom, and with theſe 
ſingle Arms, my poor Rapier, ran violently upon the 
Moors that guarded the Ordnance, and put 'em pell- 
mell to the Sword. | | 

Wel. To the Sword? to the Rapier, Captain? 

E. Kno. Oh, it was a good figure obſerv'd, Sir! 
bur did you all this, Captain, without hurting your 
Blade? 

Bob. Without any impeach o' the Earth; you ſhall 
perceive Sir. It is the moſt fortunate Weapon that 
ever rid on poor Gentleman's Thigh; ſhall I tell you, 
Sir? you talk of Morglay, Excalibur, Durindana, or 
ſo: Tut, I lend no credit to that is fabled of em, 
I know the vertue of mine own, and therefore I 
dare the boldlier maintain it. 

Step. I mar'l whether it be a Toledo, or no? 

Bob. A moſt perfect Toledo, I aſſure you, Sir. 

Step. T have a Country-man of his here. 

Mat. Pray you, let's ſee, Sir; yes faith, it is! 

Bob. This a Toledo? piſh. | 

Step. Why do you piſh, Captain? 

Bob. A Fleming, by Heav'n: I'll buy them for a 
Guilder apiece, an' I would have a thouſand of them. 

E. Ano. How ſay you, Couſin? I told you thus 
much. | | 

Wel. Where bought you it, Maſter Stephen? 

Step. Of aſcurvy Rogue end hundred of Lice 
go with him) he ſwore it was a Toledo. 

Bob. A poor provant Rapier, no better, 
Mat. Maſs, I think it be, indeed, now Ilook on't 


better. 
E. Luo. 
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E. Kno, Nay, the longer you look on't, the worſe. 
Put it up, put it up. bo 
Step. Well, I will put it up; but by— (1 ha' 
forgot the Captain's Oath, I chought to ha' ſworn 
by it) an' eier I meet him | 
Wel. O, it is paſt help now, Sir, you muſt have 
patience. „ HT 
Step. Horſon Cunny-catching Raskal! I could 
eat the very Hilts for anger. 3 Eos 
E. Kno. A ſign of good digeſtion; you have an O- 
ſtrich-ſtomach, Couſin. | | 
Step. A Stomach? would I had him here, you 
ſhould ſee an' I had a Stomach. 
Wel. It's better as tis: Come Gentlemen, ſhall 
we go? | 


SCENE It. 


E. K no'well, Brain-worm, Stephen, Well. bred, Bobadill, 
Matthew. 


E. Kno. A Miracle Couſin, look here! look here! 

Step. Oh Gods lid, by your leave, do you know 
me Sir? 

Brai. I Sir, I know ou by ſight. | 

Step. You ſold me a Rapier, did you not? 

Brai. Yes marry did I, Sir. 

Step. You ſaid it was a Toledo, ha ? 

Brai. True, I did ſo. 

Step. But it is none. 

Brai. No Sir, I confeſs it, it is none. 

Step. Do you confeſs it? Gentlemen bear Wittieſs, 
he has confeſt it: By Gods will, an' you had not 
confeſt it | 

E. Kno. Oh Couſin, forbear, forbear. 

Step. Nay, I have done Couſin. 

Fel. Why, you have done like a Gentleman, he 
has confeſt it, what would you more? 


8 Hep; 


$ 
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Step. Vet, by his leave, he is a Raskal, under his 
favour, do you ſee? 
E. Kno. I, by his leave, he is, and under fayour 
a pretty 255 of Civility! Sirrah, how doft thou 
like him 6 
Wel. Oh it's a moſt precious Fool, make much on 
him: I can compare him to nothing more happily, 
than a Drum; for every one * ay upon him. 
p E. Nuo. No, no, a Child's biſtle were far the 
tter. 
Brai. Sir, ſhall T intreat a word with you?" 
E. Kno. With me, Sir? you have not another To- 
ledo to ſell, ha' you? | 
Brai. You are conceited, Sirz your Name is Ma- 
ter Kno'4well, as I take it? 
E. Kno. You are i' the right; * mean not to 
proceed in the Catechiſm, do you 
Brai. No Sir, I am none of that Coat, 
E. Kno. Of as bare a Coat, though; well, ſay Sir. 
Brai. Faith Sir, I am but Seryant to the Drum 
extraordinary, and indeed (this ſmoky varniſh being 
waſht off, and three or four Patches remoy'd) I ap- 
pear your Worſhip's in Reverſion, after the deceaſe 
of your good Father, Brain-worm. 
E. Kno. Brain-worm ! *Slight, what breath of a 
Conjurer hath blown thee hither in this ſhape? 
Brai. The breath o' your Letter, Sir, this Morn- 


ing; the ſame that blew you to the Wind-mill, and 
your Father after you. 


E. Kno. My Father ! 
Brai. Nay, never ſtart, tis true; he has follow'd 


ou over the Fields by the Foot, as you would do a 
Hare i' the Snow. | 


E. Kno. Sirrah Vell bred, what ſhall we do, Sir- 
rah? my Father is come over after me, 

Mel. Thy Father, where is he? | 

Brai. At Juſtice Clement's Houſe, in Coleman Street, 
a 

| el, 


— — 
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Fel. Who's this? Brain-worm? 

Brai. The ſame, Sir. ky 

Fel. Why how, in the name of wit, com'ſt thou 
tranſmuted thus? | 

Brai. Faith, a Device, a Device; nay, for the 
love of Reaſon, Gentlemen, and avoiding the Dan 
ger, ſtand not here; withdraw and Þ'll tell you all 
Mel. But art thou ſure he will ſtay thy return? 

Brai. Do I live, Sir? what a queſtion is that? 

Hel. We'll prorogue his Expectation then, a lit 
tle: Brain- worm, thou ſhalt go with us. Come on 
Gentlemen; nay, I pray thee, ſweet Ned, droop 
not; heart, an' our wits be ſo wretchedly dull, that 
one old plodding Brain can out-ſtrip us all, would 
we were C'en preſt to make Porters of, and ſerve 
out the Remnant of our days in Thames-ſtreet, or at 
Cuſtom-houſe Key, in a Civil War againſt the Car- 
men. | | 
| Brai. Amen, Amen, Amen, ſay I. 


SCENE II. 
File, Caſb. 


, . 
41 What ſays he, Thomas? Did you ſpeak with 
im | 
a Caſh. He will expect you, Sir, within this half 
our. | | 
Kit. Has he the Mony ready, can you tell? 
Caſh. Ves, Sir, the Money was brou b in laſt Night. 
Kit. O, that's well; fetch me my Cloke, my Cloke. 
Stay let me ſec, an Hour to go and come; | 
J, that will be the leaſt; and then 'twill be 
An Hour before I can diſpatch with him, 
Or very near; well, I will ſay two Hours. 
Two Hours? ha? things never dreamt of yet, 
May be contriy'd, I, and effected too, 
In two Hours abſence; well, I will not go. * 
1 wo 
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Two Hours! no, fleering Opportunity, 
Iwill not give your Subtilty that 1 
Who will not judge him worthy to be robb'd, 
That ſets his Doors wide open to a Thief, 
And ſhews the Fellon where his Treaſure lies? 
Again, what earthly Spirit but will attempt 
To taſte the Fruit of Beauty's golden Tree, N 
When leaden Sleep ſeals up the Dragon's Eyes? 
] will not go. Buſineſs, go by for once. 
No, Beauty, no; you are of too good carat, i 
To be left fo, without a guard, or open! | 
Your Luſter too'll inflame at any diſtance, 
Draw Courtſhip to you, as a Jet doth Straws 
Put motion in a Stone, ſtrike Fire from Ice, 
Nay, make a Porter leap you with his burden! 
You muſt be then kept up cloſe, and well watch'd, 
For, give you opportunity, no Quick-ſand 
Devours or ſwallows ſwifter! He that lends 
His Wife (if ſhe be fair) or time or place, 
Compels her to be Falſe. - I will not go: 
The Dangers are too many. And then, the Dreſſing 
Is a moſt main attractive! Our great Heads 
Within the City, never were in ſafety _ 
Since our Wives wore theſe little Caps: I'll change 
'em, =. | | 
I'll change 'em ſtraight in mine. Mine ſhall no more 
Wear three-pil'd Acorns, to make my Horns ake. 
Nor will I go: I am reſolv'd for that. | 
Carry in my Cloke again. Yer ſtay. Yet do too: 
I will defer going on all occaſions. | 
Caſh. Sir, Snare your Scrivener will be there with 
the Bonds, FEE | 
Kit. That's true! Fool on me! -I had clean forgot 
it; I muſt go. What's a Clock? 
Caſh. Exchange-time, Sir. | 
Kit. Heart, then will Well-bred preſently be here 
too, 
With one or other of his looſe Conſorts. 
VorL, I, E | | 
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T am a Knave, if I know what to ſay, 
W hat courſe to take, or which way to reſolve. 
My Brain methinks is like an Hour-glaſs, 
Wherein my *maginations run like Sands, 
Filling up Time; but then are turn'd and turn'd : 
So that I know not what to ſtay upon, 
And leſs to put in act. It ſhall be fo. 
Nay, I dare build upon his Secreſie, 
He knows not to deceive me. Thomas ? 
Caſh.. Sir. | 
Kit. Vet now I have bethought me too, I will not. 
Thomas, is Cob within? \ 
Caſh, 1 think he be, Sir. 
Kit. But he'll prate too, there's no Speech of him. 
No, there were no Man o' the Earth to Thomas, 
If I durſt truſt him; there is all the doubt. 
But ſhould he have a chink in him, I were gone, 
Loſt i' my Fame for ever, talk for th' Exchange. 
The manner he hath ſtood with, till this preſent, 
Doth promiſe no ſuch change, what ſhould I fear then? 
Well, come what will, Ill tempt my Fortune once. 
Thomas you may deceive me, but, I hope — 
Your love to me is more —— 
Caſh. Sir, if a Servant's L 
Duty, with Faith, may be call'd Love, yu are 
More than in hope, you are poſſeſs'd of it. 
Kit. e you heartily, Thomas: Gi' me your 
and; 
With all my Heart, good Thomas. I have, Thomas, 
A Secret to impart unto you bur, 
When once you have it, I muſt ſeal your Lips up: 
(So far I tell you Thomas.) 
Caſb. Sir, for that | 
Kit. Nay, hear me out. Think I eſteem you Thomas, 
When I will let you in thus to my private. 
It is a thing fits nearer to my Crelt, 
Than thou art ware of, Thomas: If thou ſhould'ft 
Reveal it, but x⸗( 
Caſh, 
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Caſh. How! I reveal it? 

Kit. Nay, Po 
T do not think thou would'ſt; but if thou ſhould'ſt, 
Twere a great weaknels. 

Caſh, A great Treachery. 

Give it no other name. 

Kit. Thou wilt not do't, then? 

Caſh. Sir, if I do, Mankind diſclaim me ever. 

Kit. He will not ſwear, he has ſome Reſervation, 
Some conceal'd purpoſe, and cloſe meaning ſure ; 
Elſe (being urg'd ſo much) how ſhould he chuſe 
Bur lend an Oath to all this Proteſtation? 1 
He's no Preciſian, that I am certain of, 

Nor rigid Roman Catholick. He'll play 
At Fayles, and at Tick-tack. I have heard him ſwear, 
What ſhould I think of it? urge him again, 
And by ſome other way: I will do ſo. 
Well Thomas, thou haſt ſworn not to diſcloſe 
Yes, you did ſwear? 
Caſh. Not yet, Sir, but I will, 
Pleaſe you | | 

Kit. No, Thomas, I dare take thy Word, 

But, if thou wilt ſwear, do as thou think'ſt good; 
I am reſolv'd without it; at thy pleaſare. 

Caſh By my Soul's ſafety then, Sir, I proteſt 
My Tongue ſhall ne'er take knowledge of a Word 
Deliver'd me in nature of your Truſt. 

Kit. It is too much, theſe Ceremonies need not, 
I know thy Faith to be as firm as Rock. 
Thomas, come hither, near; we cannot be 
Too private in this buſineſs. So it is, 

(Now he has ſworn, I dare the ſafelier venture) 
] have of late, by divers Obſervations —— 

(But whether his Oath can bind him, yea, or no, 
_ not taken lawfully? ha? ſay you? 

I will ask Counſel e'er I do-proceed :) 

Thomas, it will be now too long to ſtay, 


I'll ſpy ſome fitter time ſoon, or to Morrow. 
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Caſb. Sir, at your pleaſure. 
Kit. I will think. And Thomas, 
J pray you ſearch the Books gainſt my return, 
For the Receipts 'twixt me and Traps. 
Caſh. I will, Sir. 5 | 
Lit. And hear you, if your Miſtreſs's Brother Well- 
bred 
Chance to bring hither any Gentlemen, 
E'er I come back, let one ſtraight bring me Word. 
Caſh. Very well, Sir. 
Ait. To the Exchange; do you hear! 
Or here in Coleman Street, to Jattice Clement's. 
Forget it not, nor be not out of the way. 
Caſh. I will not, Sir. ; 
Ait. I pray you have a care on't. 
Or whether he come, or no, if any other 
Stranger, or elſe, fail not to ſend me word. 
Caſh. I ſhall not, Sir. | 
Kit. Be't your ſpecial Buſineſs 
Now to remember it. 
Caſo. Sir, I warrant you. 
Kit. But Thomas, this is not the Secret, Thomas, 
I told you of. | 
Caſo. No, Sir: I do ſuppoſe it. 
Kit. Believe me, it is not. 
Caſo. Sir, I do believe you. 
Kit. By Heav'n it is not, that's enough. But Tho- 
mas, 
J would not you ſhould utter it, do you ſec, 
To any Creature living; yet I care not. 
Well, I muſt hence. Thomas, conceive thus much, 
It was a tryal of you, when I meant 
So deep a Secret to you, I mean not this, 
But that I have to tell you; this is nothing, this! 
But Thomas, keop this from my Wife I charge you, 
Lock'd up in ſilence, Mid-night, buried here. 
No greater Hell than to be Slave to Fear, 
3 Caſb. 
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Caſh. Lock'd up in ſilence, Mid-night, buried here! 

Whence ſhould this flood of Paſhon (trow) take 
head? ha? | 

Beſt dream no longer of this running humour, 

For fear I fink! the violence of the Stream 

Already hath tranſported me ſo far, | 

That I can feel no Ground at all! but ſoft, 

Oh, 'tis our Water-bearer ; ſome what has croſt him 
now. | 


SCENE w. 
Cob, Caſh . 


Cob. Faſting-days? what tell you me of Faſting- days? 
Slid, would they were all ona light Fire for me: They 
ſay the whole World ſhall be conſum'd with Fire one 
Day, but would I had theſe Ember-weeks and vil- 
lanous Fridays burnt in the mean time, and then 

Caſh. Why, how now Cob? what moves thee to 
this Choler? ha? 

Cob. Collar, Maſter Thomas? I ſcorn your Collar, 
I Sir, I am none o' your Cart-horſe, though I car 
and draw Water. An' you offer to ride me wit 

our Collar or Halter either, I may hap ſhew you a 
Jai trick, Sir. | | 

Caſh. O, you'll flip your Head out of the Collar? 
why goodman Cob you miſtake me. | 

Cob. Nay, I have my Rheum, and I can be an- 

as well as another, Sir. | 

Caſh. Thy Rhume, Cob? thy Humour, thy Hu- 
mour z thou miſtak'ſt. | 
Cob. Humour? mack, I think it be ſo indeed 
what is that Humour? ſome rare thing I warrant. 

Caſh. Marry T'll tell thee Cob: It is a Gentleman- 
like Monſter, bred in the _ 8 of our 
Time, by Affectation; and fed by Folly. 

Cob. How? muſt it be fed? 

if | E 3 Caſh. 
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Caſh. Oh I, Humour is nothing if it be not fed. 
Didſt thou never hear that? it's a common Phraſe, 
Feed my Humour. | | 

Cob. I'll none on it: Humour, avant I know you 
not, be gone, Let who will make hungry Meals 
for your Monſter-ſhip, it ſhall not be I, Feed you, 
quoth he? *Slid, I ha' much ado to feed my felt; 
eſpecially on theſe lean RY days too; and't had- 
been any other Day but a Faſting-day (a Plague on 
them al for me) by this Light, one might have 
done the Common-wealth good Service, and have 
drown'd them all i' the Flood Two or three hundred 
thouſand Years ago. O, I do Stomach them huge- - 
ly! I have a Maw now, and 'twere for Sir Bevis his 
Horſe, againſt em. 

Caſh. I pray thee, good Cob, what makes thee fo 
out of love with Faſting-days? | 

Cob. Marry that which will make any Man out of 
love with 'em, I think; their bad Conditions, an' 
you will needs know. Firſt, they are of a Flemiſh 
—— I am ſure on't, for they raven up more But- 
ter than all the days of the Week beſide: Next, 
they ſtink of Fiſh and Leek-porridge miſerably : 
Thirdly, they'll keep a Man devoutly hungry all 
Day, and at Night ſend him ſupperleſs to Bed. 

Caſh. Indeed theſe are Faults, Cob. 

Cob. Nay, an' this were all, 'twere ſomething ; 
but they are the only known Enemies to my Gene- 
ration. A Faſting Day no ſooner comes, but my 
. Linage goes to wrack, poor Cobs, they ſmoak for 
it, ay; are made Martyrs o' the Gridiron, they melt 
in paſſion: And your Maids too know this, and yet 
would have me turn Hannibal, and eat my own Fleſh 
and Blood. [Ile pulls out a Red Herring.] My Prince- 

ly Couz, fear nothing; I have not the Heart to de- 
vour you, an' I might be made as rich as King Cophe- 
tua. O that I had room for my Tears, I could weep 
Salt - water enough now to preſerye the Lives of ten 


* a thou- 
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thouſand of my Kin. But I may curſe none but theſe 
filthy Almanacks; for an't were not for them, theſe 
Days of Perſecution would ne'er be known. I'll be 
hang'd an' ſome 3 Son do not make of 
'em, and puts in more Faſting Days than he ſhould 
do, becauſe he would utter his Father's dried Stock- 
fiſh and ſtinking Conger, 7 

Caſb. Slight, Peace, thou' lt be beaten like a Stock- 
fiſh elſe : Here's Mr. Matthew. Now muſt I look 
out for a Meſſenger to my Maſter, 


SCENE V. 


Well-bred, E. Ko well, Brain-worm, Bobadill, Matthew 
Stephen, Thomas, Cob. 


Wel. Beſhrew me, but it was an abſolute good 
Jeſt, and exceedingly well carried, | 

E. Ano. l, and our Ignorance maintain'd it as well, 
did it not? | : 

Mel. Ves faith; but was't poſſible thou ſhould'ſt 
not know him? I forgive Mr. Stephen, for he is 
Stupidity it (elf, - 

E. Kno. Fore God, not I, an' I might ha' been 
join'd Patten with one of the Seven Wiſe Maſters 
tor knowing him. He had fo writhen himſelf into 
the Habit of one of your poor Infantry, your de- 
cay'd, ruinous, worm- eaten Gentlemen of the Round; 
ſuch as have vowed to fit on the Skirts of the City, 
like your Provoſt and his half-dozen of Halberdiers, 

do what they can; and have tranſlated Begging out 
of the old Hackney-pace, to a fine eaſie Amble, 
and made itrun as ſmooth on the Tongue as a ſhove- 
groat Shilling. Into the Likeneſs of one of theſe 
Reformado's had he moulded himſelf ſo perfectly, ob- 
ſerving every Trick of their Action, as, varying the 
Accent, ſwearing with an Emphaſis, indeed all with 
ſo ſpecial and exquiſite a Grace, that (hadſt thou 
| E 4 ſeen 
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ſeen him) thou would'ſt have ſworn, he might have 
been Serjeant Major, if not Lieutenant-Colonel to 
the Regiment. ON 

Mel. Why Brain-worm, who would have thought 
thou hadſt been ſuch an Artificer? 

E. Kno. An Artificer? an Architect! Except a Man 
had ſtudied Begging all his Life- time, and been a 
Weaver of Language from his Infancy for the cloath- 
ing of it, I never ſaw his Rival. 

Mel. Where gor'ft thou this Coat, I mar'le? 

Brai. Of a Houndſditch Man, Sir; one of the De- 
vil's near Kinſmen, a Broker. 

Wel. That cannot be, if the Proverb hold; for, 
A crafty Knave needs no Broker. * 

Brai. True, Sir: Bur I did need a Broker, Ergo. 

Wel. (Well put off.) No crafty Knave, you'll ſay. 

E. Kno. Tut, he has more of theſe Shifts. 

Brai. And yet where I have one, the Broker has 
ten, Sir. 

Tho. Francis, Martin : Ne'er a one to be found 
now? What a ſpite's this? 

Wel. How now, Thomas? Is my Brother Kiely 
within? | 

Tho. No Sir, my Maſter went forth e'en now; 
but Maſter Downright is within. Cob, what Cob? 
Is he gone too? 

Wel. Whither went your Maſter, Thomas, canſt 
thou tell? 

Tho. I know not; to Juſtice Clement's, I think, 
Sir. Cob. 

E. Nuo. Juſtice Clement! what's he? | 

+ Hel. Why, doſt thou not know him? He is a 
City-Magiſtrate, a Juſtice here, an excellent good 
Lawyer, and a great Scholar; but the only mad, 
merry old Fellow in Europe. I ſhew'd him you the 
other Day. 

E. Kno. Oh, is that he? I remember him now. 
Good faith, and he has a very ſtrange —— mee 
thinks: 


* 
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thinks; it ſhews as if he ſtood out of the Rank from 
other Men: I have heard many of his Jeſts i' th* Uni- 
. verſity. They fay, he will commit a Man for tak- 
ing the Wall of his Horſe. | 

Wel. 1, or wearing his Cloke on one Shoulder, or 
ſerving of God; any thing indeed, if it come in the 
way of his Humour. 

Caſh. Gaſper, Martin, Cob: Heart where ſhould 
they be trow ? NN goes in and out, calling. 

Bob. Maſter Kitely's Man, pray thee vouchſafe us 
the lighting of this Match. 

Caſh. Fire on your Match; No time but now to 
vouchſafe? Francis, Cob. | 

Bob. Body o' me! Here's the Remainder of Se- 
ven Pound ſince yeſterday was ſeven- night. Tis 
your right Trinidado ; Did you never take any, 
Maſter Stephen? | | 

Step. No truly, Sir; but I'll learn to take it now, 
ſince you commend it ſo. 

Bob. Sir, believe me (open my Relation) for what 
I tell you, the World ſhall not reprove. I have 
been in the Indies (where this Herb grows) where 
neither my ſelf nor a Dozen Gentlemen more (of 
my Knowledge) have received the taſte of any other 
Nutriment in the World, for the ſpace of one and 
twenty Weeks, but the Fume of this Simple only. 
Therefore, it cannot be, bur 'tis moſt Divine. Fur- 
ther, take it in the Nature, in the true kind, fo it 
makes an Antidote, that had you taken the moſt 
deadly poiſonous Plant in all Itah, it ſhould expel 
it, and clarifie you, with as much eaſe as I ſpeak. 
And for your green Wound, your Balſamum and 
your St. John's Mort are all meer Gulleries and Trath 
to it, eſpecially your Trinidado; you is good 
too. I could ſay what I know e tue of it, 
for the Expulſion of Rheums, ra ours, Cru- 
dities, Obſtructions, with a thouſand g his kind; 
but I profeſs my ſelf no Quackſalver. Only thus 
N much; 
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much ; By Hercules, I do hold it, and will affirm it 
(before any Prince in Europe) to be the moſt Sove- 
reign and precious Weed that ever the Earth ten- 
dred to the uſe of Man. | 
E. Kno. This Speech would ha' done decently in 


a Tobacco-trader's Mouth. 2 
Caſh. At Juſtice Clement's he is, in the middle of 
Coleman-ſireet. 


Cob. Oh, oh! A 

Bob. Where's the Match I gave thec, Maſter 
Kitely's Man? 

Caſh. Would his Match and he, and Pipe and all 
were at Santo Domingo. I had forgot it. 

Cob, By Gods me, I marle what Pleaſure or Fe- 
licity they have in taking this Roguiſh Tobacco ! 
It's good for nothing but to choak a Man, and fill 
him full of Smoke and Embers: There were four 
died out of one Houſe laſt Week with taking of it, 
and two more the Bell went for Veſternight; one of 
them (they ſay) will ne'er ſcape it; he voided a Buſh- 
el of Soot e upward and downward. By the 
Stocks, an there were no wiſer Men than IJ, I'd 
have it preſent whipping, Man or Woman, that 
ſhould but deal with a Tobacco- pipe; why, it will 
ſtifle them all in the end, as many as uſe it; it's lit- 
tle better than Ratsbane or Roſaker. 

All. Oh, good Captain, hold, hold. 

ö | Bobadil beats him with a Cudgel. 

Bob. Vou baſe Cullion, you. 

Caſh. Sir, here's your Match. Come, thou muſt, 
needs be talking too, thou'rt well enough ſerv'd. 

Cob. Nay, he will not meddle with his Match, I 
N N vou; Well, it ſhall be a dear Beating, an' 

re. | 


Bob. Do grate? do you murmur? 

E. R 00d Captain, will you regard the 
Humour elt away, Knave. 

Wel. Thomas, get him away. 


Bob. 
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Bob. A hoarſon filthy Slave, a Dung-worm, an 
Excrement! Body o' Cæſar, but that I ſcorn to let 
forth ſo mean a Spirit, I'd ha' ſtabb'd him to the 
Earth. 

Mel. Marry, the Law forbid, Sir. | 

Bob. By Pharaoh's Foot, I would ha' done it. 

Step. Oh, he ſwears moſt admirably! (By Pharaoh's 
Foot, _ o* Cæſar) T ſhall never do it ſure, (Up- 
on mine Honour, and by St. George) No, I ha' not 
the right Grace. E 

Mat. Maſter Stephen, will you any? By this Air, 
the moſt Divine Tobacco that ever I drunk! 

Step. None, I thank you, Sir. O, this Gentleman 
do's it rarely too! but nothing like the other. By 
this Air, as I am a Gentleman: By 

Brai. Maſter, glance, glance! Maſter Well- bred. 
Step. As [ have ſomewhat to be ſaved, I proteſt--- 

Mr. Stephen is practiſing to the Poſt. 

Nel. You are a Fool, it needs no 92 

E. Kno. Couſin, will you any Tobacco? 

Step I, Sir! Upon my Reputation 

E. Kno. How now, Couſin! 

Step. I proteſt, as am a Gentleman, but no Sol- 
dier, indeed | | | 

Wel. No, Maſter Stephen? As I remember, your 
Name is entred in the Artillery Garden, | 
Step. I, Sir, that's true. Couſin, may I ſwear, As 

I am a Soldier, by that? 


E. Kno. O yes, that you may; it's all you have 
for your Mony. RR 


Step. Then, as I am'a Gentleman, and a Soldier, 
it is Divine Tobacco. ; 

Mel. But ſoft, where's Mr. Matthew? gone? 

Brai. No, Sir; they went in here. 

Fel. Olet's follow them : Maſter Matthew is gone 
to ſalute his Miſtreſs in Verſe; we ſhall ha' the Hap- 
pineſs to hear ſome of his Poetry now; he never 
comes unfurniſh'd. Brain- worm 


Step. 
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Step. Brain-worm ? where is this Brain-worm? 

E. Kno. I, Couſin 3 no words of it, upon your 
Gentility. 

Step. Not I, body of me, by this Air, St. George, 
and the Foot of Pharaoh. 

Wel. Rare ! Your Couſin's Diſcourſe is ſimply 
drawn out with Oaths. - | 

E. Kno. Tis larded with 'em; a kind of French 
Dreſſing, if you love it. 


SCENE VI. 
Kitely, Cob. 


Kit. Ha? how many are there, ſaiſt thou? 
Cob. Marry Sir, your Brother, Maſter Well- bred. 
KW Tut, beſide him; what Strangers are there, 
an? ; 
Cob. Strangers? Let me ſee, one, two; maſs I 
know not well, there are ſo many. | 
Kit. How? ſo many? | 
8 I, there's ſome five, or ſix of them at the 
moſt. 
Kit. A ſwarm, a ſwarm! 
Spite of the Devil, how they ſting my Head 
ith forked Stings, thus wide and large! But, Cob, 
How long haſt thou been coming hither, Cob ? 
Cob. A little while, Sir. 
Kit. Didft thou come running ? 
Cob, No, Sir. 
Kit. Nay, then I am familiar with thy haſte! 
Bane to my Fortunes, what meant I to marry ? 
I, that before was rank'd in ſuch Content, 
My Mind at reſt too, in ſo ſoft a Peace, 
Being free Maſter of mine own free Thoughts, 
And now become a Slave? What, never ſigh, | 
Be of good cheer, Man; for thou art a Cuckold: 
Tis done, tis done! Nay, when ſuch flowing Store, 
| SD Plenty 
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Plenty it (elf, falls in my Wife's Lap, 
The Cornucopiæ will be mine, I know. But, Cob, 
What Entertainment had hens Lam ſure 


My Siſter and my Wife would bid them welcome ! ha ? 

Cob. „ enough, Sir; yet I heard nota Word 

of it. 

Kit. Na; their Lips were ſeal'd with Kiſſes, and 

the Voice N 
Drown'd in a Flood of Joy, at their arrival, 
Had loſt her Motion, State, and Faculty. 
Cob, which of them was't that firſt kiſt my Wife? 
(My Siſter, I ſhould lay) my Wife, alas! 
fear not her. Ha? who was it, ſaiſt thou? 

Cob. By my troth, Sir, will you have the troth of it? 

Kit. Oh I, good Cob, I pray thee heartily. | 

Cob. Then f am a Vagabond, and ſitter for Bride- 
wel than your Worſhip's Company, if I ſaw any bo- 
dy to be kiſt, unleſs t 0 would have kiſt the Poſt 
in the middle of the Warehouſe; for there I left 
them all at their Tobacco, with a Pox. 

Kit How? were they not gone in then c'er thou 
cam'ſt? 

Cob. O no, Sir. 

Kit. Spite of the Devil! what do I ſtay here then? 
Cob, follow me. 

Cob. Nay, ſoft and fair; Ihave Eggs on the Spit; 
 Tcannot go yet, Sir. Now am I, for ſome five and 
fifty Reaſons, hammering, hammering Revenge: Oh 
for three or four Gallons of Vinegar, to ſharpen my 
Wits. Revenge. Vinegar Revenge, Vinegar and 
Muſtard Revenge! Nay, an' he ws not lien in my 
Houſe, *twould never have griev'd me; but being 
my Gueſt, one that I'll be ſworn my Wife has lent 
him her Smock off her Back, while his own Shirt has 
been at waſhing 3 pawn'd her Neck-kerchers for 
clean Bands For him 3 fold almoſt all my Platters, to 

buy him Tobacco; and he to turn Monſter of 1 
titude, 
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titude, and ſtrike his lawful Hoſt! Well, I hope to 
raiſe up an Hoſt of Fury for't: Here comes Juſtice 
Clement. oo | 


SCENE VII. 
Clement, Kno'well, Formal, Cob » 


Cob. What's Maſter Kitely gone, Roger? 

For. I, Sir. 

Clem. Heart o' me! what made him leave us ſo 
abruptly ! How now, Sirrah ? what make you here? 
what would you have, ha? 

Cob. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, Iam a poor Neigh- 
bour of your Worſhip's —— 

Clem. A. poor Neighbour of mine? Why, {peak 
poor * our. 

Cob. I dwell, Sir, at the Sign of the Water - tank - 
ard, hard by the Green Lattice: I have paid Scot 
and Lot there any time this N Vears. 

Clem. To the Green Lattice 

Cob. No, Sir, to the Pariſh: Marry, I have ſeldom 
ſcap'd ſcot-free at the Lattice. Wh 

Clem. O, well! What Buſineſs has my poor Neigh- 
bour with me? 

Cob. An't like your Worſhip, I am come to crave 
the Peace of your Worſhip. _ 

Clem. Of me, Knave? Peace of me, Knave? Did 
ever hurt thee, or threaten thee, or wrong thee ? 

a ? | | 

Cob. No, Sir; but your Worſhip's Warrant for 
one that has wrong'd me, Sir: His Arms are at too 
much Liberty, I would fain have them bound to a 
Treaty of Peace, an' my Credit could compaſs it 
with your Worſhip. £ | 

Clem. Thou goeſt far enough about for't, I am ſure. 

Kno. Why, doſt thou go in danger of thy Life for 


him, Friend? 


Cob. 
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Cob. No, Sirz but I go in danger of my Death 
every Hour, by his means; an' Idie within a twelve- 
month and a Day, I may ſwear by the Law of the 
Land that he kill'd me. 3 

Clem. How? how Knave? ſwear he kill'd thee? 
and by the Law? what pretence? what Colour haſt 
thou for that? 


Cob. Marry, an't pleaſe your Worſhip, both Black 
and Blue; Colour enough, I warrant you. I have 
it here to ſhew your Worſhip. | 

Clem. W hat is he that gave you this, Sirrah ? 

Cob. A Gentleman and a Soldier, he ſays he is, 
o' the City here. 


Clem. A Soldier o' the City? What call you him? 

Cob. Captain Bobadil. 

Clem. Bobadil?, And why did he bob and beat you, 
Sirrah? How began the quarrel betwixt you, ha'? 
ſpeak truly Knave, I adviſe you. 

Cob. Marry, indeed, an't pleaſe your Worſhip, 
only becauſe i ſpake againſt their vagrant Tobacco, as 
I came by 'em when they were taking on't ; for no- 
thing elſe. 

Clem. Ha! you ſpeak againſt Tobacco? Formall, his 
Name. 

Form. What's your Name, Sirrah ? 

Cob, Oliver, Sir, Oliver Cob, Sir. | 

Clem. Tell Oliver Cob he ſhall go to the Goal, 
Formall. 

Form. Oliver Cob, my Maſter, Juſtice Clement, ſays, 
you ſhall go to the Goal. | | 

Cob. O, I beſeech your Worſhip, for God's ſake, 
dear Maſter Juſtice. 

Clem. Nay, God's precious, an' ſuch Drunkards 
and Tankards as you are, come to diſpute of Tobacce 
once, I have done! away with him. 


Cob. O, good Malter Juſtice, ſweet. old Gentle- 
man, | 
Kino; 
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Kno. Sweet Oliver, would I could do thee any 
good. Juſtice Clement, let me intreat you, Sir. | 
Clem. Whar? a thread-bare Raſcal! a Beggar! a 


Slave, that never drunk out of better than Piſs- pot 


Mettle in his life! and he to deprave and abuſe the 
yertue of an Herb ſo generally receiv'd in the Courts 
of Princes, the Chambers of Nobles, the Bowers of 


. ſweet Ladies, the Cabbins of Soldiers! Roger, away 


with him, by God's precious I fay, go too. 
Cob. Dear Maſter Juſtice, let me be beaten again, 


I have deſerv'd it: but not the Priſon, I beſcech you. 


Kno. Alas poor Oliver / | 

Clem Roger, make him a Warrant, (he ſhall not 
go) I but fear the Knave. 

Form. Do not ſtink ſweet Oliver, you ſhall not go, 
my Maſter will give you a Warrant. lt 

Cob. O, the Lord maintain his Worſhip, his wor- 
thy Worſhip. 3 | 

Clem. Ry; diſpatch him. How now, Maſter 
Ano well, in dumps! in dumps? Come, this becomes 
not. | | 
Ano. Sir, would I could not feel my Cares 
Clem. Your Cares arc nothing! they are like my 


Cap, ſoon put on, and as ſoon put off, What? your 


Son is old enough to govern himſelf; let him run 
his courſe, it's the only way to make him a ſtaid 
Man. If he were an Cachrife, aRufhan, a Drunk- 
ard, or a Licentious Liver, then you had reaſon; you 
had reaſon to take Care: But, being none of theſe, 
Mirth's my witneſs, an' I had twice ſo many Cares 
as you have, I'd drown them all in a Cup of Sack. 
Come, corae, let's try it: I muſe your parcel of a 
Soldier returns not all this while. 


* 


ACT 
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ACT W., S CE NE I. 
R Davnl Kitley. 


Down, Ell Siſter, I tell you true; and you'll 
| find it ſo in the end. a 
Dame. Alas, Brother, what would you have me 
to do? I cannot help it; you ſee my Brother brings 
'em in here; they are his Friends. | | 
Down. His Friends? his Friends? *Slud they do 
nothing but haunt him up and down, like a ſort of 
unlucky Spirits, and tempt him toall manner of Vil- 
lany that can be thought of. Well, by this Light, 
a little thing would make me play the Devil with 
ſome of 'em; and 'tw: re not more for your Huſ- 
band's ſake, than any thing elſe, I'd make the Houſe 
too hot for the beſt on em: They ſhould ſay, and 
ſwear, Hell were broken looſe, c'er they went hence. 
But, by God's will, 'tis no bodies Fault but yours 
for an' you had done as you might have done, they 
ſhould have been parboil'd and bak'd roo, every Mo- 
1 Son, e' er they ſhould ha' come in e' er a one 
of em. 
Bame. God's my life! did you ever hear the like? 
what a ſtrange Man is this! Could I keep out all 
them, think you? I ſhould put my ſelf againſt half 
a dozen Men? ſhould I ? Good faith you'd mad the 
patient'ſt Body in the World, to hear you talk ſo, 
withour any Senſe or Reaſon! | | 


SCENE I. 

Mrs. Bridget, Mr. Matthew, Dame Kitley, Down-right, 
Well-bred, Stephen, Ed. Kno'well, Bobadil, Brains» 
worm, Caſh. | 4 
Brid. Servant (in troth) you are too prodigal 


Of your Wit's Treaſure, thus to pour it forth, 
Vo. I. F Upon 
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Upon ſo mean a ſubject as my Worth. 

Mat. You ſay well, Miſtreſs, and I mean as well. 

Down. Hoy-day, here is ſtuff! 1 

Mell. O, now ſtand cloſe; pray Heav'n, ſhe can 
get him to read: He ſhould do it of his own natural 
impudency. 

Brid. Servant, what is this ſame, I pray you? 

Mat. Marry, an Elegy, an Elegy, an odd toy—— 

Down. To mock an Ape withal: O, I could ſew 
up his Mouth, now. 

Dame. Siſter, I 8 you let's hear it. 

Down. Are you Rhime- given too? 

Mat. Miſtreſs, I'll read it if you pleaſe. 

Brid. Pray you do, Servant. ; 

Down. O, here's no Foppery! Death, J can in- 
dure the Stocks better. 

E. Kno. W hat ails thy Brother? can he not hold 
his Water at reading of a Ballad? - 

Mel. O, no; a Rhime to him is worſe than Cheeſe, 
or a Bag- pipe. But mark, you loſe the proteſtation. 
Mat. Faith, I did it in a humour; I know not 
how it is; but, pleaſe you come near, Sir. This 
Gentleman has judgment, he knows how to cenſure 

of a—- ray you, Sir, you can judge. 

Step. Not I, Sirz upon my Reputation, and by 
the Foot of Pharaoh. 

Wel. O, chide your Couſin for Swearing. | 

E. Kno. Not I, ſo long as he does not forſwear 
himſelf. 

Bob. Maſter Maithew, you abuſe the expectation 
of your dear Miſtreſs and her fair Siſter: Fie, while 
you live avoid this prolixity. _ 

Mat. I ſhall, Sir; well, Incipere dulce. | 

E. Kno How! Inſipere dulce ? a ſweet thing to be 
a Fool, indeed. 

Wel. What, do you take Inſipere in that Senſe? 
E. Kno. You do not? you! This was your Villa- 
ny, to gull him with a motto, es 

. I eh. 
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Wl. O, the Bench ers Phraſe: Pauca verba, pau- 
ca verba. 
Mat. Rare Creature, let me ſpeak without offence, 
Would God my rude words had the influence 
To rule thy thoughts, as thy fair looks do mine, 
Then ſhould'ft thou be his Priſoner, who is thine. 
E. Kno. This is in Hero and Leander. 
Wel. O, I peace, we ſhall have more of this. 
Mat. Be not unkind, and fair; miſhapen fluff 
I of behaviour boyſterous and rough. 
Wel. How like you that, Sir? 
[ Maſter Step. anſwers with ſhaking his Head. 
E. Kno. 'Slight, he ſhakes his Head like a Bottle, 
to feel an' there be any Brain in it! 
Mat. But obſerve the Cataſtrophe, now 2 
And I in Duty will exceed all other, 
As you in Beauty do excel Loves Mother. | 
E. Nuo. Well, I'll have him free of the Wits 
brokers, for he utters nothing but ſtol'n Remnants. 
Mel. O, * it him. 

E. Kno. A filching Rogue, hang him. And from 
the dead? it's worſe than Sacrilege. | 
IP. Siſter, what ha' you here? Verſes? pray you 
let's ſee: Who made theſe Verſes? they are excel» 

lent good! 
| at, O, Maſter Yell-bred, tis your diſpoſition to 
ſay ſo, Sir. They were good i' the Morning 5 1 
made em, ex tempore, this Morning. 
Wel. How? ex tempore? | 
Mat. I, would I might be hang'd elſe; ask Cap- 
tain Bobadil: He ſaw me write them, at the —— 7 
(Pox on it) the Star, vonder. 
Brai. Can he find in his Heart to curſe the Stars ſo? 
E. Kno. Faith, his are even with him; they ha 5 
curſt him enough already. 
Step. Couſin, how do you like this Gentleman! 33 


Verſes? 
F 2 E. Kio 


Tricks? 
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oe Kno. O, admirable! the beſt that ever I heard, 
uz! | 
Step. Body o' Cz/ar, they are admirable! 
The beſt that I ever heard, as I am a Soldier. 
Don. I am vext, I can hold ne'er a Bone of me til]! 
Heart, I think they mean to build and breed here! 
Wel. Siſter, you have a fimple Servant here, that 
crowns your Beauty with ſuch Eucomions and devices; 
you may ſee what it is to be the Miſtreſs of a Wit! 
that can make your Perfections ſo tranſparent, 
that every blear Eye may look through them, and 
ſee him drown'd over Head and Ears in the deep 
Well of deſire. Siſter Kitley, I marvel you get you 
not a Servant that can Rhime, and do Tricks too. 
Down. Oh Monſter ! mapudenos itſelf! Tricks? 
Dame. Tricks, Brother? what Tricks? 
Brid. Nay, ſpeak, I pray you, what Tricks? 
Dame. I, never ſpare any Body here; but ſay, what 
Brid. Paſſion of my Heart! do Tricks? 
Mel. 'Slight, here's a Trick vied and revied! why, 
= Munkies you, what a Catter-waling do you keep? 
a's he not given you Rhimes, and Verſes, and Tricks? 
Down. O, the Fiend ! 
Mel. Nay, you Lamp of Virginity, that take it in 
ſnuff ſo! come and cheriſh this tame Poetica! Fury, 
in your Servant, you'll be begg'd elſe ſhortly for a 
concealment: Go to, reward his Muſe. You can- 
not give him leſs than a Shilling in Conſcience, for 
the Book he had it out of coſt him a Teſton at leaſt. 
How now, Gallants? Mr. Matthew? Captain? 
W hat, all Sons of filence? no Spirit? 
Don. Come, you might practiſe your Ruffian 
tricks ſomewhere elſe, and not here, I wuſs; this is 
no Tavern nor Drinking-School, to vent your Ex- 
ploits in. 
Hel. How now! whoſe Cow has calv'd? 
' Down, Marry, that has min, Sir. Nay, Boy, ne- 
-""FIECE 
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ver look askance at me for the matter; I'll tell you 
of it, I, Sir, you and your Companions mend your 
ſelves when 1 ha' done. 1 

Wel. My Companion: ? | | 

Down. Yes, Sir, your Companions, ſo I ſay, I 
am not afraid of you, nor them neither; your hang- 
byes here. You muſt have your Poets and your Pot- 
lings, your Soldado's and Foolado's to follow you up 

down the City, and here they muſt come to 
domineer and ſwagger. Sirrah, you Ballad-finger, 
and Slops your. Fellow there, get you out, get you 
home; or (by this Steel) I'll cut off your Ears, and 
that preſently. 

Wel. Slight, ſtay, let's fee what he dare do; cut 
off his Ears! cut a Whetſton. You are an Aſs, do 
you ſee z touch any Man here, and by this Hand I'll 
run my Rapier to the Hilts in you. Rs 

Down. Yea that would I fain ſee, Boy. 

Dame. O Jeſu! Murder. Thomas, Gaſper ! 

Brid. Help, help, Thomas. | 

[They all draw, and they of the Houſe make qut ta 

part them. | 

E. Kna. Gentlemen forbear, I pray you. | 

Bob. Well, Sirrah, you Holofernes; by my Hand, 
I will pink your Fleſh full of holes with my Rapier 
for this; I will by this gone Heav'n: Nay, let him 
come, let him come, Gentlemen, by the Rody of 
St. George T'll not kill him. N 

10 [They offer to fight again, and are parted. 

Caſh. Hold, hold, good Gentleman. 

Down. You whorlon, bragging Coyſtril! 


SCENE Ill. 
[To them] Kitley. 


Kit. Why how now? what's the matter? what's 
the ſtir here? 8 
F 3 Wdei ee 
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Whence ſprings the quarrel, Thomas? where is he? 
Put Up, your eapons, and put off this Rage: 
My Wife and Siſter, they are cauſe of this, 
W hat, Thomas? where is this Knave? 

Caſh. Here, Sir. 

Wel. Come, let's go: This is ane of my Brother's 
ancient humours, this. 

Step. I am glad no Body was hurt, by his ancient 
humour. 8 5 

Kit. Why, how now, Brother, who enforc'd this 
brawl? 3 

Down. A ſort of lewd rake-hells, that care neither 
for God nor the Devil! And they muſt come here 
to read Ballads, and Roguery, and Traſh! T'll mar 
the knot of 'em c'er I ſleep perhaps; eſpecially Bob 
therez he that's all manner of ſhapes! and Songs and 
Sonnets, his Fellow. 
Brid. Brother, indeed, you are too violent, 
Too ſudden in your humour; and you know 
My Brother Well. bred's temper will not bear 
am reproof, chiefly in ſuch a preſence, 
Where every light diſgrace, he ſhould receive, 
Might wound him in opinion, and reſpe&, [ſuch, 

Down. Reſpect? what talk you of reſpe&@ 'mong 
As ha' no ſpark of Manhood, nor good Manners? 
*Sdeins, I am aſham'd to hear you! Reſpect? 

Brid. Yes, there was one a civil Gentleman, 
And oy worthily demean'd himſelf! 

Kit. O, that was ſome Love of yours, Siſter! 

Brid. A Love of mine? I would it were no worſe, 

Brother, 

You'd pay my Portion ſooner than you think for. 

Dame. Indeed, he ſeem'd to be a Gentleman of 
an exceeding fair diſpoſition, and of yery excellent 
good parts! 

Ait. Her Love, by Heav'n! my Wife's Minion: 
Fair diſpoſition? excellent good parts? 
Death, theſe Phraſes are intollerable ! 


Good 
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Good parts? how ſhould ſhe know his parts? 

His parts? Well, well, well, well, well, well! 

It is too plain, too clear: Thomas, come hither, 

What, are they gone? 1 
Caſh. I, Sir, they went in. 

My Miſtreſs, and your Siſter 
Kit. Are any of the Gallants within? 
Caſh, No, Sir, they are all gone. 
Kit. Art thou ſure of it? 

Caſb. I can aſſure you, Sir. 

Kit. What Gentleman was that they prais'd ſo, 
Thomas ? | | 
Caſh, One, they call him Maſter Kno well, a hand- 
ſome young Gentleman, Sir. 5 

Kit. I, [thought ſo; my mind gave me as much: 

I'll die, but they have hid him i“ the Houſe 

Somewhere; I'll go and ſearch; go with me, Thomas, 

Be true to me, and thou ſhalt find me a Maſter. 


SCENE IV. 
Cob, Tib. 


Cob. What 7ih, Tib, I ſay. 
77b. How now, what Cuckold is that knocks fo 


hard? O, Husband, is't you? what's the News? 
Cob. Nay you have ſtun'd me, i' faith! you ha? 
iv'n me a knock o' the Forehead will ſtick by me! 
Guckold? 'Slid, Cuckold? 
Tib. Away you Fool, did I know it was you that 
INT ? Come, come, you may call me as bad when 
ou liſt. : 
g Cob. May I? Tib, you are a Whore. 
Tib. You lie in your Throat, Husband, 
Cob. How, the lie? and in my Throat too? do 
you long to be ſtab'd, ha? 
7ib. Why, you are no Soldier, I hope? 
Cob. O, muſt you be ſtab'd by a Sold.cr? Maſs, 
5 24 | that's 
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that's true! when was Bobadill here? Pes Captain? 
that Rogue, that Foiſt, that fencing Burgullian? I'll 
tickle him, i faith. | 

7Tib. Why, what's the matter? trow ! 
Cob. O, he has baſted me rarely, ſumptuouſly ! 
but I have it here in black and white; for his black 
and blue ſhall pay dim. O, the Juſtice! rhe honeſt 
old brave Trojan in London! I do honour the very 
Flea of his Dog. A Plague on him though, he pur 
me once in a villanous —_ Fear; marry, it vaniſht 
away like the ſmoke of Tobacco; but I was ſmok'd 
ſoundly firſt. I thank the Devil, and his good An- 
gel, my Gueſt, Well, Wife, or 7ih (which you 
will) get. you in, and lock the Door, I charge you 
let no Body in to you; Wife, no Body in to you; 
thoſe are my words. Not Captain Bob himſelf, nor 
the Ficnd in his likeneſs; you are a Woman, you 
have Fleſh and Blood enough in you to be tempted ; 
therefore keep the Door ſhut upon all comers, 

Tib. I warrant you, there ſhall no Body enter here 
without my Conſent. _ i | 

Cob. Nor with your conſent, ſweet 7ib, and ſo E 
leave you. | | 

Tib. It's more than you know, whether you leave 
me ſo, | | 

Cob. How? 

Tib, Why, ſweet. | 

Cob. Tur, ſweet or ſow'r, thou art a Flower, 
Keep cloſe thy Door, I ask no more. | 


SCENE V. 


Ed. Kno'well, Nell. bred, Stephen, Brain-worm. 


E. Kno. Well, Brain. worm, perform this buſineſs 
happily, and thou makeſt a purchaſe of my Love for 
ever. 2 

Mil. I faith, now let thy Spirits uſe their beſt fa- 

| culties: 
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culties: But, at any hand, remember the meſſage 

8 my Brother; for there's no other means to ſtare 
im. 

Brai. T warrant you, Sir, fear nothing; I have a 
nimble Soul has wak'd all forces of my Phant'ſie by 
this time, and put *em in true motion. What you 
have poſſeſt me withall, I'll diſcharge it amply, Sir; 
make it no queſtion. 

Wel. Forth, and proſper, Brain-worm. Faith, Ned, 
how doſt thou approve of my abilities in this device? 

E. Ano. Troch, well, howſoever; but it will 
come excellent, if it take. - 

Wel. Take, Man? why it cannot chuſe but take, 
if the Circumſtances miſcarry not: But, tell me in- 
genuouſly, doſt thou affect my Siſter Bridget as thou 
prerend'ſt ? | 

E. Kno. Friend, am I worth belief? 

Mel. Come, do not proteſt. In faith, ſhe is a 
Maid of good Ornament, and much Modeſty ; and, 
except I conceiy'd very worthily of her, thou ſhouldſt 
not have her. 

E. Kno. Nay, that I am afraid will be a queſtion 
yer, whether I ſhall have her, or no? 

Wel. 'Slid, thou ſhalt have her; by this Light 
thou ſhalt. . 

E. Kno. Nay, do not ſwear. ' ' 
Mel. By this Hand thou ſhalt have her; Ill go 
fetch her preſently. Point but where to meet, and 

as Jam an honeſt Man I'll bring her. | 

E. Kno. Hold, hold, be temperate. | 

Mel. Why, by — what ſhall I ſwear by? thou 
ſhalt have her, as I am 
E. Ano. Pray thee, be at peace, I am ſatisfied; . 
and do believe thou wilt omit no offered occaſion to 
make my deſires compleat. TEN | 

Mel. Thou ſhalt ſee, and know, I will not. 


SCENE., + 
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SCENE VI. 
Formal, Kno'well, Brain-worm. 


Form. Was your Man a Soldier, Sir? | 
Kno. I, a Knave, I took him begging o' th' Way, 
This Morning, as I came over Moor-fields ! 

O, here he is! yo' have made fair ſpeed, believe me; 
Where, i' Name of Sloth, could you be thus? 

Brai. Marry, peace be my Comfort, where I thought 
I ſhould have had little comfort of your Worſhip's 
Service, | 

Kno. How ſo? | ; 

Brai. O, Sir, your coming to the City, your En- 
tertainment of me, and your ſending me to watch 
indeed, all the Circumſtances either of your 
Charge, or my Imployment, are as open to your Son, 
as to your ſelf. 

Kno. How ſhould that be, unleſs that Villain, 
Brain- worm, | | 
Have told him of the Letter, and diſcover'd © 
All that I ſtrictly charg'd him to conceal? 'tis ſo ! 
Brai. I am partly o'the Faith *tis ſo indeed. 
Kno. But, how ſhould he know thee to be my 
Man ? | 
Brai. Nay, Sir, I cannot tell; unleſs it be by the 
black Art! Is not your Son a Scholar, Sir? | 
Kno. Yes, but 1 hope his Soul is not allied 
Unto ſuch Helliſh Practice: if it were, 
I had juſt Cauſe to weep my part in him, 
And curſe the time of his Creation. 3 
But, where didſt thou find them, Fitz- Sword? 
Brai. Vou ſhould rather ask where they found me, 
Sir; for, I'll be ſworn, I was going X in the 


Street, thinking nothing, when (of a ſudden) a 
Voice calls Mr. Knowel!'s Man; another cries, Sol- 
dier: and thus half a Dozen of 'em, till they had 


call'd me within a Houſe, where I no ſooner * 
ul 
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but they ſeem'd Men, and out flew all their Rapiers 
at my Boſom, with ſome three or fourſcore Oaths 
to accompany 'em; and all to tell me, I was but a 
dead Man, it I did not confeſs where you were, and 
how I was employed, and about what; which, when 


they could not get out of me (as I proteſt, they muſt 


ha' diſſected, and made an Anatomy o' me firit, and 
ſo I told 'em) they lockt me up into a Room i' the 
top of a high Houſe, whence by great Miracle (ha- 
ving a light Heart) I ſlid down by a bottom of 
Packthred into the Street, and ſo ſcapt. But, Sir, 
thus much I can aſſure you, for I heard it while I 
was lockt up, there were. a great many Rich Mer- 
chants and brave Citizens Wives with em at a Feaſt; 
and your Son, Mr. Edward, withdrew with one of 
'em, and has pointed to meet her anon at one Cobs 
Houſe a Water-bearer, that dwells by the Wall. 
Now, there your Worſhip ſhall be ſure to take him, 
for there he Preys, and fail he will not.? | 
E. Ano. Nor will I fail to break his match, I 
doubt nor. | 
Go thou along with Juſtice Clement's Man, 


And ſtay there for me. At one Cob's Houſe, ſayſt thou? 


. Brai. I Sir, there you ſhall have him. Yes? invi- 
ſible? Much Wench, or much Son! *Slight, when 
he has ſtaid there three or four Hours, travelling 


with the expectation of Wonders, and at length be 


deliver'd of Air: O, the ſport that I ſhould then take 
to look on him if I durſt! But now I mean to ap- 
pear no more afore him in this ſhape. I have ano- 
ther trick to act yet. O that I were ſo happy as to 


light on a nupſon now of this Juſtice's Novice. Sir, 


I make you ſtay ſomewhat long. 
Form. Not a whit, Sir. Pray you what do you 
mean, Sir? | 
Brai. J was putting up ſome Papers 
f Form, You ha' been Looks in the Wars, Sir, it 
. IECINS, 


W 
TY". 


92 Every Man in his Humour. 
Brai. Marry have I, Sir, to my loſs; and Expence 
of all almoſt "A 
Form. Troth Sir, I would be glad to beſtow a 
Pottle of Wine o' you, if it pleaſe you to accept it 
Bras. O, Sir | af. 4 ; 
Form. But to hear the manner of your Services, 
and your Devices in the Wars, they ſay they be ve- 
nge, and not like thoſe a Man reads in the 
7 Fwy Hiſtories, or ſecs at Mile-end. 1 
Brai. No ] aſſure you, Sir; why at any time when 
it pleaſe you, I ſhall be ready to diſcourſe to you all 
I know: and more too ſome what. r 
Form. No better time than now, Sirz we'll go 
to the Wind-mill: there we ſhall have a Cup of 
neat Griſt, we call it. I pray you, Sir, let me re- 
queſt you to the Wind- mill. M 
Brai. I'll follow you, Sir; and make Griſt of you, 
if I have good luck. Th 


1, 


SCENE VIL 


Matthew, Ed. Kno'well, Bobadil, Stepben; Down: 
right, [to them.] 


Mat. Sir, did your Eyes ever taſte the like Clown 
of him, where we were to Day, Mr. Well-bred's 
half Brother? I think the whole Earth cannot ſhew 
his Parallel by this Day-light. | 

E. Kno. We were now ipeaking of him : Captain 
' Bobadill tells me he is fallen foul o' you too. 

_ O, I Sir, he threatned me with the Baſti- 
nado. A 
Bob. I, but I think, I taught you prevention this 
Morning, for that ou fhall kill him be- 
yond queſtion: if you be ſo generouſly minded. 

Mat. Indeed, it is a moſt excellent Trick! 

Bob. O, you da not give Spirit enough to your 
Motion, you are too tardy, too heavy | O, it _ be 
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done like lightning, hay? [He prafiiſes at @ Poſs. 

Mat. Rare Captain! . 

Bob. Tut, 'tis nothing, an't be not done in ee. 

E. Kno. Captain, did you ever prove your ſelf up- 
on any of our Maſters of Defence here? 

Mat. O good Sir! yes I hope he has. 

Bob. 1 will tell you, Sir. Upon my firſt coming 
to the City, after my long traveil, for Knowledge 
(in that myſtery only) there came three or four of 
'em to me, at a Gentleman's Houſe, where it was 

my chance to be reſident at that time, to intreat my 
Preſence at their Schools; and withal ſo much im- 
portun'd me, that (I proteſt to you, as I am a Gen- 
tleman) I was aſham'd of their rude demeanour out 
of all Meaſure: well, I told 'em that to come to a 
publick School, they ſhould pardon me, it was op- 
polite (in diameter) to my Humour; bur, if ſo be 
they would give their attendance at my Lodging, L 
proteſted to do them what right or favour J could, 
as I was a Gentleman, and fo forth. 

E. Kno. So, Sir, then you tryed their Skill? 

Bob. Alas, ſoon tryed! you ſhall hear Sir. Within 
two or three Days after they came; and, by hone- 
ſty, fair Sir, believe me, I grac'd them exceedingly, 
ſhewed them ſome two or three tricks of preventi- 
on, have purchas'd em ſince a Credit to admiration ! 
they cannot deny this: and yet now they hate me, 
and why? becauſe I am excellent, and for no other 
vile Reaſon on the Earth. 


: => 685 This is ſtrange and barbarous! as ever I 
card. 

Bob. Nay, for a more inſtance of their prepoſterous 
Natures 3 but note, Sir. They have aſſaulted me 
ſome three, four, five, ſix of them together, as Ll 
have walkt alone in divers Skirts i' th' Town, as 
Turn-bull, White-chappel, Shore-ditch, which were 
then my Quarters; and fince, upon the Exchange, 
at my Lodging, and at my Ordinary: where N have 

| riven 
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driven them afore me the whole length of a Street, 
in the open view of all our Gallants, pitying to hurt 
them, believe me. Yet all this Lenity will not o' er- 
come their Spleen; they will be doing with the 
Piſmire, raiſing a Hill a Man may ſpurn abroad with 
his Foot at Pleaſure. By my ſelf J could have ſlain 
them all, but I delight net in Murder. I am loth 
to bear any other than this Baſtinado for 'em : yet I 
hold it good Polity not to go diſarm'd, for though 
I be skillful, I may be oppreſs'd with Multitudes. 

E. Kno. I, believe me, may you Sir: and (in my 
conceit) our whole Nation ſhould ſuſtain the loſs 
by it, if it were ſo, | 

Bob. Alas no: what's a peculiar Man to a Nati» 
on ? not ſeen. 

E. Kno. O, but your skill, Sir. 8 8 

Bob. Indeed, that might be ſome loſs; but who 
reſpects it? I will tell you, Sir, by the way of Pri- 
vate, and under Seal; I am a Gentleman, and live 
here obſcure, and to my ſelf; but, were I known to 
Her Majeſty and the Lords (obſerve me) I would un- 
dertake (upon this poo Head and Life) for the pub- 
lick Benefit of the State, not only to ſpare the intire 
Lives of her Subjects in general; but to ſave the one 
half, nay, three parts of her yearly charge in hold- 
ing War, and againſt what Enemy ſoever. And how 
would I do it, think you ? 

E. Kno. Nay, I know not, nor can I conceive. 

Bob. Why thus, Sir. I would ſelect Nineteen more, 
to my ſelf, throughout the Land; Gentlemen they 
ſhould be of good Spirit, ſtrong and able Conſtitution, 
I would chuſe them by an inſtinct, a Character that I 
have: and I would teach theſe Nineteen the ſpecial 
Rules, as your Punto, your Reverſo, your Stoccata, 
your Imbroccato, your Paſſada, your Montanto ; till 
they could all play very near, or altogether as well 
as my ſelf. This done, ſay the Enemy were Forty 


thouſand ſtrong, we Twenty would come 8 _ 
| Fic 
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Field the Tenth of March, or thereabouts; and we 
would challenge Twenty of the Enemy; they could 
not in their Honour refuſe us; well, we would kill 
them; challenge Twenty more, kill them; Twenty 
more, kill them; Twenty more, kill them too; and 
thus would we kill every Man his Twenty a Day, 
that's Twenty ſcore; Twenty ſcore, that's Two 
hundred; 'Two hundred a Day, five Days a thouſand; 
Forty thouſand z Forty times five, Five times forty, 
Two hundred Days kills them all up by Computati- 
on. And this will I venture my poor Gentleman-like 
Carcaſs to perform (provided there be no Treaſon 
praQtis'd upon us) by fair and diſcreet Manhood; 
that is, ciyilly by the Sword. 
E. Kno. Why are you ſo ſure of your Hand, Cap- 
tain, at all times? 
Bob. Tut, never miſs thruſt upon my Reputation 
with you. | 
E. Kno. I would not ſtand in Down-right's ſtate 
then, an' you meet him, for the Wealth of any one 
Street in ? Ja 0 | 5 
Bob. Why, Sir, you miſtake me! if he were here 
now, by this welkin, I would not draw my Wea- 
on on him! let this Gentleman do his Mind: but 
i will Baſtinado him (by the bright Sun) where-c- 
yer I meet him. | ; 
Mat. Faith, and I'll have a fling at him at my 
diſtance. , | 
E. Kno. Gods ſo, look where he is; yonder he goes. 
; [ Downright walks over the Stage. 
Dow. What peeviſh luck haye I, I cannot meet 
with theſe bragging Raskals? 
Bob. It's not he? 1s it? 
E. Kno. Yes faith, it is he. | 
Mat. I'll be hang'd then if that were he. 
E. Kno. Sir, keep your hanging good for ſome 
greater matter, for I aſſure you that was he, 
| Step, Upon my Reputation it was he. 3 
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Bob. Had I thought it had been he, he muſt not 
have gone ſo : but I can hardly be induc'd to be- 
lieve it was he yet. 5 . 

Z. Kino. That I think, Sir. But ſee, he is come 
again! 

, O, Pharaob's foot, have l found To Come, 
draw to your Tools; draw Gipſie, or I'll threſh you. 
' Bob. Gentleman of Valour, I do believe in thee, 

Dow, Draw your Weapon then. 

Bob. Tall Man, I never thought on it till now 
(body of me) I had a Warrant of the Peace ſerved 
on me, even now as I came along, by a Waters 
bearers this Gentleman ſaw it, Mr. Maithew. 

Dow. Sdeath, you will not draw then? 
, [He beats him and diſarms him, Matthew runs away. 

Bob. Hold; hold, under thy favour forbear. | 

Dow. Prate a Ain, as you like this, you Whore- 
ſon foiſt you. You' | controul the Point, you? Your 
Conſort is gone? had he ſtaid he had ſhar'd with 
you, Sir, 3 a 
Bob. Well Gentlemen, bear Witneſs, I was bound 
to the Peace, by this good Day, 

E. Ano. No faith, it's an ill Day Captain, never 
reckon it other: but, ſay you were bound to the 
Peace, the Law allows you to defend your ſelf: that'll 
prove but a poor Excuſe. 

Bob. I cannot tell, Sir. I deſire good conſtructi- 
on in fair ſort, I never ſuſtain'd the like Diſgrace 
(by Heaven) ſure I was ſtruck with a Planet thence, 
for I had no power to touck my Weapon. 

E. Kno. I, like enough, | have heard of many that 
have been beaten woe * a Planet: Go, get you 
to a Surgeon, Slid, an' theſe be your Tricks, your 
paſſadoes, and your mountantoes, I'll none of them. O, 
manners! that this Age ſhould bring forth ſuch Crea- 
tures! that Nature ſhould be at leaſure to make em! 
Come Couz. 8 3 


Step. 
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Step. Maſs I'll ha' this Cloke. 
E. Kno. Gods will, tis Down-right's. 

Step. Nay, it's mine now, another might have 
tane't up as well as I, I'Il wear it, ſo I will. 
E. Kno. How an' he ſec it? he'll challenge it, aſ- 
ſure your ſelf. wy 3 | 
Step. I, but he ſhall not ha' it? I'll ay I bought it. 

E. Nuo. Take heed you buy it not too dear, Couz. 


SCENE VIII. | 
Kitely, Well. bred, Dame Kit, Bridget, Brain-worm, Caſh. 


* Now, truſt me Brother, you were much to 
ame, | 
T' incenſe his Anger, and diſturb the Peace 
Of my poor Houſe, where there are Sentinels, 
That every Minute watch to give Alarms, 
Of Civil War, without adjection 
Of your Aſſiſtance or Occaſion. | | 
Mell. No harm done, Brother, I warrant you: 
ſince there is no harm done. Anger coſts a Man no- 
thing; and a tall Man is never his own Man 'till he 
be angry. To keep his Valour in obſcurity, is to 
keep Siimſelf as it were in a Cloke-bag. What's a 
Muſician unleſs he play? What's a tall Man unleſs 
he fight? For indeed all this my wiſe Brother ſtands up» 
on abſolutely; and that made me fall in with him 
ſo reſolutely. „ . 
Dame. I, but what harm might have come of it, 

Brother? 885 | SE | 
Noel. Might, Siſter? ſo might the good warm 

Clothes your Husband wears be poyſon'd, for any 
thing he knows; or the wholeſome Wine he drunk, 
even now at the Table ö 
Kit. Now, God forbid : O me. Now remember 
My Wife drunk to me laſt; and chang'd the Cup, 
And bade we wear this curſed Sute to Day. 

; Vo L. I. G See. 
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See, if Heav'n ſuffer Murder undiſcover'd ! 
I feel me ill; give me ſome Mithridate, 
Some Mithridate'and Oyl, good Siſter, fetch meg 
O, I am ſick at Heart! I burn, I burn. 
If you will ſave my Life, go, fetch it me. 
Mel. O ſtrange humour ! my very Breath has poy- 
fon'd him, - | 
Brid. Good Brother be content, what do you mean? 
The ſtrength of theſe extream Conceits will kill you. 
Dame. Beſhrew your -Heart-blood, Brother Well- 
bred, now, for putting ſich a Toy into his Head. 
Mel. Is a fit ſimile a Toy? will he be poyſon'd 
with a /imile? Brother Aitely, what a ſtrange and 
idle imagination is this? For ſhame, be wiſer. O my 
Soul there's no ſuch matter. Ts 
Kit. Am I not ſick? how am I then, not Py 
fon'd? Am I not poyſon'd? how am I then ſo ſick? 
Dame. If you be ſick, your own Thoughts make 
you ſick. 
Mel. His Jealouſie is the Poyſon he has taken. 
Brai. Mr. Kitely, my Maſter Juſtice Clement ſalutes 
you; and deſires to ſpeak with you with all poſſible 
ſpeed. [ He comes diſguis d like Fuſtice Clement's Man. 
Kit. No time but now? when I think I am fick? 
very fick! well, I will wait upon his Worſhip. 
Thomas, Cob, J muſt ſeck them out, and ſet em Sen- 
tinels till I return. Thomas, Cob, Thomas. | 
Wel. This is perfectly rare, Brain-worm ! but 
how got'ſt thou this Apparel of the Juſtice's Man? 
Brai. Marry Sir, my proper fine Pen- man would 
needs beſtow the Griſt o' me, at the Wind - mill, to 
hear ſome martial Diſcourſe; where ſo I marſhal'd 
him, that I made him drunk with Admiration! and, 
becauſe too much heat was the cauſe of his Diſtem- 
per, I ſtript him ſtark naked, as he lay along aſleep, 
and borrowed his Sute to deliver this Counterfeit 
Meſſage in, leaving a ruſty Armour, and an old 
brown Bill to watch him till my return; which ſhall 
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be, when I ha' pawn'd his Apparel, and ſpent the 
better part o' the Money, perhaps. 

Wel. Well, thou art a ſucceſsful merry Knave, 
Brain-worm, his Abſence will be a good ſubject for 
more Mirth. I pray thee, return to thy young Ma- 
ſter, and will him to meet me and my Siſter Bridget 
at the Tower inſtantly; for, here tell him the Houſe 
is ſo ſtor'd with Jealouſie, there is no Room for 
Love to ſtand upright in. We muſt get our For- 
tunes committed to ſome large Priſon, ſay; and than 
the Tower, I know no better Air; nor where the 
Liberty of the Houſe may do us more preſent Ser- 
vice. Away. | 

Kit. Come hither, Thomas. Now, my Secret's ripe, 
And thou ſhalt have it: Lay to both thine Ears. 
Hark, what I ſay to thee. I muſt go forth, Thomas, 
Be carcful of thy promiſe, keep good watch, 

Note every Gallant, and obſerve him well, 
Thar enters in my Abſence to thy Miftreſs : 

If ſhe would ſhew him Rooms, the Jeſt is ſtale, 
Follow 'em, Thomas, or elſe hang on him, 
And let him not go after; mark their Looks; 
Note if ſhe offer but to ſee his Hand, 

Or any other amorous Toy about him; 

But praiſe his Leg, or Foot; or if ſhe ſay 

The Day is hot, and bid him feel her Hand, 
How hot it is; O, that's a monſtrous thing? 
Note me all this, good Thomas, mark their Sighs, 
And, if they do but whiſper, break 'em off- 
Vil bear thee out in it. ilt thou do this? 
Wilt thou be true, my Thomas? 

Caſh. As truth's ſelf, Sir. 

7 ** Why, 1 believe thee; where is Cob, now? 
0 |; 

Da. He's ever calling for Cob! I wonder how he 
imploys Cob ſo! I, 
mel. Indeed Siſter, to ask how he imploys Cob, 
is a neceſſary Queſtion, 8 you that are * 2 

| 2 « 
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and a thing not very eaſie for you to be ſatisfied inz 
but this I'll aſſure you, Cob's Wife is an excellent 
Bawd, Siſter, and oftentimes your Husband haunts 
her Houſe; marry, to what end; I cannot altoge- 
ther accuſe him, imagine you what you think conveni- 
ent. But I have known fair Hides have foul Hearts, 
eer now, Siſter. | 

Dame. Never ſaid you truer than that, Brother, 
ſo much I can tell you for your learning. Thomas, 
fetch your Cloke and go with me, l' after him 
preſently: I would to Fortune I could take him 
there; i' faith, I'd return him his own, I warrant him. 

Mel. So let em go: this may make ſport anon. 
Now, my fair Silter-in-law, that you knew but how 
happy a thing it were to be Fair and Beautiful? 

 Brid. That touches not me, Brother. | 

Wel. That's true; that's even the fault of it: for 
indeed, Beauty ſtands a Woman in no ſtead, unleſs 
it procure her touching. But, Siſter, whether ir 
touch you or no, it touches your Beauties; and I 
am ſure, they will abide the touch; an' they do not, 
a Plague of all Ceruſe, ſay I; and it touches me too 
in part, though not in the — Well, there's a dear 
and reſpected Friend of mine, Siſter, ſtands ver 
ſtrongly and worthily affected toward you, and hath 
vow'd to inflame whole Bonefires of Zeal at his 
Heart in Honour of your Perfections. | have alrea- 
dy engag'd my promiſe to bring you, where you 
ſhall hear him confirm much more. Ned Kno'2wel is 
the Man, Siſter. There's no exception againſt the 
Party. You are ripe for a Husband; and a Minute's 
loſs to ſuch an Occaſion, is a peut treſpaſs in a wiſe 
Beauty. What ſay you, Siſter? On my Soul he loves 
you, will you * him the meeting? | | 

Brid. Faith I had very little Confidence in mine 
own Conſtancy, Brother, if I durſt not meet a Man: 
but this Motion of yours favours of an old Knight- 
adventurer's Servant a little too much methinks. 


Mel. 
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Poel. What's that, Siſter ? 

Brid. Marry, of the Squire. 
oel. No matter if it did, I would be ſuch an one 
"tor my Friend. But fee! who is return'd to hinder 

us ? 

Kit. What Villany is this? call'd out on a falſe 
| WW 
This was ſome Plot! I was not ſent for. Bridget, 
Where's your Siſter? 3 REL 

Brid. lthink ſhe be gone forth, Sir. Tee 

Kit. How! is my Wife gone forth ? whither, for 
Gods ſake ? 1 r 

Brid. She's gone abroad with Thomas. 

Kit. Abroad with Thomas? oh, that Villain dors me. 
He hath diſcover'd all unto my Wife! 
Beaſt that I was to truſt him; whither I pray you 
went ſhe? J 
Brid. J know not, Sir. | 


Wel. l' tell you, Brother, whither 1 ſuſpect 
ſhe's gone. ON + 


Kit. Whither, good Brother ? 


Wel. To Cob's Houſe, I believe: but, keep my 
Counſel. * 


Kit. 1 will, I will: To Cob's Houſe? doth ſhe 
haunt Cob's? 


She's gone a purpoſe now to Cuckold me, 


With that lewd Raskal, who, to win her Favour, 
Hath told her all. 2 


Wel. Come, he's once more gone, 
Siſter, let's loſe no time; th' Affair is worth it. 


SCENE IX. 
 Maithew, Bobadill; Brain-worm, Down-right. [Tothem| 


Mat. T wonder Captain what they will fay of my 
going away? na? 


G 3 Bob. 
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Bob. Why, what ſhould they ſay? but as of a diſ- 
creet Gentleman? quick, wary, reſpectul of Nature's 
fair Lineaments? and that's. all. | 

Mat. Why fo! but what can they ſay of your 
beating? 

Bob. A rude part, a touch with ſoft Wood, a 
kind of groſs Battery us'd, laid on ſtrongly, born 
moſt patiently; and that's all. Ty 

Mat. I, but would any Man have offered it in Ve- 
nice? as you ſay ? | | | 

Bob. Tut, I aſſure you, no: you ſhall have there 
your Nobilis, your Gentelezza, come in bravely upon 
your reverſe ſtand you cloſe, ſtand 2 firm, ſtand 
you fair, ſave your vetricato with his left Leg, come 
to the aſſalto with the right, thruſt with brave Steel, 
defie your baſe Wood! But wherefore do I awake 
this remembrance ? I was faſcinated by Jupiter; fa- 
3 3 but I will be unwitch'd, and reveng'd by 
Law. Foes | 

Mat. Do you hear? is't not beſt to get a Warrant, 
and have him arreſted and brought before Juſtice 
Clement? 5 | 

Bob. It were not amiſs, would we had it. 

Mat. Why here comes his Man, let's ſpeak to him. 

Bob. Agreed, do you ſpeak. A 

Mat. *Save you, Sir. | 

Brai. With all my Heart, Sir. 

Mat. Sir, there is one Down-right hath abus'd this 
Gentleman and my ſelf, and we determine to make 
our amends by Law; now, if you would do us the 
Fayour to procure a Warrant, to bring him afore 
your — you ſhall be well conſider'd, I aſſure 
you, IF, | 
Brai. Sir, you know my Service is my Living; 
ſuch Favours as theſe gotten of my Maſter is his on- 
ly Preferment, and therefore you muſt conſider m 
as I may make benefit of my Place. 
Mat. How is that, Sir? | 
Brai, 


Wo 


 * 
- 
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Brai. Faith, Sir, the thing is extraordinary, and 
the Gentleman may be of great account; yet, be 
what he will, if f == will lay me down a brace of 
Angels in my Hand, you ſhall haveit, otherwiſe not, 

Mat. How ſhall we do Captain? he asks a brace 
of Angels, you have no Money? TT 

Bob. Not a Croſs, by Fortune. ; 

Mat. Nor I, as I am a Gentleman, but two Pence 
left of my two Shillings in the Morning for Wine 
and Raddith : let's find him ſome Pawn. 

Bob. Pawn? we have none to the value of his de- 
mant. S 

Mat. O, yes: I'll pawn this Jewel in my Ear, and 
you may pawn your Silk- ſtockings, and pull up your 
Boots, they will ne'er be miſt: It muſt be done now. 

Bob. Well, an' there be no remedy : I'll ſtep aſide 
Og em off. 2 | | 

Mat. Do you hear, Sir? we have no ſtore of Mo- 
ney at this time, but you ſhall have good Pawns 
look you, Sir, this Jewel, and that Gentleman's Silks 
ſtockings, becauſe we would have it diſpatch'd e er 
we went to our Chambers. 

Brai. J am content, Sir; I will get you the War» 
rant preſently what's his Name, ſay you? Downs, 
» right 4 
Mat. I, I, George Down-right. 

Brai. What manner. of Man is he ? 2 

Mat. A tall big Man, Sir; he goes in a Cloke 
moſt commonly of Silk-Ruſſet, laid about with 
Ruſſet Lace. | 

Brai. Tis very good, Sir. 

Mat. Here, Sir, here's my Jewel. 

Bob. And here are my Stockings. 

Brai. Well, Gentlemen, Il procure you this War- 
rant preſently; but who will you have to ſerve it? 
Mat. That's true, Captain, that muſt be conſider'd. 
Bob. Body o' me, I know not; tis Service of danger. 
Hrai. Why, you "ny beſt get one o the 1 
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A _ City, a Serjeant: I'll appoint you one, if you 
caſe. 
K Mat. Will you, Sir? Why, we can wiſh no better. 
Bob. We'll leave it to you, Sir. 5 
Brai. This is rare! Now will Igo pawn this Cloke 
of the Juſtice's Man's at the Brokers, for a Varlet's 
Sute, and be the Varlet my ſelf; and get either more 
Pawns, or more Money of Down-right, for the Arreſt. 


SCENE X. 
Knd'well, Tib, Caſh, Dame Kitley, Kitley, Cob. 


Nuo. Oh, here it is; I am glad I have found it 
now. Ho? who is within here | 
Tib. Jam within, Sir; what's your pleaſure? | 
Kno. To know who is within beſides your ſelf. 
Ti. Why, Sir, you are no Conſtable, I hope? 
Luo. O! fear you the Conſtable? then I doubt not, 
You have ſome Gueſts within deſerve that fear 
III fetch him ſtraight. 17175 | 
7ib. O' God's Name, Sir. 


Kuno. Go to. Come, tell me, is not young Kno'well | 


here? | | 
Tib. Young Kno well? IT know none ſuch, Sir, 
o' mine Honelty. ' | 

Kno. Your Honeſty! Dame, it flies too lightly 
from you. 'There is no way but fetch the Conſtable. 

' Tb. The Conſtable! The Man is mad, I think, 

Caſh. Ho, who keeps Houſe here? 

Kno. O, this js the Female Copeſmate of my Son. 
Now ſhall I meet him ſtraight. 

Dame. Knock, Thomas, hard. 
- Caſh. Ho, good Wit? _ 

_ Tib. Why, what's the matter with you? 
Dame. Why Woman, grieves it you to ope your 
Door? Belike you get ſomething to keep it ſhut. 
Tib. What mean theſe Queſtions, pray ye? 

Damo. 
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Dame. So ſtrange you make it? Is not my Huſ- 
band here? | | 

Nuo. Her Husband! | 

Dame. My tried Husband, Maſter K:tley. 

Tib. I hope he needs not to be tried here. 
Dame. No, Dame, he do's it not for need, but 
pleaſure. | 

7ib. Neither for need nor pleaſure is he here. 

Kno. This is but a Device to baulk me withal. 
Soft, who is this? *Tis not my Son diſguis'd ? 

Dame. O, Sir, have I foreſtall'd your honeſt Market, 
Found your cloſe Walks? You ſtand amaz'd now, do 

you? [| She ſpies her Husband come, and runs to him. 
I faith (I am glad) I have ſmoakt you at laſt. 
W har is your 1 trow? In, come, let's ſee her; 
(Fetch forth your Houſwife, Dame) if ſne be fairer, 
In any honeſt Judgment, than my ſelf, * 
I'll be content with it: But, ſhe is Change, 
She feeds you fat, ſhe ſooths your Appetite, 
And you are well! Your Wife, an honeſt Woman, 
Is Meat twice ſod to you, Sir! O, you Treacher! 

Kno. She cannot counterfeit thus palpably. 

Kit. Out on thy more than Strumpet Impudence. 
Steal'ſt thou thus to thy Haunts? and have I taken 
Thy Bawd, and thee, and thy Companion, 
This hoary-headed Letcher, this old Goat, 
(7 [ Pointing to Old Kno'well. 
Cloſe at your Villany, and would'ſt thou ſcuſe it 
With this ſtale Harlot's Jeſt, accuſing me? 
O, old Incontinent, doſt not thou ſhame, [Tobim. 
When all thy Powers in Chaſtity is ſpent, 
To have a Mind ſo hot, and to entice, 8 
And feed th' Enticements of a luſtful Woman? 
Dame. Out, I defie thee, I, diſſembling Wretch. 

Kit. Defie me, Strumpet? Ask thy Pandar here, 

Can he deny it? or that wicked Elder? [By Tho. 
' Kno. Why, hear you, Sir. | bed 3, 
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Xt. Tut, tut, tut; never ſpeak. 
Th guilty Conſcience will diſcover thee. 
Km. hat Lunacy is this, that haunts this Man? 
Kit. Well, Goodwife Ba'd, Cob's Wife, and you, 
That make your Husband ſuch a Hoddy-doddy ; 
And you young Apple - ſquire, and old Cuckold-maker 
I'Il ha' you every one before a Juſtice: 
Nay, you ſhall anſwer it, I charge you go. 
Kno. Marry, with all my Heart, Sir, I go willingly ; 
Though I do taſte this as a Trick put on me, 
To puniſh my impertinent Search, and juſtly, 
And half forgive my Son for the Device. 
Kit. Come, will you go? : 
Dame. Go? to thy ſhame, believe it. 
_ Why, what's the matter here? what's here 
to do | 
Kit, O, Cob, art thou eome? I have been abus'd, 
And i' thy Houſe : Never was Man fo wrong'd! 
Cob. *Slid, in my Houſe? my Maſter Kitley? Who 
wrongs you in my Houſe? 1 There: 
Kit. Marry, young Luft in old, and old in young 
Thy Wife's their Bawd, here have I taken em. 
ob. How? Bawd? Is my Houſe come to that? 
Am I preferr'd thither? Did I charge you to keep 
your Doors ſhut, /5e]? and do you let em lie open 
for all Comers? ¶ He falls upon his Wife, and beats her. 
Ano. Friend, know ſome Cauſe, before thou beat'ſt 
thy Wife. This's Madneſs in thee. 
Cob. Why? is there no Cauſe? _ 
Kit. Yes, Pl] ſhew cauſe before the Juſtice, Cob: 
Come, let, her go with me. | N 
Cob. Nay, ſhe ſhall go. 
77b. Nay, I will go. I'll ſee an you may be al- 
low'd to make a Bundle o' Hemp o your right and 
lawful Wife thus, at every Cuckoldly Knave's plea- 
ſure. Why do you not go? 6 
Kit. A bitter Quean! ome, we'll ha! you tam'd. 
| SCENE 
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SCENE Kl. 
Brain-worm, Matthew, Bobadil, Stephen, Down-right. 


Brai. Well, of all my Diſguiſes yet, now am I 
moſt like my felf, being-in this Serjeant's Gown. A 
Man of my preſent Profeſſion never counterfeits, till 
he lays hold upon a Debtor, and ſays, he reſts him; 
for then he brings him to all manner of Unreſt, A 
kind of little Kings we are, bearing the Diminutive 
of a Mace, made like a young Artichock, that al- 
ways carries Pepper and Salt in itſelf. Well, I know 
not what Danger I undergo by this Exploitz pray 
Heav'n I come well off. | 
Mat. See, I think, yonder is the Varlet, by his 
Gown. '' | 

Bob. Let's go in queſt of him. 

Mat. Save you, Friend; are not you here by ap- 
pointment of Juſtice Clement's Man? 
Brai. Yes, an't pleaſe you, Sir; he told me, two 
Gentlemen had will'd him to procure a Warrant 
from his Maſter (which I have about me) to be ſerv d 
on one Don- rigbtt. 

Mat. It is honeſtly done of you both; and ſee 
where the Party comes you muſt arreſt; ſerve it up- 
on him quickly, afore he be aware 
Bob. Bear back, Maſter Matthew. 
Brai. Maſter Down-right, J arreſt you i' the Queen's 
Name, and muſt carry you afore a juſtice, by vertue 
of this Warrant. | 
Step. Me, Friend? I am no Down-right, I: Tam 
Maſter Stephen: You do not well to arreſt me, I 
tell you truly; I am in no bodies: Bonds nor Books, 
I would you ſhould know it. A plague on you hear- 
tily, for making me thus afraid afore my time. 
' Brai. Why, now you are deceived, Gentlemen. 
Bob. He wears ſuch a Cloke, and that deceiy'd — 
2 ur 
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But ſee, here a comes indeed; this is he, Officer. 

Down. Why, how now, Signior Gull! are you 
turn'd Filcher of late? Come, aliver my Cloke. 
Step. Your Cloke, Sir? I bought it even now, in 
open Market. ; 

Brai. Maſter Don- right, J have a Warrant I muſt 
ſerye upon you, procur'd by theſe two Gentlemen. 

Don. Theſe Gentlemen? theſe Raſcals! 
Brai. Keep the Peace, I charge you in her Ma- 
jeſty's Name. 

— obey thee. What muſt I do, Officer? 

Brai. Go before Maſter Juſtice Clement, to anſwer 
what they can object againſt you, Sir: I will uſe you 
kindly, Sir. Thi 5 

Mat. Come, let's before, and make the Juſtice, 
Captain | 

0b. The Varlet's a tall Man, afore Heay'n! 

Down. Gull, you'll gi” me my Cloke? ' 

Step. Sir, I pig it, and VII keep it. 

Down. You will? 

Step. I, that I will. | 

Down. Officer, there's thy Fee, arreſt him. 

Brai. Maſter Stephen, I muſt arreſt you. 

Step. Arreſt me! I ſcorn it. There, take your 
Cloke, I'll none on't. | | 
Down. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turn now, 
Sir. Officer, I'Il go with thee to the Juſtices 3 bring 
him — oF 1 ye | 

Step. Why, 1s not here your Cloke? what would 
you have? 

Down. I'Il ha' you anſwer it, Sir. 

_  Brai. Sir, I'll take your Word, and this Gentle- 
man's too, for his Appearance. | 

Down. I'll ha' no Words taken: Bring him along. 

Brai. Sir, 1 may chuſe to do that, I may take Ball 
. Down. Tis true, you may take Bail, and chuſe, 
at another time; but you ſhall not now, Varlet: 
Bring him along, or I'll ſwinge you, 


Brai. 
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Brat. Sir, I pity the Gentleman's Caſe. Here's 
your Money again. | 
Down. Sdeyns, tell not me of my Money; bring 


him away, I ſay. | | 

Brai. I warrant you he will go with you of him 
ſelf, Sir. 

Down. Vet more ado? 

Brai. IT have made a fair Maſh on't. 

Step. Muſt I go? 

Brai. I know no remedy, Maſter Stephen. 

Down. Come along, afore me here; I do not loye 
your * Look behind. 

Step. Why, Sir, I hope you cannot Hang me for 
it. Can he, Fellow? 


Brai. I think not, Sir: It is but a Whipping mat- 
ter, ſure. | 


Step. Why then let him do his worſt, I am reſolute. 


. 


ACT 'Y. . 


Clement, Ano well, Kitley, Dame Kitley, Tib, Caſo, 
| Cob, Servants. 


Chair, Sirrah. You, Maſter Nu 
ſay you went thither to meet your Son? 
Ku. I, Sir. 
Clem. But who directed you thither? 
Ano. That did mine own Man, Sir. 
. Clem. Where is he? 2 | 
Kno. Nay, I know not now; I left him with your 
Clerk, and appointed him to ſtay here for me. 
Clem. My Clerk? About what time was this? 
Kno. Marry, between one and two, as I . it. 
n. 


Clem. N.. but ſtay, ſtay, give me leave: 1 
well, 
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Clem. And what time came my Man with the falſe 
Meſſage to you, Maſter Kitley ? | 

Kit. After two, Sir. 

Clem. Very good: But, Miſtreſs Kitley, how chance 
that you were at Cob's? ha? 

Dame. An' pleaſe you, Sir, I'll tell you: My Bro- 
ther Well- bred told me, that Cob's Houſe was a ſuſ- 

cted place 

Clem. So it appears, methinks; but on. 

Dame. And that my Husband us'd thither, daily. 

Clem. No matter, ſo he us'd himſelf well, Miſtreſs. 

Dame. True, Sir; but you know what grows by 
fuch Haunts oftentimes. 

Clem. I ſee rank Fruits of a jealous Brain, Miſtreſs 
Kitley: But did you find your Husband there, in that 
Caſe as you ſuſpected? 

Kit. I found her there, Sir. . 

Clem. Did you ſo? That alters the Caſe. Who 
gave you Knowledge of your Wife's being there? 

Kit. Marry, that did my Brother Well-bred. 
Clem. How? Well. bred firſt tell her; then tell you 
after? Where is Well. bred? 

8 Gone with my Siſter, Sir, I know not whi- 
ther. | 

Clem. Why, this is a meer Trick, a Device; you 
are gull'd in this moſt groſly all. Alas, poor Wench, 
wert thou beaten for this? 

Tib. Yes, mot pitifully, and't pleaſe you. 

Cob. And worthily, I hope, if it ſhall prove ſo. 

Clem. T, that's like, and a piece of a Sentence. 
How now, Sir? what's the matter ? 

Ser. Sir, there's a Gentleman i' the Court without, 


deſires to ſpeak with your Worſhip. 


Clem. A Gentleman ? what's he? 
Ser. A Soldier, Sir, he ſays. 
Clem. A Soldier? Take down my Armour, my 
Sword, quickly. A Soldier ſpeak with me! 5 
| when, 
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when, Knaves? Come on, come on, [ He arms him- 
ſelf.] hold my Cap there, ſo; give me my Gorpet, 
my Sword: Stand by, I will end your Matters a- 


non Let the Soldier enter. Now, Sir, what 
ha' you to ſay to me? | 


SCENE ll. 


[To them.] Bobadil, Matthew. 


Bob. By your Worſhip's favour | 

Clem. Nay, keep out, Sir; I know not your Pre- 
tence; You ſend me word, Sir, you are a Sol- 
dier: Why, Sir, you ſhall be anſwer'd here, here 
be them have been amongſt Soldiers. Sir, your Plea- 
ſure. | | W 

Bob. Faith, Sir, ſo it is, this Gentleman and my 
ſelf have been moſt uncivilly wrong'd and beaten, 
by one Down-right, a courſe Fellow, about the Town 
here; and for my own part, I proteſt, being a Man 
in no ſort given to this filthy Humour of Quarrel- 
ling, he hath aſſaulted me in the way of my Peace, 
defpoil'd me of mine Honour, difarm'd me of my 
Weapons, and rudely laid me along in the open Streets, 
when I not ſo much as once offered to reſiſt him. 

Clem. O, God's precious! Is this the Soldier? 
Here, take my Armour off quickly, *twill make him 
ſwoon, I fear; he is not fit to look on't, that will 
put up a Blow. 


Mat. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, he was bound to 
the Peace. | 

Clem. Why, an' he were, Sir, his Hands were not 
bound, were they? 

Ser. There's one of the Varlets of the City, Sir, 


has brought two Gentlemen here; one, upon your 
Worſhip's Warrant. | 


Clem, My Warrant? 


Ser: 
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Ser. Yes, Sir; the Officer ſays, procur'd by theſe 

two. poet | | | 

Cum. Bid him come in. Set by this Picture. 

What, Mr. Down-right ! are you brought at Mr. 

Freſu-water's Suit here? | 


SCENE Ullf. 


Down-right, Stephen, Brain-worm. [ To them.] 


Down. I' faith, Sir. And here's another brought 

at my Suit. Ss. | | . 
Clem. What are you, Sir?!̃! 

Sep. A Gentleman, Sir. O, Uncle! 

Clem. Uncle! who? Maſter XKno'2well? 

Nuo I, Sir; this is a wiſe Kinſman of mine. 
Step. God's my Witneſs, Uncle, I am wrong'd 
here monſtrouſlyz he charges me with ſtealing of 
his Cloke, and would I might never ſtir, if I did 
not find it in the Street by chance. , 

Down. O, did you find it now? You ſaid you 
bought it e'cr-while, | | | 

Step. And you ſaid, I ſtole it: Nay, now my Un- 
cle is here, I'll do well enough with you. 

Clem. Well, let this Breath a while: You that 
have cauſe to complain there, ſtand forth: Had you 
my Warrant for this Gentleman's Apprehenſion? 

Bob. I, an't Var your Worſhip. 

_ Nay, do not ſpeak in Paſſion ſo: where had 

ou ir | 
. Bob. Of your Clerk, Sir. 

Clem. That's well! an' my Clerk can make War- 
rants, and my Hand not at em! where is the War- 
rant? Officer, have you it? 

Brai. No, Sir, your Worſhip's Man, Maſter For- 
mal, bid me do it for theſe Gentlemen, and he would 
be my Diſcharge. | x 


Clem. 


him, I ſay. 
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Clem. Why, Maſter Down-right, are you ſuch a 
Novice, to be ſery'd and never ſee the Warrant? * 

Down. Sir, he did not ſerve it on me. 

Clem. No? How then? 8 
| Down. Marry, Sir, he came to me, and ſaid he 
muſt ſerve it, and he would uſe me kindly, and ſo 
Cum. O, God's pity, was it ſo, Sir? he muſt 
' ſerve it? give me my long Sword there, and help 
me off, So, come on, Sir Varlet, I muſt cut off 

our Legs, Sirrah : nay, ſtand * P11 uſe you kind- 
y; L muſt cut off your Legs, I ſay. . 

[He flouriſbes over him with his long Sword. 

Brai. O, good Sir, I beſeech you; nay, good Ma- 
ſter Juſtice. 4 | 

Clem. I muſt do it, there is no remedy, I muſt cut 
off your Legs, Sirrah, I muſt cut off your Ears, you 
Raſcal, I muſt do it; I muſt cut off your Noſe, I 
muſt cut off your Head. . 

Brai. O, good your Worſhip. _ 

Clem. Well, riſe, how doſt thou do now? doſt 
thou feel thy ſelf well? haſt thou no harm? _ 

Brai, No, I thank your good Worſhip, Sir. 

Clem. Why, io; I ſaid I muſt cut off thy Legs, 
and J muſt cut off 51 Arms, and I muſt cut off 
thy Head; but, I did not do it: fo you faid you 
muſt ſerve this Gentleman with my Warrant, but 
uy did not ſerve him. You Knave, you Slave, you 

ogue, do you ſay you muſt ? Sirrah, away with 
him to the Goal, Ill teach you a Trick, for your 
muſt, Sir. | 

on Good, Sir, I beſeech you, be good to me. 

Clem. Tell him he ſhall to the Goal, away with 

Brai. Nay, Sir, if you will commit me, it ſhall 
be for committing more than this: I will not loſe 
by my travail, any grain of my Fame, certain. 

Clem. How is this? ' 

Kno. My Man Brain-worm? 

ä H | Step, 


} 
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Step. O yes, Uncle, Brain- worm has been wk 
my Couſin Edward and Tall this Da ye t in 
Clem. I told you all, there was ſome Device. 
Brai. Nay, excellent Juſtice, ſince I have laid m 
ſelf thus open to you, now ſtand ſtrong for 3 
with your Sword and your Ballance. Has 
Clem. Body o' me, a merry Knave! Give me a 
Bowl of Sack: If he belong to you, Maſter Nuo well; 
I: beipeaktyour ee. 
Brai. That is it, I have moſt need of. Sin, if 
you'll pardon me only, I'll glory in all the reſt of 
my Exploits. 3 e de el! 

Ano. Sir, you know I love not to have my Fa- 
vours come hard from me. You have your Pardon, 
though I ſuſpect you ſhrewdly for being of Counſel 
with my Son againſt me. FS ET e 

Brai. Yes, faith, I have, Sir, though you retain'd 


me doubly this Morning for your felt: firſt as Brain- 


worm; after, as Fitz Sword. I was your reform'd 
Soldier, Sir. "Twas | fent you to Cob's upon the 
Errand without end. ttt Lots 
Kno. Is it poſſible! or that thou ſhould'ſt diſguiſe 
thy Language fo as I ſhould not know thee? 
Brai. O, Sir, this has been the Day of my Meta- 


 morphoſis! It is not that ſhape alone that I have run 


through to Day. I brought this Gentleman, Mr. 
. Kitely, a Meſſage too, in the form of Mr. Juſtice's 
Man here, to draw him out o' th' way, as well as 
your Worſhip, while Maſter Well: bred might make 
- Conveyance of Miſtreſs Bridget to my young Ma- 
cr. TAE» 
Kit. How ! my Siſter ſtol'n away? 
Ano. My Son is not married, I hope! 
Brai. Faith, Sir, they are both as ſure as Love, a 
© Prieſt, and three thouſand Pound (which is her Por- 
tion) can make 'em; and by this time are ready to 
beſpeak their Wedding Supper at the Wind- mill, ex- 
15 ; 5 cept 
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is ſome Friend here prevent em, and invite em 
Clem. Marry that will I (I thank thee for putting 
me in mind on't.) - Sitrah, go you and fetch em 

hither upon my Warrant. Neither's Friends have 
cauſe to be ſorry, if I know the young Couple aright. 
Here, I drink to thee for thy good News. But, 
I pray. thee, what haſt. thou done with my Man 
Formal? 2 e 
Brai. Faith, Sir, after ſome Ceremony paſt, as 
making him drunk, firſt with Story, and then with 
Wine (but all in kindneſs) and ſtripping him to his 
Shirt, I left him in that cool vein; departed, ſold 
3 Worſhip's Warrant to theſe two, pawn'd his 
2 for that Varlet's Gown to ſerve it in; and 
thus have brought my ſelf by my Activity to your 
Worſhip's Conſideration. | 
Clem. And I will conſider thee in another Cup of 
Sack. Here's to thee; which having drunk off, this 
is my Sentence. Pledge me. Thou haſt done, or 
aſſiſted to nothing, in my Judgment, bur deſerves 
to be pardon'd for the wit o' the Offence. If th 
Maſter, or any. Man here, be angry with thee, Iſh 
ſuſpe& his Engine while I know him for't. How 
- now, what Noiſe is that? | 
Serv. Sir, it is Roger is come home. A 
Clem. Bring him in, bring him in. What! drunk 
5 Arms againſt me? Your reaſon, your reaſon for 
this. : 


SCENE IV. 
To them, Formal. | 
For. I beſeech your Worſhip to pardon me; I haps 
pen'd into ill Company by chance that caſt me into 
a ſleep, and ſtript me of all my Clothes 


H 2 Cum. 
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Clem. Well, tell him I am Juſtice Clement, and 
do pardon him: but what is this to your Armour? 
what may that ſignifie? W 

Form. An't pleaſe you, Sir, it hung up i' the Room 
where I was ſtript; and I borrow'd it of one o' the 
Drawers to come home in, becauſe I was loth to do 
Penance through the Street i“ my Shirt. 

Clem. Well, ſtand by a while. Who be theſe? 
O, the young Company, welcome, welcome. Gi 
you Joy. Nay Miſtreſs Bridget, bluſh not; you are 
not ſo freſh a Bride, but the News of it is come hi- 
ther afore you. Maſter Bridegroom, I-ha' made 


your peace, give me 4/96 Hand: ſo will I for all 
the reſt,*c'er you forſake my Roof. | 


* 


SCENE V. 


Ed. Kno'well, Well-bred, Bridget. [To them.] 


E. Ano. We are the more bound to your Huma- 
mt Sc 49 ir os 5 
Clem. Only theſe two have ſo little of Man in em 
they are no part of my Care. f 
el. Yes, Sir, let me pray you for this Gentle- 
man, he belongs to my Siſter the Bride. 
Clem. In what place, Sir? | | | 
Wel. Of her delight, Sir, below the Stairs, and 
in publick : her Poet, Sir. : 
Clem. A Poet? I will challenge him my ſelf pre- 
ſently at extempore. 
Mount up thy Phlegon Muſe, and teſlifie, 
How Saturn /itting in an Ebon Cloud, 
Diſrol'd his Podex white as Ivory, 
And through the Welkin thundred all aloud. 
Mel. He is not for extempore, Sir. He is all for 
the pecket-Muſe : pleaſe you command a ſight of it. 


Clem, 


, 
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Clem. Yes, yes, ſearch him for a taſte of hie 


Vein. 
Fel. You muſt not deny the Queen's Juſtice, Sir, 
under a Writ o' Rebellion. 


Clem, What! all this Verſe? Body o' me, he car- 


ries a whole Realm, a Common-wealth of Paper 


in's Hoſe! let's ſee ſome of his Subjects. 
Unto the boundleſs Ocean of thy Face, 


Runs this poor River charg'd with Streams of Eyes. 


How? this is ſtoln! 


E. Kno. A Parodie! a Parodie! with a kind of mi- 


raculous gift, to make it abſurder than it was. 


Clem. Is all the reſt of this batch? Bring me a 


Torch; lay it together, and give Fire. Cleanſe the 


Air. Here was enough to have infected the whole 


City, if it had not been taken in time! See, ſee, how 
our Poet's glory ſhines! brighter and brighter! till 
it increaſes! O, now it's at the higheſt: and now it 


wt 


declines as faſt, You may ſee, fic tranſit gloria mundi. 


Kno. There's an Emblem for you Son, and your 


Studies ! 


Clem. Nay, no Speech or Act of mine be drawn . 
againſt ſuch as profeſs it worthily. They are not 


born every Year, as an Alderman. There goes more 


to the making of a good Poet, than a Sheriff. Mr. 


Kitely, you look upon me! though I live i' the 


City here, amongſt you, I will do more Reverence 


to him, when I meer him, than I will to the May- 


or out of his Year. But theſe Paper-pedlers ! theſe 


Ink-dablers! They cannot expect 3 or re- 
proach. They have it with the fact. A 


E. Ano. Sir, you have ſav'd me the Labour of a 
defence. | 


Clem. Tt ſhall be diſcourſe for Supper ; between 


your Father and me, if he dare undertake me. Bur 


to diſpatch away theſe, you ſign o' the Soldier, and 


Picture o' the Poet (but both ſo falſe, | will not ha' 
you hang'd out at my Door till midnight) while we 
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are at Supper, you two ſhall penitently faſt it out in 
my Court without; and, if you will, you may pray 
there that we may be ſo merry within as to forgive 
or forget you, when we come out. Here's a third, 
becauſe we tender your ſafety, ſhall watch you, he 
— provided for the pupoſe. Look to your Charge, 
ir. |, | | 

Step. And what ſhall I do? | 

Clem. O! I had loſt a Sheep an' he had not bleat- 
ed! Why, Sir, you ſhall give Mr. Don. right his 
Cloke: and will intreat him to take it. A Trench- 
er and a Napkin you ſhall have i' the Buttry, and 
keep Cob and his Wife company here; whom I will 
intreat firſt to be reconcil'd; and you to endeavour 
with your wit to keep 'em ſo. 

Step. I'll do my beſt. | | 

Cob, Why, now I ſee thou art honeſt, 7b, I re» 
ceive thee as my dear and mortal Wife again. 
ö oo And I you, as my loving and obedient Huſ- 

and. | 

Clem. Good complement ! It will be their Bridal 
Night too. They are married anew. Come, I 
eonjure the reſt to put off all Diſcontent. You, Mr. 
Down-right, your Anger; you, Maſter Kno'2vell, your 
Cares; Maſter Kitely and his Wife, their Jealouſie. 
For, I muſt tell you both, while thar is fed, 
Horns i' the Mind are worſe than o' the Head. 

Kit. Sir, thus they go from me; kiſs me, ſweet 
Hearr. N | | 

See what a drove of Horns lie in the Air, 

Wing'd with my cleanſed and my credulous breath ! 

Watch 'em ſuſpicious Eyes, watch where they fall. 

See, ſee! on Heads, that think th* have none at all! 

O, what a plenteous World of this will come! 

When Air rains Horns, all may be ſure of ſome. 
J ha' learn'd ſo much Verſe out of a jcalous Man's 


. Clem, s 


part in a Play, 
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Clem. Tis well, tis well! This Night we'll dedi- 
cate to Friendſhip, Love, and Laughter. Maſter 
Bridegroom, take your Bride and lead; every one a 
Fellow, Here is my Miſtreſs, Brain-worm! to whom 
all my Addreſſes of Courtſhip ſhall have their re- 
ference. Whoſe Adventures this Day, when our 
Grand-Children ſhall hear to be made a Fable, I 
wow not but it ſhall find both Spectators and Ap- 


pla uſe. 
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TO THE 


Nobleſt NUR sER1zs of Humanity and 
Liberty in the Kingdom, 


The Inns of Court. 


Underſtand you, Gentlemen, not your Houſes : 
and a ry Succeſſion of you to all Time, as 
being born the Judges of theſe Studies, When 

I wrote this Poem I had Friendſhip with divers in 
our Societies; who, as they were great Names in 
1 ſo they were no leſs Examples of Living, 
Of them, and then (that I ſay no more) it was not 
deſpis' d. Now that the Printer, by a doubled 
Charge, thinks it worthy. a longer Life than com- 
monly the Air of ſuch things doth promiſe; I am 
careful to put it a Servant to their Pleaſures, who 
are the Inheritors of the firſt Favour born it. Yer, 
I command it lie not in the way of your more No- 
ble and Uſeful Studies to the Publick. For ſo I ſhall 
ſuffer for it: But when the Gown and Cap is off, and 
the Lord of Liberty reigns, then to take it in your 
Hands, perhaps may make ſome Bencher, tincted 
with Humanity, read and not repent him. 5 


By Your true Honourer, 


BER. JOHNSON. 
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- Dramatis Perſons. 


Aſper, the Preſenter. 


Macilente. 
| His Lady. 
| Waiting Gent, 
Punitarvolo, Huntſman. 
Serving Men 2, 
Dog and Car. 


Carlo Buffone, : 
Faſtid Brisk. Cinedo his Page. 


Deliro. Fido their Servant. 
Fallace, 2 Muſicians. 
Saviolina. 
Sordido. His Hind. 
Taylor. 
Fungoſo. 5 Haberdaſber. 
'C Shoe-maker. 

Sogliardo. 
Shift. Ruſlbici. 

| A Groom. ; 
Clove. 5 Drawers. 25 
i | C Conſtable, and Officers. 
Orange. 6 
Grex. 
Cordatus, 


Mitis. 


1 * 8 8 88 


8 2 THE 
Character of the Perſons. 
ASPER. 
H E is of an ingenious and free Spirit, eager and con- 
ſtant in reproof, without fear, controling the World's 
N One whom no ſervile hope of gain, or froſty ap- 


* *prehenſion of danger, can make to be a Paraſite, either to 
Time, Place, or Opinion. DEG ti 8 


MACILENTE. 


A Man well parted, a ſufficient Scholar, and travelÞd 
who (wanting that place in the world's account which he 
thinks his Merit capable of) falls into ſuch an envious A- 
poplexy, with which his judgment is ſo dazled and diſta- 
ſted, that he grows violently impatient of any oppoſite hap- 
Pine /s in another. 


| PUNTARVOLO. 

A vain-glorious Knight, . over- Engliſhing his Travels, 
and wholly conſecrated to ſingularity, the very Jacob's 
Staff of 1 z 4 Sir that bath liv'd to ſee the re- 
volution of Time in moſt of his Apparel. Of Preſence good 
enough, but ſo palpable affected to his own Praiſe, that 
(for want of flatterers) he commends himſelf, to the flou- 
tage of his own Family. He deals upon returns, and ſtrange 
performances, reſolving (in deſpight of publick deriſion) to 
flick to his own particular Faſhion, Phraſe, and Geſture. 


CARLO BUFFORNRE. 

A publick, ſcurrilous, and prophane Jeſter ; that (more 
ſwift than Circe) with abſurd ſimiles will transform any 
Perſon into deformity, A good Feaſt-hound, or Wy 

| eagle, 
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beagle, that will ſcent you out a Supper ſome three Miles 
off, and ſwear to his Patrons (Damn him) he came in 
Oars, when he was but wafted over in a Skuller. A 
ſlave that hath an extraordinary gift in pleaſing his Pal- 
lat, and or up more Sack at a fitting than would 
make all the Guard a Paſſet. His Religion is railing, and 
his Diſcourſe ribatdry. - They Nanu "higheſt in bis reſpe&, 
whom he ſtudies moſt to reproach. 


Fi wb 4443 
nn on FASTIDAUS.ABRISK, 
A neat, ſpruce affecting Cauntier, aue that wears Clothes 
duell, and in faſhion, prattiſeth by his Glaſs how to ſa- 
Jute z ſpeaks good remnants (notwithſtanding the Baſe-viol 
and Tobacco.) Swears terſiy, and with variety; cares 
not what Lady's favour he belyes, or great Man's famili- 
arity: A good. property to per fume uhe Boot 7 a Coach. 
; He will borrow another Man's Horſe to praiſe, and backs 
him as his own. Or, for a need, on Foot can poſt him- 
ſelf into credit with his Merchant, only with the gingle 
his Spur, and the jer of his Wand. © 
„ 

A good doting Citizen, who (it is thought) might be of 
the Common Council for his Wealthy a Fellow ſincerely 
- beſotted. on his own. Miſe, and ſo rapt with conceit of 
. ber Penfettions, that he fimply holds himſelf unworthy of 
ber. AHnd in that haod - aint humour lives mare like a 
. Suiter\than a Husband; landing in as true dread of her 
dliſplaaſure, as when hoe firſt made Love to her, He doth 
- ſacrifice two-pence in Juniper to her every Morning before 
ſhe riſes, and wakes her with villanous-out-of-tune Mu- 
fick, which ſhe out. of her contempt (though not out of ber 

Judgment) is {ute to diſlill e. 


? FALLATCE. 

Deliro's Wife, and Idol; a proud mincing Peat, an 

&5 perverſe as be is officious. She dotes ag perfectly 2 
| 8 


Character of the Perſons; 
the Courtier, as her Hushand doth on her, and only wants 


„ : 


the Face to be difbonefs.. : 5 D N Non © * . 
| 5 TIES: 8 A VIOL. INA. A | ITS 
A Court Lady, whoſe weightieft praiſe is.4. tht wit; 
A wretched hob-nail d Chuff, whoſe recreation is reads 
ing of Almanacks ; and felicity, foul Weather. One that 
never pray'd but for a lean dearth, and ever wept in a 
fat Harveſt«.. TY) Newer 0 8 * ' 


* * 
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| The Son of Sordido, and a Student; one that hat re- 
vell d in his time, aud fullous ue Faſhion afar. off, lite 
a Spie. He mattes it the whole bent of his endeavourc, to 
-wring ſufficient means from his wretched Father to put 
him in the Courtiers Cut; at which be earneſtly aims, 
But ſo unluckily, that he ſtill lights ſbort a Saute, 


SOGLIARDMA ic. vis 
An eſſential Clown, Brother to Sordido, yet ſo ena- 
mour d of the Name of a Gentleman, that he will have 
it, though he buys it. He comes up every Term to learn 
to take Tobacco, and fee new Motions. He is in bis King- 
dom when he can get himſelf into-company where he may 
be well laught at. FO 


8H IFT. T2707 
A thread-bare Shark z one that never as Solater, yet 
lives upon lendings. His profeſſion is skeldring and odling, 
his bank Pauls, and his Ware- houſe Pict-hatch. Takes 
up ſingle Teftons upon Oaths, till Doomsday. Falls un- 
der Executions of three Shillings, and enters into frve-groat 
Bonds. He way-lays the reports of Services, and cons 
them without Book, damning himſelf he came new from 

| 1 


* 


- 
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em, when all the bf br mb taking the Diet in the 


. Bawdy-honſe, or lay pawn'd in his C fo Nun and 
Hal. He is of that edmirable ae mp7 omery, 
© that he vill ſallite one for an old arquaintance that be 
mever ſaw" in his Life before.” He uſurps upon Cheats, 
Duarrels, and Robberies, "which he never did, only to get 
him a Name. His chief exerciſes are, taking the 4. 
uin  Cockatrict, and making privy ſurches for In. 


LOVE and ORANGE. 
An inſeparable caſe of Coxcombs, City born; The Ge- 
mini, or Twins of Fappery; that Jike a pair of Moodden 
Foyles, are fit for nothing but to be practis d upon. Be- 
"ing well flatter d they'll lend Mony, and repent when they 
ba done. Their glory is to invite Players, and make Sup- 
"pers. And in Company of better rank (to avoid the ſuſ- 
pe? of inſufficiency) will inforce their ignorance moſt deſpe- 
rately, to ſet upon the underſtanding of any thing. O- 
range is ihe more humorous of the two (whoſe ſmall por- 
tion of juice being ſqueez'd out) Clove ſerves to ſtick him 
with — EI 2 | 
FTC 
The Author's Friend; a Man inly acquainted with the 
ſcope and drift of his Plot; of a diſcreet and underſtand- 
ing Judgment; and has the place of a Moderator. 


4 


iii 
Ia Perſon of no Action, and therefore ue have reaſon 
to afford bim no Character. r 


LY FE 7's * 
. 11 a # 4 


i ; 4 d $ 
a 1 
? \ j . £ „ 4 5 
LE * | K * 
n EVER 


EVERY MAN 


OUT OF HIS 


H U M O U R. 


— 


4 fter the ſecond Sounding. 
GRE X. | 
Cordatus, Aſper, Mitis. | 


CoRDATUS. 


=] AY, my dear A/per. 

= Mit. Stay your Mind. 

Aſp. Away. 

Who is ſo patient of this impious 

World, | 
That he can check his Spirit, or rein 
his Tongue? | 

Or who hath ſuch a dead unfeeling Senſe, 

That Heaven's horrid Thunders cannot wake? 4 

To ſee the Earth crackt with the weight of Sin, 

Hell gaping under us, and o'er our Heads 

H lack rav'nous Ruin, with her Sail-ftretch'd Wings, 
Vo I. I. I Ready 
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Ready to fink us down, and cover us.” 

Who can behold ſuch Prodigies as' theſe, _ a 
And have his Lips ſeal'd up? Not I: My Soul PN 
Was never ground into ſuch Oily, Colours, | 
To flatter Vice, and dawb Iniquity: ?: 

Bur (with an armed and reſolved Hand) 

II trip the ragged Follies of the Time 


Naked as at their Birth: 40 


Car. (Be not too bold. Ok 
Aſp. You trouble mie) and with a Whip of Steel, 
Print wounding Laſhes in their Iron Ribs. 
I fear no Mood ſtampt in a private Brow, 
When I am pleas'd t unmas k a publick Vice. 
I fear no Strumpets Drugs, nor Ruffians Stab, 
Should I detect their hateful Luxuries : 
No Brokers, Uſurers, or Lawyers Gripe, 
Were I diſpos'd to ſay, They're all corrupt. 
I fear no Courtier Frown, ſhould I applaud 
The eaſie Flexure of his ſupple Hams. 
Tut, theſe are ſo innate and popular, ak 
That drunken Cuſtom would not ſhame to laugh 
(In ſcorn) at him, that ſhould not dare to tax em. 
And yet, not one of theſe but knows his Works, 
Knows what Damnation is, the Devil, and Hell; 
Yet hourly they perſiſt, grow rank in Sin, 
Puffing their Souls away in perj'rous Air, 
To cheriſh their Extortion, Pride, or Luſts. 
Mit. Forbear, good Aſper; be not like your Name, 
Aſp. O, but to ſuch whoſe Faces are all Zeal, 
And (with the Words of Hercules) invade 
Such Crimes as theſe ! that will not ſmell of Sin, 
But ſeem as they were made of Sanity ! - 
Religion in their Garments, and their Hair 
Cut ſhorter than their Eye-brows! when the Con- 
Is vaſter than the Ocean, and devours ſcience 
More Wretches than the Counters. | 
Mit. Gentle Aſper, 
Contain your Spirit in more ſtricter Bounds, 


And 
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And be not thus tranſported with the Violence 
Of your ſtrong Thoughts. 75 458 
Cor. Unleſs your Breath had power 9 7; 
To melt the World, and mould it new again, 
It is in vain to ſpend it in theſe Moods. 1 
Asp. I not obſerv'd this thronged Round till now] 
Gracious and kind Spectators, you are welcome; 
Apollo and the Muſes feaſt your Eyes 
With graceful Objects, and may our Minerva 
Anſwer your Hopes, unto their largeſt Strain. 
Yet here miſtake me not, Judicious Friends 
I do not this, to beg your Patience, 
Or ſervilely to fawn on your Applauſe, 
Like fome dry Brain, deſpairing in his Merit. 
Let me be cenſur'd by th' auſtereſt Brow, 
Where I want Art or Judgment, tax me freely: 
Let envious Cenſors, with their broadeſt Eyes, 
Look through and through me, I purſue no Fayourg 
e, vouchſafe me your Attentions, 
And I will give you Muſick worth your Ears. 
O, how I hate the monſtrouſneſs of Time, 
Where every ſervile imitating Spirit, 
(Plagu'd with an iching Leprofie of Wit) 
In a meer halting Fury, ſtrives to fling 
His Ulc'rous Body in the The/pian Spring, 
And ftreighr leaps forth a Poet! but as lame 
As Fulcan, or the Founder of Cripplegate. | 
Mit. In faith this Humour will come ill to ſome; . 
You will be thought to be too peremptory. 
Aſp. This Humour? good! And why this Hu- 
mour, Mitis? _ | 
Nay, do not turn, but anſwer. 
Mit. Anſwer? what? 
Aſp. ] will not ſtir your Patience, pardon me, 
T urg'd it for ſome Reaſons, and the rather 
To give theſe ignorant well-ſpoken Days 
Some Taſte of their Abuſe of this word Humour. 
Cor. O, do not let * Purpoſe fall, good 3 ; 
5 * 


CERT 
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It cannot but arrive moſt: acceptal le, K 
Chiefly to ſuch as have the happiness 
Daily to ſee how the poor innocent'W ord” | 
Is rack'd _ tortur'd, 29610 5 12 
Mit. 1, I pray you proceed. Tf 5 
Alb. Ha? what? what ist? wor 
Cor. For the abuſe of Humour!” ' | 
F O, Icrave pradon, I had loſt m Thoughts 
hy, Humour (as tis ens) we thus de ne 5 * 
To be a Quality of Air, or Water, 193 | 
And in itſelf holds theſe two Pro perties, 0 
ny; +> and Fluxure: As, for . 5 
our Water on this Floor, twill wet and run: 
Likewiſe the Air (forc'd through a Horn or EP 
Flows inſtantly away, and leaves behind 
A kind of Dew; and hence we do conclude, 
That whatſoe' er hath Fluxure and ons. 
As wanting power to contain itſelf, | 
Js Humour. So in every Humane Body, 1 5 
The Choler, Melancholy, Phlegm, and Blood, 
By reaſon that they flow continually 
In ſome one Part, and are not continent, 
Receive the Name of Humours. Now thus far: 
It may, by Metaphor, apply itſelf 
Unto the general Diſpoſition : 
As we ome one peculiar Quality 
Doth ſo poſſeſs a Man, that it doch draw 
All his Aﬀeds, his Spirits, and his Powers, | 
In their Conflutions, all to run one wayz, » - * 
This may be truly ſaid to be g Humour. 
But that a Rook by wearthg a py'd Feather, 
The Cable Hatband, or the three-pil'd Ruff, 
A Yard of Shoe-ryc, or the Switzer's Knot 
On his French Garters, ſhould affect a Humour! 
O, it is more than moſt ridiculous. 
Cor. He ſpeaks pure Truth now; if an Idiot 


Have but an apiſh or fantaſtick Strain, yo 
Ic is bis Humour, KJ y 


|; of 
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5. Well, L will ſcourge thoſe: A | 
And to theſe ENS 1 l 
As large as is the Stage whereon we act; 61.7 
Where they ſhall ſce the Time's Deformity |" 
Anatomiz'd in every Nerve and Sinew, * 
Wich conſtant Courage, and contempt of Fear. 
Mit. Aſper, (L urge it as your Friend) take heed, 
The Days are dangerous, full of exception, = 
And Men are grown. impatient of Reproof, 
Aſp. Ha, ha! e 97.22 
You Miert as well have told me, Vond' is Heav'n, 
This Yarth, theſe Men, and all had moy'd alike!” * 
Do not I know the Time's Condition? N 
Ves, Mitis, and their Souls, and who they be 
That either will or can except gainſt me. x 
None but a. ſort of Fools, ſo ſick in taſte, - _ 
That they contemn all Phyſick of the Mind. 
And, like glad Camels, kick at every touch. 
Good Men, and virtuous Spirits, that loath their Vices, 
Will cheriſh my free Labours, love my Lines, 
And with the fervor of their ſhioing race 91 
Make my Brain fruitſul, to bring forth more Objects 
Worthy their ſerious and intentive Eyes. LES 
But why enforce I this? as 1 No. F, 
If any here chance to behold himſelf, 
Let him not dare to challenge me of Wrong: 
For, if he ſhame to have his Follies known, | 
Firſt he ſhould ſhame to act em: My firit Hand 
Was made to ſeiſe on Vice, and with a Gripe | 
Squeeze out the Humour of ſuch Spongy Natures, 
As lick up every idle Vanity, - | 
Cor. Why, this is right Furor Poeticus / 
Kind Gentlemen, we hope your Patience 
Will yet conceive the beſt, or entertain 
This Suppoſition, That a Mad-man ſpeaks. : 
Aſp. What, are you ready there? Mitis, fit dawn, 
An my Cordatus. Sound ho, and begin, 4 
1 leaye you two, as Cenſbrs, to fir here: 
13 Obſerve 


13 4 Every Man out of his Humour. 


Obſerve what I preſent, and liberally 
Speak your Opinions upon _ay Scene, 
As it ſhall paſs the View of theſe Spectators. 
Nay, now y'are tedious, Sirs; for ſhame begin. 
And, Mitis, note me; if in all this Front 
You can eſpy a Gallant of this Mark, 
Who (to be thought one of the Judicious) 
Sits with his Arms thus wreath'd, his Hat pull'd here, 
Cries Mew, and nods, then ſhakes his empty Head, 
Will ſhew more ſeveral Motions in his Face 4 
Then the new London, Rome, or Niniveh, 
And (now and then) breaks a dry Biſquer-Jeſt; 
Which, that it may more eaſily be chew'd, 
He ſtecps in his own Laughter. | 
Cor. Why, will that 
Make it be ſooner ſwallow'd? 
Aſp. O, aſſure you. 
Or if it did not, yet, as Horace ſings, 
% Tejunus rard flomachus vulgaria temnit, 80 
« Mean Cates are welcome ſtill to hungry Gueſts, 
Cor. Tis true; but why ſhould we obſerye em, 
„ | 4 | 
Aſp. O, I would know'em ; for in ſuch Aſſemblies 
Th' are more infectious than the Peſtilence :. 
And therefore I would give them Pills to purge, 
And make 'em fit for fair Societies. ar 
How monſtrous and deteſted is't, to ſee 
A Fellow, that has neither Art nor Brain, 
Sit like an Ariſtarchus, or ſtark Aſs, 
3 Mens Lines, with a Tobacco-face, 
In ſnuff, ſtill ſpitting, uſing his wry'd Looks 
(In nature of a Vice) to wreſt and turn 
The good Aſpect of thoſe that ſhall ſit near him, 
From what they do behold! O, tis moſt vile. 
Mit. Nay, Afper. | 
Aſp. Peace, Mitis, I do know your Thought. 
Yow'll ſay, Your Gueſts here will except at this: 
Piſh, you are too timerous, and full of doubt. 


Then 
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Then he, a Patient, ſhall reject all Phyſick, 
Cauſe the Phyſicmn tells him, you are Sick: 
Or, if I fay, Thit he is Vicious, keg 15.4 
You will not hear of Virtue.” Come, y'are fond 
Shall mga extravagant, 5 t 3 : wh LOA; 
That happy Judgments, and compoſed Spirits. 
Will . for taxing ſuch anch ? Fan W 
Jam aſham'd; id Bt iS, Woot vole A oft | 
Cor. Nay, but good, pardon us; 
We mult not bear this peremptory Sail, 
But uſe our beſt Endeavours how to pleaſmGP. 

Aſp. Why, therein I commend: your careful 
And I will mix with you in Induſtry (Thoughts, 
To pleaſe : But whom? Attentive Auditors, 
Such as will join their Profit with their Pleaſure, 
And come to feed their underſtanding Parts: 
For theſe I'll prodigally ſpend my felt, 
And ſpeak away my Spirit into Air; 
For theſe I'll melt my Brain into Invention, 
Coin new Conceits, and hang my richeſt Words 
As poliſh'd Jewels in their bounteous Ears. 


But ſtay, I loſe my ſelf, and wrong their Patience; 


If I dwell here, they'll not begin, I ſee. © '' 

Friends, fit you ftill, and entertain this Troop 

With ſome familiar and By- Conference, 

I'll haſte them ſound. Now Gentlemen, I ge 

To turn an Actor, and à Humoriſt, MR 

Where (e'er I do reſume my preſent Perſon) 

We hope to make the Circles of your Eyes 

Flow with diſtilled Laughter: If we fail, 

We muſt impure it to this only Chance, 

« Art hath an Enemy call'd Ignorance. ¶ Exit. Aſp; 
Cor. How do you like his Spirit, Mitis? rh. 
Mit. I ſhould like it much better, if he were leſs 

confident. | | "Reef 
Cor. Why, do you ſuſpect his Merit? 
Mit. No, but 1 fear this will procure him much 

VV. | ; ET 
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Cor. O, that ſets the ſtronger Seal on his Deſert: 
if he had no Enemies, I ſhould eſteem his Fortunes 
moſt wretched at this inſtant. | 5 

Mit. You have ſeen his Play, Cordatus: Pray you, 
how ist? ee Df? 6 | 

Cor. Faith Sir, I muſt refrain to judge; only this 
I can ſay of it, Tis ſtrange, and of a particular kind 
by itſelf, ſomewhat like Vetus Comedia; a Work that 
hath bounteouſly pleaſed me; how it will anſwer the 
general Expectation, I know not. 10 
Mit. Do's he obſerve all the Laws of Comedy init? 
Cor. What Laws mean you? 2 AE. Be 
Mit. Why, the equal Diviſion of it into As and 

Scents, according to the Terentian manner; his true 

Number of Actors; the furniſhing of the Scene with 
Grex or Chorus, and that the whole Argument fall 
within compaſs of a Day's Buſineſs. 
Cor. O no, theſe are too nice Obſervations. 
Mit. They are ſuch as muſt be received, by your 
favour, or it cannot be authentick. | | 
Cor. Troth, I can diſcern no ſuch Neceſſity. 
Mit. No? | $78 7 W018] 
Cor. No, I aſſure you, Signior. If thoſe Laws 
you ſpeak of had been delivered us ab initio, and in 
their preſent Vertue and Perfection, there had be n 
ſome reaſon of obeying their Powers; bur 'tis extant, 
that that which we call Comadia, was at firſt no- 
thing but a ſimple and continued Song, ſung by one 
only Perſon, till S#/ario invented a Second; after 
him, Epicharmus a Third; Phormus and Chionides de- 
viſed to have Four Actors, with a Prologue and Cho- 
rus 3 to which Cratinus (long after) added a Fifth and 

Sixth; Eupolis, more; Ariſtophanes, more than they: 

Every Man in the dignity of his Spirit and Judg- 

ment ſupplied ſomething. And (though that in him 

this kind of Poem appeared abſolute, and fully per- 
fected) yet how is the Face of it chang'd ſince, in 


Menauder, Philemon, Cecilius, Plautus, and the __ 
—Y | Ws 6 


| 6 


who-have utterly excluded the Chorus, altered the 
Property of the Perſons, their Names, and Natures, 
and augmented it with all Liberty, according to the 
Elegancy and . Diſpoſition. of thoſe Times wherein 
they wrote. I ſce not then, but we ſhould enjoy the 
fame Licence, or free Power, to illuſtrate and heigh- 


ten our Invention as they. did; and not be tied to 


thoſe ſtrict and regular Forms which the Niceneſs 
of a few (who are nothing but Form) would thruſt 
upon us. | 


"Mit. Well, we will not diſpute of this now: But 


what's his Scene? 
Cor. Marry, Inſula Fortunata, Sir. | 
Mit. O, the Fortunate Iſland: Maſs, he has bound 
himſelf to a ſtrict Law there, p 
Cor. Why ſo? + £4 
Mit. He cannot lightly alter the Scene, without 
croſſing the Seas. | 
Cor. He needs not, having a whole Iſland to run 
through, I think. | $a tl 
Mit. No? How comes it then, that in ſome one 
. we ſee ſo many Seas, Countries, and Kingdoms, 
paſt over with ſuch admirable Dexterity? 


Cor. O, that but ſhews how well the Authors can 
Travel in their Vocation, and out-run the Appre- 


henſion of their Auditory. But leaving this, I would 
they would begin once : This Protraction is able'to 
ſour the beſt-ſerled Patience in the Theatre. 

Mit. They have anſwered your Wiſh, Sir; they 


ſound. 


your Prologue for you, I faith. 


The 
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Cor. O, here comes the Prologue. Now, Sir, if 
you had ſtaid a little longer, I meant to have ſpoke , 


S* 
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nn The third Sounding. 
PROLOGUE.' 


Prol. Marry, with all my Heart, Sir, you ſhall dg 
it yer, and I thank you. 1 44m „ . r 
Cor. Nay, nay, ſtay, ſtay, hear you? 

Prol. You could not have ſtudied to ha' done me 
a greater benefit at the inſtant; for I proteſt to you, 
om Poe and (had I ſpoke it) I muſt of neccſs 

ty have been out, N | 
Cor. Why, but do you ſpeak this ſeriouſly ? 

Prol. Seriouſſy! 1 (Wit's my help, do I) and eſteem 
my ſelf indebted to your Kindneſs for it. | 

Cor. For what? | | 

Prol. 'Why, for undertaking the Prologue for me, 

Cor. How? did I undertake it for you? 

Prol. Did you! I appeal to all theſe Gentlemen, 
whether you did or no? Come, come, it pleaſes you 
to caſt a ſtrange look on't now; but twill not ſerve, 
Cor. Fore me, but it mult ſerve; and therefore 
ſpeak your Prologue. K 

Prot. An' I do, let me die poiſon'd with ſome ve- 
nomous Hiſs, and never live to look as high as the 
Two-penny Room again. Go ect 

Mit. He has pur you to it, Sir. 

Cor. What a humourous Fellow is this? Gentle - 
men, good faith I can ſpeak no Prologue, howſoe- 
ver his weak Wit has had the Fortune to make 
_ ſtrong uſe of me here before you: But I pro- 
te be; | nne 
Enter Carlo Buffone, with a Boy and Wine, 

Car. Come, come, leave theſe fuſtian Proteſtati- 
ons; away, come, I cannot abide theſe gray-headed 
Ceremonies. Boy, fetch me a Glaſs, quickly, I may 
bid theſe Gentlemen welcome; give 'em a Health 
here, I mar'le whoſe Wit 'twas to put a Prologue 


* 
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in yond' Sackbut's Mouth; they might well think 
he'd be out of tune, and yet you'd play upon him 
too. 

Cor. Hang him, dull Block. i 
Car. O good words, good words; 1 well-timber'd 
Fellow, he would ha' made a good Column, an' he 
had been thought on, when the Houſe was a build» 
ing. O, art thou come? Well ſaid; give me, Boy, 
fill, ſo. Here's a Cup of Wine ſparkles like a Dia- 
mond. Gentlewomen (I am ſworn 1 them in 


firſt) and Gentlemen, a Round, in place of a bad 
Prologue; I drink this good Draught to your Health 
here, Canary, the very Elixir and Spirit of Wine. 
This is that our Poet calls Caftalian Liquor, when 
he comes abroad (now and then) once in a · Fort- 
night, and makes a good Meal among Players, where 
he has Caninum appetitum; Marry, at home he keeps 
a good Philoſophical Diet, Beans and Butter- milk; 
an honeſt pure Rogue, he will take you off three, 
four, five of theſe, one after another, and look vil- 
lanouſly when he has done, like a one- headed Cer- 
berus (he does not hear me, I hope) and then (when 
his Belly is well ballac'd, and his Brain rigg'd a lit- 
tle) he ſails away with all, as though he would work 
Wonders when he comes home. He has made a 
Play here, and he calls it, Every Man out of his Hu- 
mour. But an' he get me out of the Humour he 
has put me in, Þll truſt none of his Tribe again 
while I live. Genteels, all I can ſay for him, is, 
Lou are welcome: I could wiſh my Bottle here a- 
mongſt you; but there's an old Rule, No pledging 
your own Health. Marry, if any here be thirſty for 
ir, their beſt way (that I know) is, fit ftill, ſeal up 
their Lips, and drink ſo much of the Play in 0 _ 
5 r LT. xit. 
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EK. 


Mit. What may this Fellow be, Cordatiis ? 

Cor. Faith if the Time will ſaffer his Deſcription, 
I'll give it you. He is one, the Author calls him 
Carlo Buffone, an impudent common Jeſter, a violent 
Railer, and an incomprehenſible Epicure ; one whoſe 
Company is defir'd of all Men, bur belov'd of none; 
he-will ſooner loſe his Soul thana Jeſt, and prophane 
even the moſt Holy things, to excite Laughter: No 
Honourable or Reverend Perſonage whatſoever, can 
come within the reach of his Eye, but is turn'd into 
all manner of Variety, by his adult'rate Smilies. 

Mit. You paint forth a Monſter. | 

Cor. He will prefer all Countries before his Na- 
tive, and thinks he can never ſufficiently, or with 
admiration enough, deliver his affectionate Conceit 
of Foreign  Atheiſtical Policies. But ſtay | 
Obſerve theſe; he'll appear himſelf anon. | 

F Mo O, this is your envious Man (Macilente) 1 
think. RN e! 

Cor. The ſame, Sir. 


2 


AQCE:L SCENE, 
| | Macilente. 
Tri eft, fortune cæcitatem facill ferre. | 


Tis true; but, Stoick, where (inthe vaſt World) 
Doth that Man breathe, that can ſo much command 
His Blood and his Affection? Well, I ſee 
J ſtrive in vain to cure my wounded Soul; 


For every Cordial that my Thoughts apply 
Turns to a Corr'five, — doth eat it farther. 


There 


* 
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There is no taſte in this Philoſophy, 
"Tis like a Potion that a Man ſhould drink, 
But turns his Stomach with the ſight of it. 
I am no ſuch pil'd Cynique, to believe, 
That Beggary is the only Happineſs ; 
Or (with a number of theſe patient Fools) . 
To ſing: My Mind to me a Kingdom ix, © 
When the lank hungry Belly barks for Food. 
I look into the Worid, and there I meet hog 
With objects, that do ſtrike my Blood-ſhor Eyes 
Into my Brain: where, when I view my ſelf, 
Having before obſerv'd, this Man is great, 
Mighty, and fear'd; that lov'd, and highly favour' d; 
A third thought wiſe and learned; a — rich, 
And therefore honour'd; a fifth rarely featur d; 
A ſixth admir'd for his nuptial fortunes: | 
When I ſee theſe (I ſay) and view my ſelf, 
I wiſh the Organs of my fight were crackt 
And that the Engine of my grief could caſt | 
Mine Eye-balls, like two Globes of wild-fire, forth, 
To melt this unproportion'd frame of Nature. 
Oh, they are thoughts that have transfixt my heart, 
And often (i the ſtrength of apprehenſion) | 
Made my cold paſſion ſtand upon my Face. 
Like drops of Dew on a ſtiff cake of Ice. 


CEE 2 as: wn 
Cor. This alludes well to that of the Poet, 


Invidus ſuſpirat, gemit, incutitque dentes, 
Sudat frigidus, intuens quod odit. 
| Mit. O peace, you break rhe Scene. 
Maci. Soft, who be theſe? 


I'll lay me down awhile till they be paſt. 
JJ 1 ie al 
Cor. Signior, note this Gallant, I pray ou. 
Mit. W hat is he? * b 
Cor, A tame Rook, you'll take * 


a” 


* 


5 
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SCENE u. 


 Oogliardo, Carlo Buſfone, Macilente. 


Sog. Nay, look you Carlo: this is my humour now! 
I have Land and Mony, my Friends left me well, 
and I will be a Gentleman whatſoever it coſt me. 

Car. A moſt Gentleman-like reſolution. 

Sog. Tut, an' I rake an humour of a thing once, 
I am like your Taylors Needle, I go through; but, 
for my. Name, Signior, how think you? will it not 
ſerve for a Gentleman's Name, when the Signior is 
put to it? ha? | ; | 

Car. Let me hear: how is't? | 

Sag: Signior Inſulſo Sogliardo: methinks it ſounds 
Well. | 
Car. O excellent! tut, and all fitted to your 
Name, you might very well ſtand for a Gentleman: 
I know many Sogliardo's Gentlemen. | 

Sog. Why, and for my Wealth I might be a 
Juſtice of Peace. | "by 

Car. I, and a Conſtable for your W it. 

Sog. All this is my Lordſhip you ſee here, and 
thoſe Farmes you came by 

Car. Good ſteps to Gentility too, marry :. but 
Sogliardo, if you affect to be a Gentleman indeed, you 
muſt obſerve all the rare qualities, humours, and 
complements of a Gentleman. 50 

Sog. I know it, Signior, and if you pleaſe to in- 
ſtruct, I am not too good to learn, I'Il aſſure you. 

Car. Enough Sir: Lll make admirable. uſe i' the 
projection of 7 Medicine upon this lump of Cop- 

per here. I'll bethink me for you, Sir. | 
Sog. Signior, I will both pay you, and pray you, 
and thank you, and think on you, | 


ORE. Ms 
Cor. Is this not purely good? {Maci; 
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Maci. Why, why ſhould ſuch a prick-ear'd Hind | 


as this | Lf 
Be rich? ha? a Fool? ſuch a tranſparent Gull 
That may be ſeen through? wherefore ſhould he 
„ have Land, | 
Houſes, and Lordſhips? O, I could eat my Intrails, 
And ſink my Soul into rhe Earth with ſorrow. 
Car. Firſt (to be an accompliſhr Gentleman, that 
is, a Gentleman of the time) you muſt give o'er 
Houſe-keeping in the Country, and live altogether 
in the City amongſt Gallants; where, at your firſt ap- 
pearance, twere good you turn'd four or five hundred 
Acres of your beſt Land into two or three Trunks of Ap- 
arel (you may do it without going to a Conjurer) and 
e ſure you mix your ſelf ſtill with ſuch as flouriſh 
in the Spring of the Faſhion, and are leaſt popular : 
ſtudy their carriage and behaviour in all; learn to 
lay at Primero and Paſſage, and (ever when you 
Joſe) ha“ two or three peculiar Oaths to ſwear by, 
that no Man elſe ſwears : but above all, proteſt in your 
play, and affirm «pon your credit; As you are a true 
Gentleman, (at every caſt) you may do it with a ſafe 
Conſcience, I warrant you. | 58 
Sog. O admirable rare! he cannot chuſe but be a 
Gentleman that ha's theſe excellent gifts: More, 
more, I beſeech you. . 
Car. You muſt endeavour to feed cleanly at your 
Ordinary, fit melanckolly, and pick your Teeth 
when you cannot ſpeak: and when you come to 
Plays, be humorous, look with a good ſtarch'd Face, 
and ruffle your Brow like'a new Boot, laugh at no- 
thing but your ownſJeſts,orelſe as the Noblemen laugh. 
That's a ſpecial grace you muſt obſerve. 
Sog. I warrant you, Sir. 


Car. I, and fit o'the Stage and flout, provided you 
have a good Suit: | 


Sog. O, I'll bave a Suit only for that, Sir. 


. | | Car. 
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- 1 You muſt talk much of your Kindred and 

| Sog. Lies! no Signior, I ſhall not need to do fo, 
I have Kindred i' the City to talk of; I have a Niece 
is a Merchant's Wifez and a Nephew, my Brother 


|  Sordido's Son, of the Inns of Court. 


Car. O, but you muſt pretend Alliance with Cour- 
tiers and great Perſons: and ever when you are to 
dine or ſup in any ſtrange preſence, hire a Fellow 
with a great Chain (though it be Copper, it's ne 
matter) to bring you Letters, feign'd from ſuch a 
Nobleman, or ſuch a Knight, or ſuch a Lady, 70 
their. worſbipful, right rare and nobly qualified Friend and 
Kinſman, Signior Inſulſo Sogliardo; give your ſelf ſtile 
enough. And there (while you intend eee le. 
of News, or enquiry of their Health, or ſo) one of 
your familiars (whom you muſt carry about you till) 
breaks it up (as twere in a jeſt) and reads it publick- 
ly at the Table: at which you muſt ſeem to take as 
unpardonable offence, as if he had torn your Mi- 
ſtreſs's Colours, or breath'd upon her Picture; and 
purſue it with that hot Grace, as if you would ad- 
vance a Challenge upon it preſently. 8 

Sog. Stay, I do not like that humour of Challenge, 
it may be accepted; but 1'1I tell 8 my hu- 
mour now: I will do this: Iwill take Occaſion of 
ſending one of my Suits to the Taylors to have the 
Pocket repaired, or ſo; and there ſuch a Letter as 
you talk of (broke open and all) ſhall be left: O 
the Taylor will preſently give out what 1 am, uport 
the reading of it, worth twenty of your Gallants. 

Car. Bur then you muſt put on an extreme Face 
of Piſcontentment at your Man's negligence. 

Sag. O, ſo I will, and beat him too: I'll have a 
Man for the purpoſe. | 

Mac. You may, you haye Land and Crowns: O 
partial Fate. „ 


Car. 
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cur. Maſs, well remembred, you muſt keep your 
Men gallant at the firſt, fine pyed Liveries laid with 
good Gold Lace; there's no loſs in it, they may xipꝰt 
off and pawn it when they lack VIctuallss. 
Sog. By Lady, that is chargeable Signior, *twill 
bring a Man in debr. oo 7 Fats 
Car. Debt? why, that's the more for your Cat's 
Sir: it's an excellent Policy to owe much in theſ 


— if you note it. CC 
og: As how, good Signior? I would fain be a 
Politician, © $626 ee 7-7103-76Þ4 

Car. O! look where you are indebted any great 
Sum, your Creditor obſerves you with no leſs regard, 
than if he were bound to you for ſome- huge Bene- 
fit, and will quake to give you the leaſt cauſe of Of- 


Fence, leſt he loſe his Mony. I aſſure you (in theſe 


times) ho Man has his Servant more obſequious and 
pliant, than Gentlemen their Creditors: to whom 
(if at any time) you pay but a Moiety, er a fourth 
part, it comes more acceptably than if you gave em 
A . math „C DENCE 4/7 NO 
90 perceive you, Sir: I will take up, and bring 

my ſelf in Credit fare. 3 

Car. Matry this, always beware you Commerce 
not with Bankrupts, or poor needy Ludgathians : they 
are impudent Creatures, turbulent-Spirits, they care 
not what violent Tragedies they ſtir, nor how they 
play faſt and looſe with a poor Gentleman's For- 
tunes, to get their own. Marry theſe rich Fellows 
(that ha? the World, or the better part of it, ſleep- 
ing in their Counting-Houſes) = are ten times 
more placable, they; either Fear, Hope, or Modeſt 
reſtrains them from offering any Outrages: but this 
is nothing to your followers, you ſhall not run a pen- 
n in Arrearage for them, an' you liſt your 
elt. 


Sog. No? how ſhould I keep em them?; 
Vol. I. K . 
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Car. Keep em? let them keep themſelves, they 
are no Sheep, are they? What? = ſhall Fein 
Houſes, where Plate, Apparel, Jewels, and divers o- 
ther pretty Commodities lie negligently ſcattered, 
and I would ha' thoſe Mercaries follow me (I trow,) 
_ remember they had not their Fingers for no- 
ing. | 
$8. That's not ſo good methinks. | | 
Car. Why, after you have kept 'em a Fortnight, 
or ſo, and ſhew'd em enough to the World, you 
2 turn 8 away, and keep no more but a Boy, 
's Ce We; 2-54 111 
Sog. Nay, my humour is not for Boys, I'll keep 
Men, an 4 keep any; and I'll give Coats, that's my 
humour a but I lack a Co. * 
Car. „ now you ride to t i u ma 
buy one, Ih bring fk where you ſhall be _ 
choice for Mony. ; | 
Sog. Can you, Sir? GEN 
Car. O, I: you ſhall have one take meaſure of 
you, and make you a Coat of Arms to fit you, of 
what Faſhion you will. | 
Sog. By word of Mouth, I thank you, Signiot : 
I'll be once a little prodigal in a humour i' faith, and 
have a moſt prodigious Coat. 
Mac. Torment and death! break Head and Brain 
at once, 8 b 
To be deliver'd of your fighting iſſue. 
Who can indure to ſee blind Fortune dote thus? 
To be enamour'd on this duſty Turf? 
This Clod? a whorſon puck-fiſt? O God, God, God, 
God, Go. | 
I could run wild with grief now, to behold 
The rankneſs of her bounties, that doth breed 
Such Bull-ruſhes ; theſe Muſhroom Gentlemen, 
That ſhoot up in a Night to Place and Worſhip. 
Car. Let him alone, ſome Stray, ſome Stray. 
Sog. Nay, I will examine him before I go, 8 
| ar 
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Car. The Lord of the Soil has all wefts and ſtrays 
here, has he not? | | 
CH. Faith aden! pity the yoor Fellow, he's alte 
Car. Faith then! pity t Fellow, he's fall'n 
5d Fools Hunk. | 7 5 1 OT 
Sog. Sirrah, who gave you a Commiſſion to lye 
in my Lordſhip?ꝰ | 2 85 
Mor. Your Lordthip . = 
— 4 How ? my Lordſhip? do you know me, Sir? 
. I do know you, Sir. gin: 
Car. He anſwers him like an Eccho. 
Sog. Why, who am I, Sir? 

Mac. One of thoſe that Fortune favours. 5 
1 Car. The Prripbrafs of a Fool; Vil obſerve this 
etter. | | e a 
eg. That Fortune favours? how mean you that, 

Friend? e 93 

Mac. I mean ſimply. That you are one that lives 
not by your Wits? . | | I 

Sog. By my Wits? No, Sir, I ſcorn to live by 
my Wits, I. I have better means I tell thee, than 
to take ſuch bafe Courſes, as to live by my Wits. 
W har, doſt thou think I live by my Wits? 

Mac. Methinks, Jeſter, you ſhould not reliſh this well. 
Car. Ha? does he know me? | 

Mac. Though yours be the worſt Uſe a Man can put 
his wit to, of thouſands, to proſtitute it at every 
Tavern and Ordinaryz yet (methinks) you ſhould 
have turn'd your broad-fide at this, and have been 
ready with an Apology, able to fink this bulk of igno- 
rance, into the bottom and depth of his contempr. 
Car. Oh ! 'tis Macilente! Signior, you are well 
encountred, how is't? O, we muſt nor regard what he 
ſays Man,' a Trout, a ſhallow Fool, he has no more 
Brain than a Butterfly, a meer ſtuft Suit, he looks 
like a muſty Bottle new wicker'd, his Head's the 
Cork, light, light. I am glad to ſee you fo well re- 
turn'd, | ignior. NY | 
K 2 Mac. 
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Mac. You are? Gramercy, good Janus. 
Sog. Is he one of your acquaintance? I love him 
the better for that. | | 
Car. God's precious, come away Man, what do 
ou mean? an you knew him as I do, you'd ſhun 
Lim as you'd do the Plague. 3 
Sog. Why, Sir? 2 3 
Car. O, he's a black Fellow, take heed on him. 
Sog. Is he a Scholar, or a Soldier? | 
Car. Both, both; a lean Mungril, he looks as if 
he were chop-fal'n, with barking at other Mens 
good fortunes: *ware how you offend him, he 
carries Oyl and Fire in his Pen, will ſcald where it 
drops: his Spirit's like Powder, quick, violent: he'll 
blow a Man up with a Jeſt : I fear him worſe than a 
Totten Wall does the Cannon, ſhake an hour after at 
the report. Away, come not near him. N 
Sog. For God's ſake let's be gone; an' he be a 
Scholar, you know I cannot abide him, I had as 
lieve ſee a Cockatrice, ſpecially as Cockatrices go 
now. | 
Car. What, you'll ſtay,” Signior? this Gentleman 
Sogliardo, and I, are to viſit the Knight Puntarvolo, 
and from thence to the City, we ſhall meet there. 
Mac. I, when I cannot ſhun you, we will mcet. 
Tis ſtrange! of all the Creatures I have ſeen, 
I envy not this Buffoon, for indeed 
Neither his Fortunes nor his Parts deſerve it: 
But I do hate him, as I hate the Devil, 
Or that Braſs-viſag'd monſter Barbari/m. 
O, ttis an open-throated, black-mouth'd Cur, 
That bites at all, but eats not thoſe that feed him. 
A Slave, that to your Face will (Serpent like) 
Creep on the Ground, as he would eat the Duſt 
And to your Back will turn the Tail, and ſting 
More deadly than a Scorpion: Stay, who's this? 
Now for my Soul another Minion 
Of the old Lady Chance's: I'll obſerve him. 


SCENE 
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Sord. O rare! good, good, good, good, goed! I 
thank my Stars, I thank my Stags for it. FEET 

Mac. Said I not true? doth not his Paſſion ſpeak 
Out of my Divination? O my Senſes, . 
Why loſe you not your Powers, and become 
Dull'd if not deaded with this ſpectacle? 2 
I know him, tis Sordido, the Farmer, J. 
A Boar, and Brother to that Swine was here. 
Ford. Excellent, excellent, excellent! as 1 would 


wiſh, as I would wiſh, 


Mac. See how the Strumpet Fortune tickles him, 
And makes him ſwoon with Laughter, O, O, O. 
Lord. Ha, ha, ha, I will not ſow my Grounds this 
Year. Letmeſee what Harveſt ſhall we have? June, 


July, Auguſt? | 


Mac. What is't, a Prognoſtication raps him ſo? _ 
Sord. The xx, xxi, xxii Days, Rain and Wind, O 
ood, good! the xxiii, and xxiv, Rain and ſome 
Wind, ood ! the xxv, Rain, good ſtill! xxvi,xxvii, 
xxviii, Wind and ſome Rain; would: it had been 
Rain and ſome Wind : well 'tis good (when it can 
be no better,) xxix, inclining to Rain: inclining to 
Rain? that's not ſo good now : xxx, and xxxi, Wind 
and no Rain: no Rain? *'Slid ſtay; this is worſe 
and worle,: what ſays he of Saint Swithins? turn back, 
loo * Tee no af ? a 4 : 
ac. O, here's a precious dirty, damned Rogue 
That fats himſelf wit pa Pls 1 5 
Of rotten Weather and, unſeaſonꝰd Hours; 
And he is rich for it, and elder Brother! 
His Barns are full! his Reeks and Mows well trod! 
His Garners crack with * O, 'tis well; ha, ha, * 
4 
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A Plague conſume thee, and thy Houſe | 
Sord. O, here, St. Swithins, the xv Day, variable. 
Weather, for the moſt part Rain; good; for the moſt 
part Rain: why, it ſhould Rain forty Days after, 
now, more or-leſs, it was 4 Rule held, afore I was 
able to hold a Plough, and yet here are two Days 
no Rain; ha? it makes me muſe. We'll fee how 
the next Month begins, if that be better. September, 
firſt, ſecond, third, and fourth Days, rainy and bluſt- 
cring ; this is well now: fifth, fixth, ſeventh, eighth 
and ninth, rainy, with ſome Thunder; I marry, this 
is excellent; the other was falſe printed ſure: the 
renth and eleventh, great ſtore of Rain; O good, 
good, good, good, good! the twelfth, thirteenth, 
and fourteenth days, Rain; good ſtill ; fifteenth 
and ſixteenth, Rain; good ſtill: ſeventeenth and 
eighteenth, Rain, good ſtill; nineteenth and twen- 
ticth, good fill, * ſtill, good ſtill, good ſtill, 
good ſtill! one and twentieth, ſome Rain; ſome 
Rain? well we muſt be patient, and attend the Hea- 
vens Pleaſure, would it were more though: the one 
and twentieth, two and twentieth, three and twen- 
ticth, great Tempeſts of Rain, Thunder and Light- 
ning. 8 
G good again, paſt expectation good! 
I chart my biegen angel; never, Wer 
Laid 1 penny betrer out than this, 
To purchafe this dear Book : not dear for price, 
And yet of me as dearly priz'd as Life, 
Since in it is contain'd the very Life, 
Blood, Strength, and Sinews of my Happineſs. 
Bleſt be the Hour, wherein 1 2 this Bock: 
His Studies Happy that compos'd the Book. 
And the Man fortunate that fold the Book. 
Sleep with this Charm, and be as true to me, 
As | am joy'd and confident in thee. | 
Mac. Ha, ha, ha? I' not this good? Ist not plea- 
ſing this? [The Hind enters with. a "Mm 
| a, 
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Ha, ha, ha! God pardon me! ha, ha! 

Let poflible that ſuch a ſpacious Villain 
Should live, and not be plagu'd? or lies he hid 
Within the wrinkled Boſom ef the World, 
Where Heay'n cannot ſee him? why (methinks) 
"Tis rare, and ſtrange, that he ſhould breath, and walk, 
Feed with digeſtion, ſleep, enjoy his Health, 
And (like 2 boiſt'rous Whale, ſwallowing the poor) 
Still ſwim in Wealth and Pleaſure! is't not anger N 
Unleſs his Houſe and Skin were Thunder- proof, 

I] wonder at it! Methinks, now, the Hectick _. 
Gout, Leproſie, or ſome ſuch loath'd Diſeaſe, 
Might li fir upon him; or that Fire (from Heaven) 
Might fall upon his Barns; or Mice and Rats 
Eat up his Grain; or elſe that it might rot 

Within the hoary Reels, &cn as it ſtands: 
Methinks this might be well; and after all 
The Devil might come and fetch him. I, 'tis true / 
Mean time he ſurfeits in Proſperity, 

And thou (in envy of him) gnawiſt thy ſelf: 
Peace, Fool, get hence, and tell thy vexed Spirit, 
„Wealth in this Age will ſcarcely look on Merit. 

Ford. Who brought. this ſame, Sirrah? 

Hin. * Sir, one of the juſtices Men, he ſays 
A Precept, and all their Hands be at it. 

Sord. 1. and the prints of them ſick in my Fleſh, 
Deeper than i' their Letters: They have ſent ne 
Pills wrapt in Paper here, that ſhould I take em, 
Would poyſon all the ſweetneſs of my Book, 

And turn my Honey into Hemlock-juyce. 15 
But I am wiſer than to ſerve their Precepts, 
Or follow their Preſcriptions. Here's a device, 
To charge me bring my Grain unto the Markets: 
J, much, when I have neither Barn nor Garner, 
Nor Earth to hide it in, I'll bring it; till then, 
Each Corn I ſend ſhall be as big as Pauls. | 
O, but (fay ſome) the poor are like. to ſtarve. 

K 4 


152 Every Man out of his Humour. 
Why let 'em ſtarve, what's that to me? are Bees 
Bound to keep life in Drones and idle Moths? no: 
Why ſuch are theſe (that term themſelves the Poor, 
Only becauſe they would be 2 Ry | 
ut are indeed a ſort of lazy eggtrs ) 
Licentious Rogues, and ſturdy Vagabonds, 
Bred (by the Sloth of a fat plenteous Year) © 
Like Snakes in heat of Summer, out of Dung; 
And this is all that theſe cheap times are good for: 
Whereas a wholſome and penurious Dearth | 
Page tp Soil of ſuch vile excrements, 
And kills the Vipers up, | 
Hin. O, but Maſter, 
Take heed they hear you not. 

Sord. Why ſo? | | 

Hin. They will exclaim againſt you. 

Sord. I, their Exclaims | 
Move me as much, as thy Breath moves a Mountain! 
Poor Worms, they hiſs at me, whilſt I at home 
Can be contented to applaud my ſelf, 

T6 fit and clap my Hands, and laugh, and leap, 
Knocking my Head againſt my Roof, with joy 
To ſee how plump my Bags are, and my Barns. 
Sirrah, go, hie you home, and bid your fellows 
Get all their Flayls ready again' I come. 

Hig. I will, Sir. 

Sord. I'll inſtantly ſet all my Hinds to thraſhing, 
Of a whole reek of Corn, which Iwill hide 
Under the Ground; and with the Straw thereof 
I'll ſtuff the out-fides of my other Mows : 

That done, I'll have em empty all my Garners, 
And i' the friendly Earth bury my ſtore, 

That, when the Searchers come, they may ſuppoſe 
All's ſpent, and that my Fortunes were bely'd. | 
And to lend more opinion to my want, 

And ſtop that many- mouthed vulgar Dog, 
(Which elſe would till be baying at my Door) 
Each Market-day, I will be ſeen to buy 


Part 


Even Man out of bis Humour. 153 

Part of the pureſt Wheat, as for my Houſhold; 
Where when it comes, it ſhall increaſe my Heaps, 
Twill yield me treble Gain at this dear time, 
Promis'd in this dear Book: I have caſt all. 
Till then I will not {ell an Ear, I'll hang firſt. 
O, I ſhall make my Prices as I lift, 
My Houſe and I. can feed on Peas and Barley; 

hat though a world of Wretches ſtarve the while; 


He that will thrive muſt think no Courſes vile. 


Cor. Now, Signior, how approve yoy this? have 
the Humouriſts expreſt themſelves truly or no? 
Mit. Yes, (if it be well ese c tis hitherto 
happy enough: but methinks Macilents went hence 
too ſoon, he might have been made to ſtay, and ſpeak 
ſomewhat in reproof of Sordido's wretchedneſs now 
at the laſt, | | | 

Cor. O, no, that had been extreamly improper 3 
beſides, he had continued the Scene too long with 

im, as twas, being in no more action. 

Mit. You may enforce the length as a neceſſa 
Reaſon; but for propriety, the Scene would very well 
have born it in my Judgement. | 5 

Cor. O, worſt of both; why, you miſtake his 
Humour utterly then, | 

Mit. How? do I miſtake it? is't not Envy? 

Cor. Yes, but you muſt underſtand, Signior, he 
envies him not as he is a Villain, a Woolf! the Com- 
mon-wealth, but as he is rich and fortunate; for the 
true condition of Envy, is, Dolor alienæ felicitatis, to 
have our Eyes continually fixt upon another Man's 
Proſperity, that is, his chief happineſs, and to grieve 
at that. Whereas if we make his monſtrous and 
abhorr'd Actions our Object, the Grief (we take then) 
comes nearer the Nature of Hate than Envy, as be- 


ing 
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ing bred out of a kind of contempt and loathing in 
our ſelves. . 1 7 es ws Gr ee 

Mit. So you'll infer jt had been Hate, not Enry 
in him, to reprehend the Humour of Sordido? 

Cor. Right, for what a Man truly envies in ano- 
ther, he could always love and chertth in himſelf; 
but no Man trily reprehends in another, what he 
loves in himſelf; therefore r nſion is out of 
his hate. And this diſtinction hath he himſelf made 
in a Speech there (if you markt it) where he ſays, 1 

envy not this Buffoon, but I hate him. 
Mit. Stay, Sir: J envy nat this Buffoon, but I hate 
* , why might he not as well have hated Sordido as 


im | | 
Cor. No, Sir, there was ſubject for his Envy in 
Sordido, his Wealth: ſo was there not in the other. 
He ſtood poſſeſt of no one eminent Gift, but a moſt 
odious and Fiend- like Diſpoſition, that would turn 


Charity itſelf into Hate, much more Envy, for the 
preſent. | 8 
Mit. You have ſatisfied mc, Sir. O, here comes 


the Fool and the Jeſter again merhinks. 

Cor. Twere pity they ſhould be parted, Sir. 
Mit. What bright-ſhining Gallant's that with 
them? the Knight they went to? | 
Cor. No, Sir, this is one Monficur Faſtidius Brist, 
otherwiſe call'd the freſh Frenchefied Courtier. 

Mit. A Humouriſt too? 

Cor. As humorous as Quick- ſilver, do but obſerye 
him, the Scege is the Country ſtill, remember. 


ACT 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
Faſt. Print, Cinedo, Carle Bap, Sogtiario 


Fap.. (oo. watch when the Knight comes, and 
give us word, 
Cin. I will, Sir. 

Fat. How lik'ſt thou my Boy, Curio? | 

Car. O, well, well. He looks like a Colonel of 
the Pigmies Horſe, or one of theſe Motions, in a 
grear antique Clock; he would ſhew well upon 2 

abberdaſhers Stall, at a Corner Shop rarely. 

Faſt. What a damn'd witty Rogue's this? how 
he confounds with his Similes? | 

Car. Better with ſimiles than ſmiles: and whi- 
Fon were you riding (bay — — 3 

1 1? what a 's 3 Whither 
Kul Lid bur to the Saure Re 
O, Pardon me, Sir, twenty more; 
your Hot-houſe, or your Whore-houſe 
Feat. By the virtue of my Soul, rhisKnight.dwells 
in Elizium here. 
Car. 13 now, I thought he would flie out 
9 7 4 Theſe be our Nimble Spirited Caz/o's, that 
a' their evaſions at pleaſure, will run over a wm 
like your Wild if; no ſooner ſtarted, bur they 
leap from one thing to another, like a Squirrel, hiegh ! 
dance and do tricks i' their Diſcourſe, from Fire to 
Water, from Water to Air, from Air to Earth, as 
if their Tongues did but e' en lick the four Elements 
over, and away. | 

Faſt. Sirrah, Carlo, thou never ſaw'ſt my Grey- 
hobby yet, didſt thou? 

Car. No; ha' you ſuch a one? 
 F#Faf. The beſt in Europe (my good Villain) thou'lt 
ſay, when thou ſeeſt him. 2 

| | ar. 


Car. But when ſhall I ſee imm 

Faſt. There was a Noble Man i' the Court offer - 
ed me à hundred Pound for him, by this Light; a 

fine little fiery ſlave, he runs like a (oh) excellent, 

excellent! with the very ſound of the Spur. f 
Car. How? the ſound of the Spur? 

Faſt. O, it's your only humour now extant, Sir; 
a good gingle, a good gingilo. | 

Car. You ſhall fee him turn Morrice-dancer, he 
has got him Bells, a good Sute, and a Hobby-horſe. 

Sag. Signior, now you talk of a Hobby-horſe, I 
22 one is will not be given for a brace of 
„5 abt 

aft. How is that, Sir? | 

Sog. Marry, Sir, I am telling this Gentleman of a 
7 y-horſe, it was my Father's indeed, and (though 

ay it 

Gor. That ſhould not ſay it) on, on. 

Sog. He did dance in it, with as good humour, 
and as good regard as any Man of his Degree what- 
ſoever, being no Gentleman: I have danc'd in it my 
ſelf roo. Ee <4 6 „„ 

Car. Not ſince the humour of Gentility was upon 
you? did you? 8 1 2 

Sog. Ves, once; marry, that was but to ſhew what 
a Gentleman might do in a Humour. | 

Car. O, very good. 8 88 


G R E X. 


Mit. Why, this Fellow's diſcourſe were nothing 
but for the word Humour. i | | 

Cor. O, bear with him, an' he ſhould lack matter 
and words too, 'twere pitiful. 

Sog. Nay, look you, Sir, there's ne'er a Gentle- 
man i' the Country has the like humours, for 
the Hobby-horſe, as I have; I have the method far 
the threding of the Needle and all, the — 


Car. 


* 
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Car. How, the method? .. 3 
"Fog. I, the Leigerity for that, and the Whigh- 
hie, and the Daggers in the Noſe, and the Travels 
of the Egg from Finger to Finger, and all the hu- 
mours incident to the Quality. The Horſe hangs 
at home in my Parlor. I'Il keep it for a Monument 
P ß 57 
Car. Do ſo; and when you die, twill be an ex- 
cellent Trophee to hang over your Tomb. ö 
Sog. Maſs, and I'll have a Tomb (now I think on't) 
tis but ſo much Charges. 
Car. Beſt build it in your Life-time then, your 
Heirs hap to forget it elſe. _ 
Sog. Nay, I mean fo, I'll not truſt to them. 
Car. No, for Heirsand Executors are grown dam- 
nable careleſs, ſpecially ſince the Ghoſts of Teſtators 
left walking z how like yu him, Signior? 
Faſt. Fore Heav'ns, his humour arrides me ex- 
ceedingly. f 
Car. Arrides you? 3 3 
Fat. I, pleaſes me (a pox on't) I am ſo haunted 
at the Court, and at my Lodging, with your refin'd 
choice Spirits, that it makes me clean of another 
Garb, another ſheaf, I know not how! I cannot 
frame me to your harſh vulgar Phraſe, tis againſt my 
genius. 


Sag. Signior Carlo. 
G RE X. 


Cor. This is right to that of Horace, Dum vitant 
| Pulti vitia, in contraria currunt; ſo this Gallant, la- 
bouring to avoid Popularity, falls into a habit of Af- 
fectation, Ten thouſand times hatefuller than the 
former. | 

Car. Who he? a Gull, a Fool, no falt in him 
i' the Earth, Man; he looks like a freſh Salmon kept 
in a Tub, he'll be ſpent ſhortly. His Brain's ligh- 
$7 | ter 
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ter than his Feather already, and his Tongue more 
ſubje& to lye, than that's to wag; he b with a 
Musk cat every night, and walks all Day hang'd in 
Pomander Chains for Penance; he has his Skin tan'd 
in Civet, to make his Complexion ſtrong, and the 
fweerneſs of his Youth lafting in the Senſe of his 
_ Lady; a good empty puff, he loves you wellz 
ignior. | 


. There ſhall be no love loſt, Sir, I'll aſſure 


ou. | | 
N Faſt, Nay, Carlo, I am not happy i“ thy love, I 
ſee: pray thee ſuffer me to enjoy thy Company a lit- 
tle (feet Mi/chief) by this Air, I ſhall envy this Gen- 
tleman's place in thy Affections, if you be thus pri- 
vate, i' faith. How now? is the Knight arriv'd 
Ener Cinedo. oh 
Cin. No, Sir, but' tis gueſt he will arrive preſents 
ly, by his Fore-runners, 
Faf#. His Hounds! by Minerva an excellent Fi- 
gure; a good war + | | 
Car. You ſhould give him a French Crown for it; 
the Boy would find two better Figures i“ that, anda 
good —_ of your Bounty befide. | 
Faff. Tut, the Boy wants no Crowns. 
Car. No Crown; ſpeak i' the ſingular Number, 
and we'll believe you. | 
Faſt. Nay, thou are ſo capriciouſly conceited now. 
Sirrah (damnation) I have heard this Knight Pantar- 
volo reported to be a Gentleman of exceeding good 
humour, thou know'ft him; pr'y thee, how is his 
Diſpoſition? I ne'er was ſo favour'd of my Stars, as 
to fe him yet. Boy, do you look to the Hobby? 
Cin. I, Sir, the Groom has ſet him up. . 
Faſt. Tis well: I rid out of my way of intent to 
viſit him, and take knowledge of his —— — Nay, 
good HYickedneſs, his humour, his humour, : 
Car. Why, he loves Dogs, and Hawks, and his 
Wife: well; he has a good riding Face, and he 75 
| | : 
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fit a great Horſe; he will taint a Staff well at Tilt 3 
when he is mounted he looks like che Sign of the 
Ge that's all I know, fave, that inſtead of a Dra« 
gon, he will brandifh againft a Tree, and break his 
word as confident] _ the _ Bark, as the 
other didiupan-che Ser of the Beait.' | 
Faſt. O, but this is nothing to that's deliver'd of 
him. They fay he has Dialogues and Difcourſes be- 
tween his Horſe, himfelf, and his Dog; and that he 
will court his own Lady, as ſhe were a Stranger ne- 
yer encounter'd before. 1 5 N 
„ that he lh, age _ 33 
ev orning; this Gentleman has been 2 a- 
. — it 7 Inſulſo. _ | 7 
Sig. Fam refolure to keep a 50 55 oy yo Sir? 
3 [He leaps from whiſpering with the Boy. 
1 or You have ſeen $igmor Puntarvolo accoft his 
ady | Dig Wer SO | 
Sog. O, I, Sir, 
Faſt. And how is the manner of it pr'y thee, good 
Signior? | | 
Jog. Faith Sir, in very good fort, he has his hu- 
mours for it, Sir; as firſt, (ſuppoſe he were now to 
come from riding or hunting, or ſo) he has his Tram- 
et to ſound, and then the waiting Gentlewoman, 
e looks out, and then he fpeaks, and then ſhe 
ſpeaks, very prety i' faith, Gentlemen. 
- Faf. * but do you remember no Particulars, 
Signior _ - , CT 
Sis, O, yes, Sir, firſt, the Genrlewoman, ſhe looks 
out at the Window. | | | 
Car. After the Trumpet has ſummon'd a Parle, 
not before? : 
Sog. No, Sir, not before; and then ſays he, ha, 
Car. What ſays he? be not wrapt ſo, 
Sog. Says he, ha, ha, ha, ha, &c. 
Faſt, Nay, ſpeak, ſpeak, 


Sog. 
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W 5g 4 ha, ha, ſays he; God fave you, ſays hej 


5 . yon this the ridiculous motive to all this 
on 
, Sog. Nays that, that comes after i is, ha, ha, ha, 


Car. Doubtleſs he apprehends more than he utters, 
* Fellow 1. or * [A cry of Hounds within. 
g. Liſt, liſt, oy are come from hunting ; ſtand 
Su Ciole under this Tarras, and you ſhall ſee it done 
better than I can ſhew it. 
Car. So it had need, *twill ſcarce poize the Ob- 
ſervation elle. 
Sog. Faith, I remember all, but the manner of it 
is quite out of my Head. 
af. O, withdraw, withdraw, it cannot be but 


a moſt pleaſing Object. 


SCENE Il. 


[To the ret]! Puntarvolo, Huntſman, Gentlewomas. 


Punt. Forreſter, give Wind to thy Horn. E. 
nough by this the — hath touch d the Ears of 
the incloſed: Depart, leave the Dog, and take with 
thee what thou haſt deſerv'd, the orn, and Thanks, 

Car. I, marry, there's ſome taſte in this. 9955 

Faſt. Is not good? ; 

Sog. Ah, peace, now above, now above] 

The Gentlewoman appears at the Window. 

Punt. Stay; mine Eye hath (on the inſtant) through 


the bounty of the Window, receiv'd the form of a 


Nymph. I will ſtep forward three Paces; of the 


which, I will barely retire one; and (after ſome lit- 


tle flexure of the Knee) with an erected grace ſa- 
lute her (one, two, and three.) Sweet Lady, God 
ſave you, 
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Gent. No, forſooth; I am but the waiting Gens 


tlewoman. 

Car, He knew that before. 

Punt. Pardon me: Humanum eſt errare. 

Car. He learn d that of his Chaplain, 

Punt. To the perfection of 8 lement cohichi is 
the Dial of the thought, and aided by the Sun of 
your Beauties) are requir'd theſe three 1 z the 
the puntilio's, and the ſuperſicies; the ſuper- 
ficies, is that we call Place; the: puniilio's, Circum- 
ſtance; and the gnomon Ceremony in either of which, 
for : Stranger to err, tis eaſie and facile, and ſuch _ 
am 
Car. True, not Loving, her ne, he muſt 
needs err; which I fear he knows too well 
= Sou What call you the Lord of the Caſlle, ſweet 

ace? 
Gent. The Lord of the Caſtle is a Knight, Sir; 
Signior Puntarvolo. 
Punt. Puntarvolo? O. 

Car. Now muſt he ruminate. 

2 Does the Wench know him all this while, 
then ä 

Car. O, do you know me, Man? why, therein 
lyes the Syrrup of the Jeſt; it's 5 a deſign- 
ment of his own, a ching ſtudyed, and rehearſt as 
ordinarily at his coming from Hawking or n 
as a Jig after a Play. 

Sog. I, e' en like your Jig, Sir. 

Punt. Tis a moſt ſumptuous and Rarely Edifice! 
of what Years is the Knight, fair Damſel? 

Gent. Faith, much about your Vears, Sir. 

Punt. What Complexion or what Stature bears he? 

Gent. Of your Stature, and very near upon your 
Complexion. | 

Punt. Mine is Melancholy. 

Car. So is the Dogs, juſt. 
Vo L, | # L Punt. 
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Punt. And doth argue Conſtancy, chiefly in love. 
W hat are his Endowments? Is he courteous ? 
Sent. O, the moſt courteous Knight in Chriſtian 
Land, Sir. 
Punt. Is he magnanimous ? | 
Gent. As the Skin between your Brows, Sir. 
Punt. Is he bountiful? 
Car. Slud, he takes an Inventory of his own good 
Parts. * 
Cent. Bountiful? I, Sir, I would you ſhould know 
it; the Poor are ſerv'd at his Gate, early and late, Sir. 
Punt. Is he Learned? p 
Gent. O, I Sir, he canſpeak the French and Italian. 
Punt. Then he has travell'd. 
Cent. I, forſooth, he hath been beyond Seas once 
or twice. : 
Car. As far as Paris, to fetch over a Faſhion, arid 
come back again. 
Punt. Is he Religious? | 
Gent. Religious? I know hot what you call Reli- 
gious, but he gocs to Church, I am ſure. 
N Faſt. *Slid, methinks theſe Anſwers ſhould: offend 
n= 
Car. Tut, no; he knows they are excellent, and 
to her Capacity that ſpeaks em. 
Punt. Would I might ſee his Face. 
Car. She ſhould let down a Glaſs from the Win- 
dow at that word, and requeſt him to look in't. | 
Punt. Doubtleſs the Gentleman is moſt exact, and 
. abſolutely qualified; doth the Caſtle contain him? 
Gent. Ne, Sir, he is from home, but his Lady is 
within. | 
Punt. His Lady? what, is ſhe fair? ſplendidious? 
and amiable? 
Gent. O, Lord, Sir! ; 
Punt. Pr'ythee, dear Nymph, intreat her Beauties 
to ſhine on this ſide of the building. 
Car. That he may erect a new Dial of Comple- 
| M2” ment, 
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ment, with his gnomons and his puntilio's. . 
5 | [ent. leaves the Window. 
' Faſt. Nay, thou art ſuch another Cynique now, a 
Man had need walk uprightly before thee. 
Car. Heart, can any Man walk more upright than 
he does? Look, look; as if he went in a frame, or 
had a Suit of Waneſcot on: and the Dog watching 
him, leſt he ſhould leap out on't. Mo 

Faſt. O, Villain! . 

Car. Well, and e' er I meet him in the City, I'll 
ha' him joynted, I'll pawn him in Eaſt- cheap, among 
ne BUIChen ⁵ Ü lll. nets 
Fraſt. Peace, who be theſe, Carlo? 


SCENE Ill. 
[To the reſt.] Sordido, Fungoſo, Lady: 
Sord. Yonder's your God - father; do your Duty to 


him, Son. 8 

Sog. This, Sir? a poor elder Brother of mine, Sir 
a Veoman, may diſpend ſome ſeven or eight hundred 
a Year; that's his Son, my Nephew, there. 
Punt. You are not ill-come, Neighbour Sordido, 
though I have not yet ſaid, well-come;- what, my 
God-ſon is grown a great Proficient by this? | 

Sord. I hope he well grow great one Day, Sir. 

Faſt. What does he ſtudy? the Law? | 

Sog. I Sir, he is a Gentleman, though his Father 
be but a Yeoman. 

Car. What call you your Nephew, Signior? 

Sog. Marry, his Name is Fungoſo, 

Car. Fungoſo ? O, he look'd ſomewhat like a Spunge 
in that Pinct yellow Doublet, methought; well, make 
much of him; I ſee he was never born to ride upon 
a moyl. F 

Centlewoman return'd above. 

Gent, My Lady will 9 8 preſently, Sir. 

| 2 


- 


Cog. 
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Sog. O, now, now. | 
Punt. Stand by, retire your ſelves a ſpace; nay, 
pray you, forget not the uſe of your Hat; the Air is 
piercing. 
Sordido and Fungoſo withdraw to the other part of 
the Stage, while the Lady is come to the Window. 
Fat. What? will not their Preſence prevail againſt 
the Current of his - Humour?̃ẽ ö 
Car. O, no; it's a meer Floog, a Torrent carries 
all afore it. 5 | 
Punt. Mhat more than Heav'nly Pulchritude is this? 
What magazine, or treaſury of Bliſs ? 
Dazle, you Organs to my optique ſenſe, 
To view a Creature of ſuch eminence; © 
O, 1 am Planet-flruck, and in yond ſphere 
A brighter Star than Venus doth appear!“ 
Faſt. How? in Verſe! 
Car. An extaſie, an extaſie, Man, 
Lady. Is your de ſite to ſpeak with me, Sir Knight? 
Car. He will tell you that anon; neither his Brain, 
nor his Body, are yet moulded for an anſwer. | 
Punt. Moſt debonair, and luculent Lady, I de- 
cline me low as the baſis of your Altitude, 


G RE X. 
Cor. He makes Congies to his Wife in Geometrical 
Proportions. | 
_ Is't poſſible there ſhould be any ſuch Humou- 
riſt? 
Cor. Very eaſily poſſible, Sir, you ſee there is. 
_ . Punt. I have ſcarce collected my Spirits, but latel 
ſcatrer'd in the admiration of your form; to which 
(if the Bountics of your mind be any way reſponſi- 
ble) Idoubt not, but my defires ſhall' find a ſmooth 
and ſecure Paſſage. I am a poor Knight Errant (La- 
dy) that hunting in the adjacent Forreſt, was by, ad- 
venture in the purſuit of a Hart, brought to this p _ L 
5 | : 8 W IC 
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which Hart (dear Madam) wy ar 
the Evening approaching (my ſelf, and Servant wea- 
ried) my ſuit is, to your fair Caſtile, and refreſh me, 
Lady. Sir Knight, albeit it be not uſual with me 
(chiefly in the abſence of a Husband) to admit an 
entrance to Strangers, yet in the true regard of thoſe 
innated Virtues, and fair Parts, which ſo ſtrive to 
expreſs themſelves, in you; I am reſoly'd to enter- 
tain you to the beſt of my unworthy power; which 
I acknowledge to be nothing valu'd with what ſo 
- worthy a Perſon may deſerve. Pleaſe you but ſtay 
while I deſcend. a op | 

Punt. Moſt admir'd Lady, you aſtoniſh me! 

Car. What? with fpeaking a Speech of your own 
penning ? [She departs: Puntarvolo falls in with 

' Sordido and his Son. | 

Faſt. Nay, look; pr'y thee peace, 

Car. Pox on't; I am impatient of ſuch Foppery, 

Faſt. O, let's hear the reſt. | 

Car. What? a tedious Chapter of Courtſhip, af- 
ter Sir Lancelot, and Queen Guevener? away. I marl 
in what dull cold Nook he found this Lady out? 
that (being a Woman) ſhe was bleſt with no more 
Copy of Wir, but to ſerve his humour thus. *Slud 
J think he feeds her with Porridge. I; ſhe could 
ne er have ſuch a thick Brain elſe. | 

Sog. Why, is 3 ſo hurtful, Signior? 

Car. O, nothing under Heav'n more prejudicial 
to thoſe aſcending ſubtile Powers, or doth ſooner a- 
bate that which we call, acumen ingenii, than your 
groſs Fare: Why, I'll make you an Inſtance; your 
City-wives, bur obſerve *em, you ha' not more per- 
fect true Fools i' the World bred, than they are ge- 
nerally; and yet you fee (by the ſineneſs and delica- 
cy of their Diet, — into the fat Capons, drink- 
ing your rich Wines, feeding on Larks, Sparrows, 
Potato - pies, and ſuch good unctuous Meats) how 
their Wits are refin'd and rarified; and ſometimes a 

L. very 
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very Quinteſſence of Conceit flows from 'em, able 


to drown a weak Apprehenſion. 
' Faſt. Peace, here comes the Lady. 
Lady. Gods me, here's Company; turn in again: 
[Lady with her Gent. deſcended, ſeeing them, 
turns in again. 

Faſt. Slight, our Preſence has cut off the Convoy 
of the Jeſt. 7 | | 

Car. All the better, Lam glad on't; for the Iſſue 
was very „ Come, let's diſcover, and ſa- 
lute the Knight. [ Carlo and the other two ſtep forth. 

Punt. Stay; who be theſe that addreſs themſelves 
towards us? What, Carlo? Now by the ſincerity of 
my Soul, welcome; welcome Gentlemen: And how 
doſt thou, thou grand Scourge, or ſecond Uniruſ5 of 
the Time? . 

Car. Faith, ſpending my Metal in this reeling 
World (here and there) as the ſway of my Affection 
carries me, and perhaps ſtumble upon a Veoman Feu- 
terer, as I do now; or one of Fortunes Moils, laden 
with Treaſure, and an empty Cloke-bag following 
him, gaping when a Bag will untie. £ 

Punt. Peace, you Bandog, peace: What brisk 
Nymfadoro is that in the white Virgin-Boot there? 

Car. Marry, . Sir, one that I muft entreat you to. 
take a very particular knowledge of, and with more 
than ordinary reſpe&; Monſieur Faſtidius. | 

Punt. Sir, 1 could wiſh, that for the time of your 
vouchſaft abiding here, and more real Entertainment, 
this my Houſe ſtood on the Muſes Hill, and theſe 
my Orchards were thoſe of the Heſperides. 

Faſt. I poſſeſs as much in your Wiſh, Sir, as if I 
were made Lord of the Indies; and I pray you be- 
| lieve it. TOS ; 

Car. I have a better opinion of his Faith, than to 
think it will be ſo corrupted. „ 

Sog. Come, Brother, I'll bring you 3 

| 3 
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with Gentlemen, and good Fellows, ſuch as ſhall do 
you more grace than ; 
Sord. Brother, I hunger not for ſuch Acquaintance: 


Do you take heed, le 
Carlo is coming toward them. 
Log. Huſht : My Brother, Sir, for want of Edu- 
cation, Sir, ſomewhat nodding to the Boar, the 
Clown; but I requeſt you in private, Sir. 
Fung. By Heav'n, it is a very fine Sute of Clothes. 


GREY. 


Cor. Do you obſerve that, Signior? There's ano- 
ther Humour has new crakt the Shell. | 
Mit. What? he is enamour'd of the Faſhion, is he? 

Cor. O, you foreſtall the Jeſt. g 

Fung. 1 mar'l what it might ſtand him in! 

Sog. Nephew? . 

Fung. Fore me, it's an excellent Sute, and as neat» 
ly becomes him. What faid you, Uncle? | 

Sog. When ſaw you my Niece? 

Fung. Marry, yeſternight I ſupt there. That kind 
of Boot do's very rare too! | 
Sog. And what News hear you? 

Fung. The gilt Spur and all! Would I were hang'd, 
but *ris excceding good. Say yon, Uncle? 

Sog. Your Mind is carried away with ſomewhat 
elſe: I ask what News you hear? 

Fung. Troth, we hear none. In good faith, I waz 
never ſo pleas'd with a Faſhion days of my Life. O 
(an' I might have but my wiſh) I'd PK no more of 
oe now, but ſuch a Sute, ſuch*a Hat, ſuch a 

and, ſuch a Doubter, ſuch a Hoſe, ſuch a Boor, 
and ſuch a ; 
Sag. They ſay, there's a new. Motion of the City 
of Niniveh, with Jonas and the Whale, to be ſeen 
at Fleet-bridge. You can tell, Couſin? 

Fung. Here's ſuch a world of Queſtions with him 

L. 4 now 
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now: Yes, I think there be fuch a thing, I ſaw the 
Picture. Would he would once be ſatisfied. Let 
me ſee, the Doublet, ſay Fifty ſhillings the Doublet, 
and between three or four Pound the Hoſe; then 
Boots, Hat, and Band: Some ten or eleven Pound 
will do it all, and Sute me, *fore the Heav'ns. 

Sog. I'll fee all thoſe Devices, an' I come to Lon- 
don once. 

Fung. Gods lid, and I could compaſs it, twere 
rare. Hark you Uncle. 

Sog. What ſays my Nephew? 

Fung. Faith Uncle, I'd ha' defir'd you to have 
made a Motion for me to my Father, -in a thing 
that Walk aſide, and I'll tell you, Sir; no 
more but this: There's a parcel of Law- books (ſome 
Twenty pounds worth) that lie in a place for little 
more than half the Money they coſt; and I think 
for ſome twelve Pound, or twenty Mark, I could go 
near to redeem em; there's Plowden, Dyar, Brooke, 
and F;tz- Herbert, divers ſuch as I muſt have e'crlong z 
and you know, I were as good ſave five or fix Pound, 
as not, Uncle. I pray you, move it for me. 

Sog. That I will: When would you have me do 
it? preſently? ; 

Fung. O I, I pray you, good Uncle: God fend 
me good luck: Lord (an't be thy will) proſper it: 
O my Stars, now, now, if it take now, I am made 
for ever. 

Faſt. Shall I tell you, Sir? By this Air, I am the 
moſt beholden to that Lord, of any Gentleman liv- 
ing; he do's uſt me the moſt honourably, and with 
the greateſt reſpect, more indeed than can be utter'd 
with any Opinion of Truth. _ 8 

Hunt. Then have you the Count Gratiato. 

Faſt. As true noble a Gentleman too as any breathes 
T am exczedingly endear'd to his Love: By this Hand, 
(I proteſt to you, Signior, I ſpeak it not gloriouſly, 
nor out of affectation, but) there's he, and the Count 

Frugale, 
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Frugale, Signior Muftre, Signior Luculento, and a ſort 
of em, that (when I am at Court) they do ſhareme 
amongſtꝰem; happy is he can enjoy me moſt private. 
I do wiſh my ſelf ſometime an Udiquitary for their 
Love, in good faith. 5 | 
Car. There's ne er a one of theſe but might lie a 
Week on the Rack, e'er they could bring forth his 
Name; and yet he pours them out as familiarly, as 
if he had ſeen 'em ſtand by the Fire i“ the Preſence, 
or ta en Tobacco with them over the Stage i' the 
Lords Room. | | 
Punt. Then you muſt of neceſſiy know our Court- 
ſtar there, that Planet of Wit, Maddona Saviolina 
Faſt. O Lord, Sir! my Miſtreſs. | f 
Punt. Is ſhe your Miſtreſs! | | 
Faſt. Faith here be ſome flight Favours of hers, 
Sir, that do ſpeak it, ſbe is; as this Scarf, Sir, or 
this Ribband in my Ear, or ſoz this Feather grew 
in her ſweet Fan ſometimes, though now it be my 
poor Fortune to wear it, as you ſee, Sir; flight, ſlight, 
a fooliſh TIE | 
Punt. Well, ſhe is the Lady of a moſt exalted and 
ingenious Spirit. 
Faſt. Did you ever hear any Woman ſpeak like 
her? or inrich'd with a more plentiful Diſcourſe ? 
Car. O villanous! nothing but Sound, Sound, a 
meer Eccho; ſhe ſpeaks as ſhe goes tir'd, in Cob- 
web-Lawn, light, thin; good enough to catch Flies 
withal. | 
Punt. O, manage your Affections. | 
Faſt, Well, if thou be'ſt not plagu'd for this Blaſ- 
phemy one Day - I 8 
Punt. Come, regard not a Jeſter: It is in the power 
of my Purſe to make him ſpeak well or ill of me. 
Faſt. Sir, I affirm it to you (upon my Credit and 
Judgment) ſhe Has the moſt harmonious and muſical 
ſtrain of Wit that ever tempted a true Ear; and yet 
to ſee, a rude Tongue would prophane Heav'n, if it 
could. | Punt, 
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Punt. I am not ignorant of it, Sir. 

Faſt. Oh, it flows from her like Nectar, and ſhe 
doth give it that ſweet quick Grace, and Exornati- 
on in the Compoſure, that (by this good Air, as 1 
am an honeſt Man, would I might never ſtir, Sir, 
but) ſhe do's obſerve as pure a Phraſe, and uſe as 
choice Figures in her ordinary Conferences, as any 
be i' the Arcadia. | 

Car. Or rather in Green's Works, whence ſhe may 
ſteal with more ſecurity. 

Sord. Well, if Ten pound will fetch 'em, you ſhall 
have it; but I'll part with no more. Gao 
Fung. I'll try what that will do, if you pleaſe. 

Ford. Do ſo; and when you have em, ſtudy hard. 

Fung. Yes, Sir. An' I could ſtudy to get Forty 
Shillings more now! Well, I will put my ſelf into 
the Faſhion, as far as this will go, preſently. 

Sord. I wonder it rains not! The Almanack ſays, 
we ſhould have ſtore of Rain to Day. | 

Punt. Why, Sir, to Morrow I will aſſociate you 
to Court my ſelf, and from thence to the City, a- 
bout a Buſineſs, a Project I have; I will expoſe it to 
you, Sir: Carlo, I am ſure, has heard of it. 

Car. What's that, Sir? 

Punt. I do intend, this Year of Jubile coming on, 
to travel: And (becauſe I will not altogether go up- 
on Expence) I am determined to put forth ſome Five 
thouſand Pound, to be paid me F ive for One, upon 
the return of my ſelf, my Wife, and my Dog, from the 
Turk's Court in Conſtantinople. If all or either of us 
miſcarry in the Journey, 'tis gone: If we be ſucceſs- 
ful, why, there will be Five and Twenty thouſand 
Pound to entertain Time withal. Nay, go not, 
Neighbour Sordido, ſtay to Night, and help ro make 

our Society the fuller. Gentlemen, frolick: Carlo? 
what, dull now? 

Car. I was thinking on your Project, Sir, an' you 
call it ſo? Is this the Dog goes with you? | 


Punt, 
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Punt. This is the Dog, Sir. 

Car. He do' not go bare-foot, does he? 

Punt. Away, you Traitor, away. | | 

Car. Nay, afore God, I ſpeak ſimply; he may 
prick his Foot with a Thorn, and be as much asthe 
whole Venture is worth. Beſides, for a Dog that 
never travell'd before, it's a huge Journey to Conſtan- 
tinople. I'll tell you now (an' he were mine) I'd have 
ſome preſent Conference with a Phyſician, what 
Antidotes were good to give him, Preſervatives a- 
r ons or (aſſure you) if once your Money 

e out, there'll be divers Attempts made againſt the 

Life of the poor Animal. 

Pant. Thou art ſtill dangerous. | 
Faſt. Is Signior Deliro's Wife your Kinſwoman? 
Sog. I, Sir, ſhe is my Niece, my Brother's Daugh- 

ter here, and my Nephew's Siſter. : 

- '$ord. Do you know her, Sir? 

Faſt. O God, Sir, Signior Deliro, her Husband, 
is my Merchant. 4 : 
Fung. I, I have ſeen this Gentleman there often. 

Faſt. I cry you mercy, Sir; let me craye your 
Name, pray you. 

Fung. Fungoſo, Sir. 

Faſt. Good Signior Fungoſo, I ſhall requeſt to know 
you better, Sir. | 

Fung. I am her Brother, Sir. | 
Faſt. In fair time, Sir. | 

Punt. Come Gentlemen, I will be your Condu&. 

Faſt. Nay, pray you, Sirz we ſhall meet at Sig- 
nior Deliro's often. 
Sog. You ſhall ha' me at the Herald's Office, Sir, 
for ſome Week or ſo at my firſt coming up. Come, 
. 


C R E X. 
Mit. Methinks, Cordatus, he dwelt ſomewhat too 


long on this Scene; it hung i' the hand. 
; ST, | Cor. 
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Cor. I ſee not where he could have infiſted leſs, 
and t' have made the Humours perſpicuous enough. 
Mit. True, as his Subject lies; but he might have 

altered the Shape of his Argument, and explicated 

em better in ſingle Scenes. | 

Cor. That had been fingle indeed. Why, be they 
not the ſame Perſons in this, as they would have been 
in thoſe? And is it not an Object of more State, to 
behold the Scene full, and reliev'd with varicty of 
Speakers to the end, than to ſee a vaſt empty Stage, 
and the Actors come in (one by one) as if they were 
dropt down with a Feather into the Eye of the 
SpeCtators? ' 8 

Mit. Nay, you are better traded with theſe things 
than I, and therefore I'll ſubſcribe to your Judgment; 
marry, re ſhall give me leave to make Objections. 

Cor. O, what elle? It's the ſpecial Intent of the 


Author you ſhould do ſoz for thereby others (that 


are preſent) may as well be ſatisfied, who haply would 
object the ſame you do. 
Mit. So, Sir: But when apears Macilente again? 
Cor. Marry, he ſtays but till our Silence give him 
leave: Here he comes, and with him Signior Deliro, 
a Merchant, at whoſe Houſe he is come to ſojourn : 
Make your own Obſervation now, only transfer your 
beep, oe to the City, with the Scene; where, ſup- 
poſe they ſpeak. 


SCENE IV. 
Deliro, Macilente, Fido, Fallace. g 


Deli. I'll tell 17 by and by, Sir. 
Welcome (good Macilente) to my Houſe, 


To ſojourn at my Houſe for ever; if my beſt 
Incates, and every ſort of good Intreaty 
May move you ſtay with me. 
[Deliro ceaſeth. His Boy firews * 
aci. 
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Maci. I thank you, Sir. 

And yet the muffled Fates (had it pleas'd them) 

Might haye ſupply'd me from their own full Store, 

Without this Word (I thank you) to a Fool, 

I ſee no Reaſon why that Dog (call'd Chance) 

Should fawn upon this Fellow, more than me: 

I am a Man, and I have Limbs, Fleſh, Blood, 

Bones, Sinews, and a Soul, as well as he: 

My Parts are every way as good as his; 

If I faid better, why, I did not lie. 3 

Nath'leſs, his Wealth (but nodding on my Wants) 

Muſt make me bow, and cry, (7 thank you, Sir.) 
Deli. Diſpatch, take heed your Miſtreſs ſee younot. 
Fido. J warrant you, Sir, I'll ſteal by her ſoftly. 
Deli. Nay, gentle Friend, be merry, raiſe your 

Looks 

Out of your Boſom; I proteſt (by Heav'n) 

You are the Man moſt welcome in the World. 
Maci. (L thank you, Sir.) 1 know my Cue, I think. 
Fido. Where will you have em burn, Sir? 

[ith more Perfumes and Herbs. 

Deli. Here, good Fido. What, ſhe did not ſee thee? 
Fido. No, Sir. 

Deli. That's well. Strew, ſtrew, good Fido, the 
freſheſt Flowers ; ſo. | 

Maci. What means this, Signior Deliro? all this 

cenſing ? [faid. 

Deli. Caſt in more Frankincenſe, yet more; well 

O, Macilente, I have ſuch a Wife! 

So paſſing fair! ſo paſſing fair! unkind ! 

Bur of ſuch worth, and right to be unkind, 

(Since no Man can be worthy of her Kindneſs) 
Maci. What can there not? 

Deli. No, that is ſure as death, 

No Man alive! I do not ſay, is not, 

But cannot poſſibly be worth her Kindneſs! 

Nay, it is certain, let me do her right. 

How, ſaid I? do her right? as though I could, - 

| $ 
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As though this dull groſs Tongue of mine could utter 
The rare, the true, the pure, the infinite rights, 
That fir (as high as I can look) within her! 
Maci. This 1s ſuch dotage, as was never heard. 
Deli. Well, this muſt needs be granted. 
Maci. Granted, quoth you? | 
Deli. Nay, Macilente, do not ſo diſcredit 
The goodneſs of your judgment to deny it, 
For I do ſpeak the very leaſt of her; 
And I wauld crave, and beg no more of Heav'n, 
For all my Fortunes here, but to be able 
To utter firſt in fit terms, what ſhe is, 
And then the true Joys I conceive in her. 
Maci. Is't poſſible ſhe ſhould deſerve ſo well, 
As you pretend? : 
Dieli. I, and ſhe knows ſo well AI 
Her own deſerts, that (when ] ſtrive t' enjoy them) 
She weighs the things I do, with what ſhe merits: 
And (ſeeing my worth out-weigh'd ſo in her graces) 
She is ſo ſolemn, fo Kr ſo froward, 
That no obſervance I can do to her, 
Can make her kind to me: If ſhe find fault, 
T mend that fault; and then ſhe ſays, I faulted, 
That I did mend it. Now, good Friend, adviſe me, 
How I may temper this ſtrange Spleen in her. 
Maci. Y ou are too amorous, too obſequious, 
And make her too aſſur'd, ſhe may command you. 
When Women doubt moſt of their Husbands Loves, 
They are moſt loving. Husbands muſt take heed 
They give no rs of Kindneſs to their Wives, 
But uſe them like their Horſes; whom they feed 
Not with a Manger-full of Meat together, 
But half a Peck at once; and keep them ſo 
Still with an Appetite to that they give them. 
He that deſires to have a loving Wite, 
Mult bridle all the ſhew of that deſire : ' 
Be Kind, not Amorous; nor bewraying Kindneſs, 
As if Love wrought it, but conſiderate Duty. 1 
: | « Offer 


fer 
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© Offer no Love-rites, but let Wives ſtill ſeek them, 

« For when they come unſought, _ ſeldom like 
Deli. Believe me, Macilente, this is Goſpel. [them. 

O, that a Man were his own Man ſo much, 

To rule himſelf thus. I will ſtrive i“ faith, 

To be more ſtrange and careleſs; yet I hope 

J have now taken ſuch a perfect courſe, 

To make her kind to me, and live contented, 

That I ſhall find my Kindneſs well return'd, 

And have no need to fight with my Affections. 

She (late) hath found much fault with every Room 

Within my Houſe ; one was too big (ſhe ſaid) 

Another was not furniſh'd to her mind, EET 

And ſo through ally all which, now, I havealter'd. 

Then here, ſhe hath a place (on my back-ſide) 

Wherein ſhe loves to walk; and that (ſhe ſaid) 

Had ſome ill ſmells about it. Now, this walk 


. Have I (before ſhe knows it) thus perfum'd 


With Herbs, and Flowers, and laid in divers places, 
(As *twere on Altars, conſecrate to her) 


| Perfumed Gloves, and delicate Chains of Amber, 


To keep the Air in awe of her ſweet Noſtrils: 
This have I done, and this I think will pleaſe her. 
Behold ſhe comes. | 

Fal. Here's a ſweet ſtink indeed: 
What, ſhall I ever be thus croſt and plagu'd? 
And ſick of Husband? O, my Head doth ake, 
As it would cleave aſunder, with thoſe favours. 


All my Rooms alter'd, and but one poor walk 


That I delighted in, and that is made 

So fulſome with Perfumes, that I am fear'd 

(My Brain doth ſweat ſo) I have caught the Plague. 
Deli Why, (gentle Wife) is now thy walk too 
1 9 | | 

Thou ſaid'ſt of late, it had ſow'r Airs about it, 

And found'ſt much fault, that I did not correct it. 
Fal. Why, an' I did find fault, Sir? 
Deli. Nay, dear Wife; 
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I know, thou haſt ſaid, thou haſt loy'd Perfumes, 
No Woman better. pry — Way: 

Fal. I, long ſince perhaps, 5 
But now that Senſe is alter d; you would have me 
(Like to a Puddle, or a ſtanding Pool) 

To have no motion, nor no ſpirit within me, 
No, I am like a pure and ſprightly River, 

That moves for eyer, and "= {till the fame 3 
Or Fire, that burns much Wood, yet ftill one flame. 
Deli. But yeſterday, I ſaw thee at our Garden, 

Stelling on Roſes, and on Purple Flowers, 

And fince, I hope, the humour of thy Senſe 
Is nothing. Mee GEE 
Fal. Why, thoſe were growing Flowers, 

And theſe within my walk, are cut and ftrew'd,. 

Del. But yet they have one ſcent. 

Fal. I! have they ſo? 

In your groſs judgment. If you make no difference 
Betwixt the ſcent of growing Flowers, and cut ones, 
You have a Senſe to taſte Lamp-Oil i' faith. 2 
And with ſuch judgment have you chang'd the . 
Leaving no Room, that I can joy to be in, 
In all your Houſe z and now my walk, and all, 
You ſmoak me from, as if I were a Fox, 
And long, belike, to drive me quite away. i 
Well, walk you there, and I'll walk where I lift, 
Deli. What ſhall I do? O, I ſhall never pleaſe her. 
* on thee, dotard! what Star rul'd his 
irt | | | 
That brought him ſuch a Star? blind Fortune ſtill 
Beſtows her gifts on ſuch. as cannot uſe them: 
How long ſhall I live, e'er I be fo happy, ; 
To have a Wife of this exceeding form? 

Deli. Away with em; would Lhad broke a joynt, 
When I devis'd this, that ſhould fo diſlike her. 
Away, bear all away. [Fido bears all away. 

Fal. I, do; for fear 
Ought that is there ſhould like her. O, this 3 

| O 
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How 2 he can conceal himſelf! 
As though he lov'd? nay, honour'd and ador'd? 
Deli. Why, my eek Heart? 
Fal. Sweet Heart! O! better Rill! 
And asking, why? wherefore? and looking ranges 
As if he were as White as Innocence. 
Alas, you're ſimple, you; you cannot change, 
* pale at pleaſure, and then red with wonder; 
„ no, not you! 'tis pity o your naturalss. 
1 Fr but caſt an amorous E ye, een now, 
Upon a pair of Gloves, that ee la mez 
And vor. $1 he noted it, and gave command 
All ſhould be ta en away. 
Deli. Be they m — then. 
W hat, Sirrah, Fido, bring in thoſe Glove aguicy, 
ou took from hence. 
Fal. Sir, but do not, 2 
Bring in no Gloves, to ſpite me; if you do 
Deli. Ay me, moſt wretched bow am I miſcons 
ſtru'd? Cher Eye, 
Maci. O, how ſhe tempts my Heart- rings With 
To knit them to her Beauties, or to break? _ - 
What mov'd the Heav'ns, that they could not make 
Me ſuch a Woman? but a Man, a Beaſt, 
That hath no bliſs like to others. Would to Heay' 7 
(In wreak of my misfortunes) I were turn d 
To ſome fair Water. b, that (ſer upon 
The deepeſt Whiet-pir of the rav'nous Seas,) 
My adamantive Eyes might head-long hale 
This Iron World to me, and drown. it * 


- 


R EK | 
Cor. Behold, behold the cranſlated Gallant, 
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"SCENE v. 
[To the reſt] Fungoſo. 


Fung. Save you Brother and Siſter, fave you, Sir; 
I have commendations for you out i' the Country: 
(I wonder they take no knowledge of my Suit: ) 
mine Uncle Sogliardo is in Town. Siſter, methinks 
you are wrong ug! © why are you ſo fad? I think 
you took me for Maſter Faſtidius Brist (Siſter) did 
you not? 

Fal. Why ſhould I take you for him? 

Fung. Nay, nothing I was lately in Ma- 
2 Faſtidius his company, and methinks we are very 

Deli. Vou have a fair Suit, Brother, give you joy 
on't. | | | 

Fung. Faith, good enough to ride in, Brother; I 


made it to ride in. | 


Fal. O, now I ſee the cauſe of this idle demand 
was his new Suit. 


Deli. Pray you, good Brother, try if you can 
change her mood. | 


Fung. I warrant yon, let me alone. I'll put her 


out of her dumps. Siſter, how like you my Suit? 


Fal. O, you are a Gallant in print os Brother. 


Fang. Faith, how like you the Faſhion? it's the 
ition, I aſſure you. 
Fal. I cannot bur like it, to the deſert. = 
Fung. Troth, Siſter, I was fain to borrow theſe 
Spurs, I ha' left my Gown in gage for 'em, pray 
you lend me an Angel. 
Fal. Now, beſhrow my Heart then. | 
Fung. Gopd truth, I'll pay you again at my next 
exhibition: I had but bare ten Pound of my Father, 


and it would not reach to put me wholly into the 
Faſhion, 


bs | 1 Fal. 
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Fal. I care not. : 25 

Fung. I had Spurs of mine own before, but they 
were not ginglers. Monſieur Faſtidius will be here 
anon, Siſter. | 

Fal. You jeſt?  _ | 

Fung. Never lend me Penny more (while you live 
then, ) and that I'd be loth to ſay, in truth. 

Fal. When did you ſee him? . 

Fung. Yeſterday, I came acquainted with him at 
Sir Puntarvolo's: nay, ſweet Siſter. | 

Mac. J fain would know of Heay'n now, why 

yond Fool | | 

Should wear a Suit of Satin? he? that Rook? 
That painted Jay, with ſuch a deal of out-ſide?. 
What is his inſide trow? ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Good Heav'n, give me Patience, Patience, Patience, 
A number of theſe e there are, 
Whom, if a Man confer, and but examine 
Their inward Merit, with ſuch Men as want 
Lord, Lord, what — they are! 
Fal. Come, when will you pay me again, now? 

Fung. O good, Sifter! 

Mac. Here comes another. 


[To the reſt,] Faſtidius Brisk. 


Faſt. Save you, Signior Deliro: how do'ſt thou, 
ſweet og 6 1 me kiſs thee. 
Fung. How? a new Suit? Ay me. 
Deli. And how do's Maſter Faſtidius Brick? 
Faft. Faith, live in Court, Signior Deliro in grace, 

I thank God, both of the noble Maſculine and Femi- 

nine. 

I muſt ſpeak with you in private by and by. 
Deli. Wben you . Sir Oe : 
Fal. Why look you fo pale, Brother? 

x Fung. 
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Fung. *Slid, all this Mony is caſt away now. 

Mac. I, there's a newer Edition come forth. 
Fung. Tis but my hard Fortune! Well, I'll have 
my Suit chang'd, III go fetch my Taylor preſently, 
but firſt I'll deviſe a Letter to my Father, Ha? you 
any Pen and Ink, Sifter ? | 

Fal. What would you do withal? | 

Fung. I would uſe it. Slight, an' it had come but 
four Days ſooner, the Faſhion. 

Faſt. There was a Counteſs * me her Hand to 
kiſs to Day, i' the preſence: did me more good b 
that light than and Veſter- night ſent her Coac 
twice to my Lodging, to intreat me accompany her, 
and my ſweet Miſtreſs, with ſome two or three name- 
leſs Ladies more: O, I have been grac'd by em be- 
Pen all aim of Affection: this is her Garter my 

agger hangs in: and they do ſo commend and ap- 

rove my Apparel, with my judicious wearing of 
it, it's above wonder. 

Fal. Indeed, Sir, tis a moſt excellent Suit, and 
you do wear it as extraordinary. 

Faſt. Why, I'll tell you now (in good faith) and 
by this Chair, which (by the Grace of God) I in- 
tend preſently to fit in, I had three Suirs in one 
Year made three great Ladies in Love with me: I 
had other three, un-did three Gentlemen in imitati- 
on: and other three gat three other Gentlemen Wi- 
dows of three thouſand pound a Year. 

Del. Is't poſſible ? 

+ Faſt. O, believe it, Sir; your good Face is the 
Witch, and your Apparel the Spells, that bring all 
the pleaſures of the World into their Circle. 

Fal. Ah, the ſweet grace of a Courtier! 

Mac. Well, would my Father had left me but a 
good Face for my Portion yet; though I had ſhar'd 
the unfortunate Wit that goes with it, I had not car'dz 

I might have paſt for ſome what i' the World then. 
Faſt. Why, aſſure you, Signior, rich Apparel has 
ſtrange virtues; it makes him thar hath it without 
REN | rg 7 means 
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means, eſteemed for an excellent Wit: he that en- 


joys it with means, puts the World in remembrance 


of his Means it helps the deformities of Nature, and 
mes luſtre to her Beauties; makes continual yy 
ay where it ſhines ; ſets the wits of Ladies at work, 
that otherwiſe would be idle; furniſheth your two 
Shilling Ordinary; takes poſſeſſion of your Stage at 
your new Play; and enricheth your Oars, as {carn» 
ing to go with your Scull. 
Mac. Pray you, Sir, add this; it gives reſpect to 


your Fools, makes many Thieves, as many Strumpets, 


and no fewer Bankrupts. | 
| * Out, out, unworthy to ſpeak where he breath» 
eth. | 

Faſt. What's he, Signior? 

Del. A Friend of mine, Sir. 2 
Faſt. By Heav'n I wonder at you, Citizens, what 
kind of Creatures you are! ; 

Del. Why, Sir? | ; 

Faſt. That you can conſort your ſelves with ſuch 
poor Seam-rent Fellows. 

Fal. He ſays true. 

Del. Sir, 1 will aſſure you (however you eſteem 


of him) he's a Man worthy of regard. 


Fat. Why? what has he in him of ſuch Vertue 
to be regarded? ha? | 

Del. Marry, he is a Scholar, Sir. 

Faſt. Nothing elſe? 

Del. And he is well travell'd, | 

Faſt. He ſhould get him Clothes; I would che- 
riſh thoſe good parts of Travel in him, and prefer 
him to ſome noble Man of good place. 

Del. Sir, ſuch a Benefit ſhould: bind me to. you 
for ever (in my Friend's right) and I doubt not, 
his Deſert thall more than anſwer my Praiſe. 
_ Faſt. Why, an' he had good Clothes, I'd carry him 
to Court with me to morrow. 5 


M 3 | Del. 
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Del. He ſhall not want for thoſe, Sir, if Gold and 
the whole City will furniſh him. 

Faſt. You ſay well, Sir: faith, Signior Deliro, I 
am come to have you play the Alchymiſt with me, 
and change the Species of my Land into that Metal 
you talk of, - 

Del. With all my Heart, Sir; what Sum will 
ſerve you? a 
N 7 Faith, ſome three or four hundred. 

Del. Troth, Sir, I have promis'd to meet a Gen- 
tleman this Morning in Pauls, but upon my return 
I'll diſpatch you. by 

af. I'll accompany you thither. | 

Del. As you pleaſe, Sir; but I go not thither directly. 

Faft. "1s no matter, I have no other deſignment 
in Hand, and therefore as good go along. 

Del. I were as good have a quartan Fever follow 
me now, for I ſhall ne'er be rid of him: (bring me 
a Cloke there, one) ſtill, upon his grace at Court, 
I am ſure to be viſited; I was a Beaſt to give him 
any hope. Well, would I were in, that I am out 
with him once, and — Come Signior Macilente, I 
muſt confer with you, as we go. Nay, dear Wife, 
FE beſeech thee, forſake theſe moods: look not like 
Winter thus. Here take my Keys, open my count- 
ing Houſes, ſpread all my Wealth before-thee, chuſe 
any object that delights thee : if thou wilt eat the 
Spirit of Gold, and drink diſſolv'd Pearl in Wine, 
tis for thee. 

Fal. So, Sir. | 

Del. Nay, my ſweet Wife. 

Fal. Good Lord! how you are perfum'd! in your 
terms and all! pray you leave us. 

Del. Come, Gentlemen. 

Faſt. Adieu, ſweet Lady. 

Fal. I, I! Let thy Words ever lound in mine Ears, 
and th graces diſperſe contentment through all 
my Sentes! O, how happy is that Lady above other 

| i +0 Ladies, 
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Ladies, that enjoys ſo abſolute a Gentleman to her 
Servant! A Counteſs gives him her Hand to kiſs? 
ah, fooliſh Counteſs! he's a Man worthy (if a Wo- 
man may ſpeak of a Man's worth) to kiſs the Lips 
of an 2 * | „ 
Fung. What's Maſter Faſtidius gone, Siſter? 
| [Returned with his Taylor. 
Fal. I, Brother (he has a Face like Cherubin/) 
Fung. Gods me, what luck's this? T have fetch'd my 
TR * all: which way went he, Siſter? can 
ou tell? | | 
: Fal. Not I, in good faith (and he has a Body like 
an Angeli) : 
Fung. How long is't fince he went? 
Fal. Why, but e' en now: did you not meet him 
(and a Tongue able to raviſh any Woman i' th Earth !) 
Fung. O, for God's fake (I'll pleaſe you for your 
Pains :) but e'en now, ſay you? Come good Sir: 
*Slid I had forgot it too: Siſter, if any Body ask for 
mine Uncle Sogliardo, they ſhall ha' him at the Herald as 
Office yonder by Pauls. LP 
Fal. Well, I will not altogether deſpair: F have 
heard of a Citizen's Wife has been belov d of a Cour- 
tierz and why not I? heigh, ho: well I will into 
my private Chamber, lock the Door to me, and 
think over all his good Parts, one after another. 


RE x. 


Mit. Well, J doubt, this laſt Scene will endure 
ſome grievous Torture. | | 

Cor. How? you fear 'twill be rack'd by ſome hard 
ConftruCion ? | 

Mit. Do not you? 

Cor. No, in good faith: unleſs mine. Eyes could 
ight me beyond Senſe. I ſee no reaſon why this 

ould be more liable to the rack than the reſt : you'll, 
Gay, perhaps, the City will not take it well that the 

| | M 4 Mere» 
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Merchant is made here to dote fo perfectly upon his 
_ ; and ſhe again to be ſo Faſtidiouſiy affected as 

e is . 

Mit. You have utter'd my ey: why Sir, indeed. 

Cor. Why, (by that proportion) the Court might 
as well take Offence at him we call the Courtier, 
and with much more pretext, by how much the 
place tranſcends, and goes before in Dignity and Ver- 
tue; but can you imagine that any noble or true 
59 in Court (whoſe Snowy, and altogether un- 
affected Graces, very worthily expreſs him a Cour- 
tier) will make any Exception at the opening of 
ſuch an empty Trunk, as this Brist is? or think his 
_ worth impeach'd, by beholding his motly In- 
ci 

Mit. No, Sir, I do not. 

Cor. No more, aſſure you, will any grave wiſe Ci- 
tizen, or modeſt Matron, take the Object of this 
folly in Deliro, and his Wife; but rather apply it as 
the Foil to their own Virtues. For that were to 
affirm, that a Man writing of Nero, ſhould mean all 
Emperors: or ſpeaking of Machiavel, comprehend 
all States Men; or in our Sordido, all Farmers; and 
ſo of the reſt: than which nothing can be utter'd 
more malicious, or abſurd. Indeed, there are a ſort 
of theſe narrow-ey'd decypherers, I confeſs, that will 
extort ſtrange and abſtruſe meanings out of any Subject 
be it never ſo conſpicuous and innocently deliver'd. But 
to ſuch (where-e'er they fir conceal'd) let them know, 
the Author defies them and their Writing-Tables 
and hopes no ſound or ſafe Judgment will infe& it 
ſelf with their contagious Comments, who (indeed) 
come here only to pervert and poyſon the Senſe of 
what they hear, and for nought elſe _ 

Mit. Stay, what new Mute is this, that walks fo. 
ſuſpiciouſly ? 25 what 

Cor. O, marry this is one, for whoſe better illu- 


. 


ſtration, we muſt deſire you to preſuppoſe the Stage, 
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the middle Iſle in Pauls; and that, the Weſt end 
of it. 

Mit. So, Sir, and what follows? 

Cor. Faith, a whole Volume of Humour, and wor- 
thy the unclapſing. ; 

Mit. As how? what name do you give him firſt ? 

Cor. He hath ſhift of names, Sir: ſome call him 
Apple John, ſome Signior Whiff, marry, his main 
ſtanding name is Cavalier Shift: the reſt are but as 
clean Shirts to his Natures. 

Mit. And what makes he in Pauls now ? 

Cor. Troth, as you ſee, for the advancement of a 
' Siquis, or two; wherein he has ſo varied himſelf, that 

if any of 'em take, he may hull up and down in the 
humorous World a little longer. 
- Mit. It ſeems then he bears a very changing ſail? 

Cor. O, as the Wind, Sir: here comes more. 


— 


ACTI SCENE I. 
Shift, Orange, Clive. 
ap" is rare, I have ſet up my Bills with- 


out diſcovery. 
Oran. What? Signior FYhiff / what Fortune has 
brought you into theſe Weſt Parts? 
Shift. Troth, Signior, nothing but your Rheum; 
I have been taking an Ounce of Tobacco hard by 
here, with a Gentleman, and I am come fpit private 


in Pauls. Save you, Sir. 
Oran. Adieu, good Signior Mbit. 
_ Clov. Maſter Apple John] you are well met: when 


ſhall we Sup together, and laugh; and be fat with 
thoſe good Wenches? ha? 


Shift. Faith, Sir, I muſt now leave you, upon a 
few humours and oceaſions; but when you pleaſe, Sir. 


| Clov. 
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Clove. Farewell, ſweet Apple- Jobn: I wonder there 
are no more ſtore of Gallants here! 


GRE X. 


Mit. What be theſe two, Signior? 

Cor. Marry a couple, Sir, that are meer Strangers 
to the whole ſcope of our Play; only come to walk 
a turn or two i' this Scene of Pauls by chance. 
Orange. Save you, good Maſter Cove. 

Clove. Sweet Maſter Orange. 


GREX, 


Mit. How? Clove and Orange? 
Cor. I, and they are well met, for 'tis as dry an 
Orange as ever grew; nothing but Salutation; and, 
O God, Sir; and, it pleaſes you to ſay ſo, Sir; one 
that can laugh at a jeſt for Company with a moſt 
plauſible and extemporal grace; and ſame Hour af- 
ter, in private, ask you what it was; the other, 
Monſieur Clove, is a more ſpic'd Vouth; he will fit 
ou a whole Afternoon ſometimes. in a Book-ſeller's 
hop, reading the Greek, Italian, and Spaniſh z when 
he underſtands not a word of either; if he had the 
Tongues to his Sutes, he were an excellent Linguiſt. 

Clove. Do you hear this reported for certainty ?. 

Orange. O God, Sir. 


SCENE II. 


Puntarvolo, Carlo. 


Punt. Sirrah, take my Cloak; and you Sir Knave, 
follow me cloſer. If thou loſeſt my Dog, thou ſhalt 
dye a Dog's death; I will hang thee. 

Car. Tut, fear him not, he's a good lean Slave, he 
loves a Dog well, I warrant him; I ſee by his looks, 
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I: Maſs he's ſomewhat like him. Slud poyſon him, 
make him away with a crooked Pin, or ſomewhat, 
Man; thou maiſt haye more ſecurity of thy Life? 
and ſo Sir, what? you ha' not put out your whole 
Venture yet? ha? you? : 

Punt. No, I do want yet ſome fifteen or ſixteen 
hundred Pounds; but my Lady (my Wife) is out of 
her humour; ſhe does not now go. 

Car.. No? how then? , p 

Punt. Marry, I am. now enforc'd to give it out, 
upon the return of my Self, my Dog, and my Cat. 

Car. Your Cat! where is ſhe? | 

Punt. My Squire has her there, in the Bag: Sir- 
rah, look to her: How lik'ſt thou my change, Carlo? 

Car. Oh, for the better, Sir; your Cat has nine 
Lives, and your Wife ha” but one. 

Punt. Beſides, ſhe will never be Sea- ſick, which 
will fave me ſo much in Conſerves? when ſaw you 
Signior Sogliardo ? ” 

Car. I came from him but now, he is at the He- 
ralds Office yonder; he mou ſted me to go afore, 
and take up a Man or two for him in Pauls, againſt 
his Cogniſance was ready. 2 0 | 

Punt, What, has he purchaſt Arms, then? 

Car. I, and rare ones too; of as many Colours as 
e' er you ſaw any Fool's Coat in your Life. I'll go 
look among yond' Bills, an' I can fit him with Legs 
to his Arms | 55 

Punt. With Legs to his Arms! Good: I will go. 
with you, Sir. [They go to look upon the Bills. 


SCENE III. 
Faſtidius, Deliro, Macilente. 


Faſt. Come, let's walk in Mediterraneo: I aſſure 
0 Sir, I am not the leaſt reſpected among Ladies; 


ut let that paſs; do you know how to go into the 
Preſence, Sir? Maci. 
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Maci. Why, on my Feet, Sir. 

Faſt. No, on your Head, Sir; for 'tis that muſt 
bear you out, I aſſure you; as thus, Sir. You muſt 
firſt have an eſpecial care ſo to wear your Hat, that 
it oppreſs not confuſedly this your predominant, or 
ſore- top; becauſe (When you come at the Preſence 
Door) you may with onceor twice ſtroaking up your 
Fore-head thus, enter with your predominant perfect; 
that is ſtanding up ſtiff. 

Maci. As if one were frighted? 

Faſt. I, Sir. | | 
Maci. Which, indeed, a true fearof your Miſtreſs 
ſhould do, rather than Gum-water, or Whites of 

Eggs; is't not ſo, Sir? 
aft. An ingenious obſervation; give me leave to 
crave your Name, Sir? 

Deli. His Name is Macilente, Sir. | 

Faſt. Good Signior Macilente, if this Gentleman, 
Signior Deliro, furniſh you (as he ſays he will) with 
Clothes, I will bring you ro Morrow by this time, 
into the preſence of the moſt divine and accute Lady 
in Court; you ſhall ſee ſweet ſilent Rhetorique, and 
dumb Eloquence ſpeaking in her Eye; but when 
ſhe ſpeaks her ſelf, ſuch an Anatomy of wit, ſo ſine- 
wi d and arteriz'd, that 'tis the goodlieſt Model of 
Pleaſure that ever was to behold. Oh! ſhe ftrikes 
the World into admiration of herz (O, O, O) I 
cannot expreſs em, believe me. R | 

 Maci. O, your only admiration, is your ſilence, Sir. 
Punt. Fore God, Carlo, this is good; let's read 


'em again. 
The firſt BILL. 

If there be any Lady or Gentlewoman of good carriage 
that is deſirous to entertain (te her private uſes) a young, 
ſtraight, and upright Gentleman, of the age of five or ſin 
and twenty at the moſt; who can ſerve in the nature of a 
Gentleman-Uſher, and hath little Legs of purpoſe, and a 
black Satten Sute of his own, to go before her in; * 

| le 
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Sute (for the more ſweetning) now lies in Lavander; and 
can hide his Face with her Fan, if need require; or fit in 
the cold at the Stair-foot for her, as well as another Gen- 
tleman Let her ſubſcribe her Name and Place, and dili- 
gent neſpect ſhall be given. 3 

Punt. This is above meaſure excellent! ha? 

Car. No, this, this! here's a fine Slave. 


The ſecond BILL. 


If this City, or the Suburbs of the ſame, do afford any 
Joung Gentleman, of the firſt, ſecond, or third Head, more 
or leſs, whoſe Friends are but lately deceaſed, and whoſe 
Lands are but new come into his Hands, that (to be asex- 
actly qualified as the beſt of our ordinary Gallants are) is 
affefted to entertain the moſt Gentleman lite uſe of Tobac- 
coz as firſt, to give it the moſt exquiſite Perfume; then, 

to know all the delicate ſweet forms for the aſſumption of 
it; as alſo the rare Corollary and Practice of the Cuban 
Ebolition, Euripus and Whiff;, which he ſhall receive, 
or take in here at London, and evaporate at Uxbridge, 
or farther, if it pleaſe him. If there be any ſuch generous 
Spirit, that is truly enamour'd of theſe good Faculties: 
May it pleaſe him, but (by a note of his Hand) to ſpecifie 
the Place or Ordinary where he uſes to eat and lie; and 
moſt ſeveet attendance with Tobacco and Pipes of the beſt 
fort, ſhall be miniſtred:; Stet Quzſo Candide Lector. 


Punt. Why this is without parallel, this! 

Car. Well, I'll mark this Fellow for Sogliardo's uſe 
preſently. | 

Punt. Or rather, Sogliardo for his uſe. 

Car. Faith either of em will ſerve, they are both 
good properties: I'll deſign the other a place too, 
that we may ſee him. 
Punt. No better place than the Mitre, that we 
may be Spectators with you, Carlo. Soft, behold 
who enters here: Signior Sogliardo ! ſave you. 
= I | gh SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
[To them] Sogliardo. 


Sog. Save you, gbod Sir Puntarvols; your Dog's 
in health, Sir, I ſee; how now, Carlo? 

Car. We have ta'en ſimple pains, to chuſe you 
out followers here. 

Punt. Come hither, Signior. 

Clove. Monſieur Orange, yond' Gallants obſerve 
us; pr'y thee let's talk fuſtian a little, and gull em; 
make em believe we are great Schollars, 

. | [They ſhew him the Bills. 

Orange. O Lord, Sir. | 
Cleve. Nay, pr'y thee let's, believe me, you have 
an excellent habit in diſcourſe. | 

Orange. It pleaſes you to ſay ſo, Sir. Yo 

Clove. By this Church, you ha' la; nay, come, 
begin: Ariſtotle in his Demonologia, approves Scaliger 
for the 75 Navigator in his time; and in his Hypercri- 
tiques, be reports him to be Heautontimorumenos : you 
underſtand the Greek, Sir. 6 

Orange. O God, Sir. 1 | 

Maci. For Societies fake he does. O, here be a 
Couple of fine tame Parrots. | 

Clove. Now, Sir, whereas the Zngenuity of the 
time, and the Souls Synderifis are but Embrions in 
Nature, added to the Panch of E/quiline, and the In- 
ter-vallum of the Zodiack, beſides the Ecliptick line 
being optick, and not mentall, but by the contempla» 
tive and theorict part thereof, doth demonſtrate to us 
the vegetable cicumference, and the ventoſity of the Tro- 
picks, and whereas our intellectual, or mincing capreal 
(according to the Metaphyficks) as you may read in 
Plato's Hiſtoriomaſtix You conceive me Sir? 

Orange. O Lord, Sir. | 

0 Clove. Then coming to the pretty Animal, as Rea- 
ON Jon 
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n long fince is fled to Animals, you know, or indeed 
for the more modellizing, or enamelling or rather dia- 
mondixing of your ſubject, you ſhall perceive the Hy- 
pothefis, or Galaxia, (whereof the Meteors long ſince 
had their initial inceptions and notions) to be meerl 
Pythagorical, Mathematical, and» Ariftocratical == 
For look you, Sir, there is ever a kind of concinnity 
and ſpecie Let us turn to our former diſcourſe, 
for they mark us not. 9 OKs 

Faft. Maſs, yonder's the Knight Puntarvolo. 

Deli. And my Couſin Sagliard, methinks. 

Mac. I, and his Familiar that haunts him, the 
Devil with the ſhining Face. 5 8 

Deli. Let em alone, obſerve em not. 

eee Puntarvolo, Carlo, walk. 

Sog. Nay, Iwill have him, I am reſolute for thar. 
By this Parchment Gentlemen, I have been ſo toil'd 
among the Harrots yonder, you will not believe, they 
do ſpeak i' the ſtrangeſt Language, and give a Man 
2 hardeſt Terms for his Money, that ever you 

ew. 

Car. But ha' you Arms, ha' you Arms? 

Sog. V faith, I thank them, I can write my ſelf 
Gentleman now, here's my Pattent, it coſt me Thir- 
ty Pound, by this Breath. 1 8 
4 Punt. A very fair Coat, well charg'd and full of 

rmory. 

I rg Nay, it has as much variety of Colours in it, 
— you haye ſeen a Coat have z how like you the Creſt, 
ir 

Punt. T underſtand it not well, what is't? 

Sog. Marry, Sir, it is your Bore without a Head 
Rampant. A Bore without a Head, that's very rare! 

Car. I, and Rampant too; troth, I commend the 
Heralds wit, he has decyphered him well: A Swine 
without a Head, without Brain, Wit, any thing in- 
deed, ramping to Gentility. You can blazon the 
reſt, Signior? can you not? 4 

. 08. 
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Sog. G, 1, L have it in writing here of purpoſe, it 


coſt me two Shillings the tricking. 


Car. Let's hear, let's hear. 2 | 
Punt. It is the moſt vile, fooliſh, abſurd, palpa- 
ble, and ridiculous Eſcutcheon that ever this Eye 
ſuryis'd. Save you, good Monſieur Faftidius. 
| [They ſalute as they meet in the Walk. 
Car. Silence, rom Knight; on, on. 15 
Sog. Gyrony, of eight pieces; Azure and Gules, be- 
tween three Plates; a Chevron, engrailed checkey, Or, 
Vert, and Erminsz on a cheefe Argent between two 
a a Boar's Head, Proper. | 
Car. How's that, on a cheef Argent. _ 
Sog. On a cheef Argent, a Boar's Head Proper, be- 
tween two Ann lets ſables. 
Car. Slud, it's a Hogs-cheek, and Puddings in a 
Pewter Field this. | 
[Here they ſhift. Faſtidius mixes with Puntarvolo, . 
Carlo and Sogliardo, Deliro and Macilente, 
Clove and Orange, four Couple. 
Sog. How like you 'em, Signior ? | 
Punt. Let the word be, Not without Muſtard; your 
Creſt is very rare, Sir. | | N 
i Car. A Frying- pan, to the Creſt, had had no fel- 
ow 


Faſt. Intreat your poor Friend to walk off a little, 
Signior, I will ſalute the Knight. 

Car. Come, lap't up, lap't up. 

Faſt. You are right well encountred, Sir, how 
does your fair Dog? | 

Punt. In reaſonable ſtate, Sir; what Citizen is that 
you were conſorted with? a Merchant of any worth? 

Faſt. Tis Signior Deliro, Sir. 

Punt. Is it he? Save you, Sir. [ Salute. 

Deli. Good Sir Puntarvolo. | 

Maci. O, what Copy of Fool would this place 
3 to one endued with patience to obſerve 
ir | | 
5 Car. 
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Car. Nay look you, Sir, now you are a Gentle- 
man, you mutt carry a more exalted preſence, e 


your Mood and Habit to a more auſtere Form, 
exceeding proud, ſtand upon your Gentility, and 


. ſcorn every Man. Speak nothing humbly, never 


* 


diſcourſe under a Noble- man, though you neꝰ er ſaw 
him but riding to the Star- Chamber, it's all one. 
Love no Man. Truſt no Man. Speak ill of no Man 
to his Face; nor well of any Man behind his back. 
Salute fairly on the front, and wiſh 'em hang'd upon 
the turn. Spread your ſelf upon his Boſom publick- 
ly, whoſe Heart you would eat in private. Theſe 
be Principles, think on them, I'll come to you again 
preſently. 2 | 5 
Punt. Sirrah, keep cloſe; yet not ſo cloſe; thy 
breath will draw my Ruff. | 3 
Sog. O, good Couſin, I am a little buſie, how 


does my Niece? I am to walk with a Knight, here. 


SCENE V. 
* [To them] Fungoſo, Taylor. 


Fung. O he is here, look you Sir, that's the Gen- 
tleman. 
Tay. What, he i' the Bluſh- coloured Sattin? 

Fung. I, he Sir; though his Sute bluſh, he bluſhes 
not, look you, that's the Sute, Sir: I would have 
mine ſuch a Sute without difference, ſuch Stuff, ſuch 
a Wing, ſuch a Sleeve, ſuch a Skirt, Belly and all; 
therefore, pray you obſerve it. Have you a Pair of 
Tables? | ; | 
. Faft. Why do you ſee, Sir? they ſay I am Phan- 
taſtical; why, true, I know it, and I purſue my 
Humour till, in contempt of this cenſorious Age. 
'Slight, an' a Man ſhould do nothing but what a ſort 
of {tale Judgments about this Town will approve in 


| him, he were a ſweet Aſs: I'd beg him i“ faith. I 


Vol. I. N ne'er 
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ne'er knew any more find more fault with a Faſhion, 

than they that knew not how to put themſelves1nto'r. - 

For mine own part, ſo I pleaſe mine own Appetitcys, 

Low carcleſs what the fuſty World ſpeaks of me. 
un. | FIGH ix . v7 

Fav. Do you mark, how it hangs at the Knee 
there! HED 

Tay. I warrant you, Sir. un gn 290, 

Fung. For Gods ſake do, note all; do you ſee. the 
Collew Sir. 7 7 3, ork tld en 

Tay. Fear nothing, it ſhall not differ ina Stich, Sir. 

Fung. Pray Heav'nit do not, you'll make theſe Li- 
nings ſerve? and help me to a Chapman for the Out- 
fide, will you? bt He 

Tay. I'Il do my beſt, Sir; you'll put it off preſently? 

Fung. I, go with me to my Chamber you ſhall 
have it but make haſte of it, for the love 
of a Cuſtomer, for I'll fit i' my old Sute, or elſe lye 
a Bed, and read the Arcadia till you have done. 

Car. O, if ever you were ſtruck with a Jeſt, Gal- 
lants, now, now, do uſher the moſt ſtrange piece 
of Military profeſſion that ever was diſcover'd in In- 
ſula Paulina. | 

. Faſt. Where? where? 
Punt. What is he for a Creature? 48 1 

Car. A Pimp, a Pimp, that I have obſerv'd yon- 
der, the rareſt ſaperſices of a humour; he comes eve- 
ry Morning to empty his Lungs. in Pauls here; and 
offers up ſome five or ſix Hecatombs of Faces and Sighs 
and away again. Here he comes; nay, walk, walk, 


5 not ſeen to note him, and we ſhall have excellent 
ſport. | 


* 


+ * # 


SCENE VI. 


[To them] Shift. | 
Punt. *Slid, he vented a Sigh e'ennow, I thought 


he would have blown up the Church. | 
Cs „ | Car. 


J. 
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Car. O, you ſhall have him give a number of 
thoſe falſe Fires e er he depart. 

+ Faſt; See, now hei is expoltulating with his Rapier! 
look, laok. 

Car. Did. you ever. in your -days obſerve better 
Paſſion over a Hilt?. , | 

Hunt. Except. it rere in the Perſon of a Cutler's 

or that the fellow were n but Vapour, 

I Lad think it impoſſible. 

2 See a again, he claps his Sword o' the Head, as 
who ſhould ay, well, go to. 


Fuat. O violence l 1 —  theT Blade can contain 


itſelf, being ſo provok' d. 
Car. With chars the moody Squire thump? his Breaft, 
And rear'd his Eye to Heav'n for revenge. 


| Sag. Troth, an' you be good Gentlemen, let's 


make em Friends, and take 7 the matter between 
his Rapier and him. 

Car. Nay, if you intend chat, you muſt lay down 
the matter; for his Rapier (it ſeems) is in the na- 
ture of a cer bis and the guy Gentleman would 
happily. be rid of him. 

Br tb By my faith, and tis to be ſuſpeRted, Pl. 
ask him. 

Maci. O, here's wich Stuff, for Life sſake, let us go. 
A Man would wiſh himſelf a ſenſeleſs Pillar 
Rather than view theſe monſtrous Prodi 

Nil habet infelix paupertas durius in » 
Quàm quad ridiculos NEG a — 

. Faſt. Sigmor.. 

Shift. 0 our Service. 4 

Faſt. . Will you ſell your Rapier? 

Car. He is turn'd wild upon the queſtion, helooks 
as he had ſeen a Serjeant. 

Shift. Sell my 1 ed ? now fate bleſs me. 

Punt. Amen. 

Shift. You ask'd me, if I would ſell my Rapier, Sir? 

8 I did indeed. 

N 2 Shift. 
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Shift. Now, Lord have Mercy upon me. 
Punt. Amen, | ſay till. 
| Shift. Slid Sir, what ſhould you behold in my 
Face, Sir, that ſhould move you (as they ſay, Sir) 
ro ask me, Sir, if | would fell my Rapier? 

Fat. Nay (let me pray you, Sir) be not mov'd: I 
proteſt, I would rather have been filenr, than any 
way offenſive, had I known your nature. 

Shift. Sell my Rapier? 'ods lid! Nay, Sir (for 
mine own part) as Jam a Man that hasſerv'd in Cauſes, 
or ſo, ſo I am not apt to injure any Gentleman in the 
degree of falling foul, but (ſell my Rapier?) I will 
tell you, Sir, I have ſerv'd with this fooliſh Rapier, 
where ſome of us dare not appear in haſte; I.name 
no Man; but let that paſs. (Sell my Rapier?) death 
to my. Lungs. This Rapier, Sir, has travel'd by 
my fide, Sir, the beſt part of France and the Low 
Country: I have ſeen Yliſhing, Brill, and the Hague, 
with this Rapier, Sir, in my Lord of Leyſter's time: 
And (by Gods will) he that ſhould offer to diſrapier 
me now, I would Look you Sir, you pre- 
ſume to be a Gentleman of ſort, and ſo likewiſe your 
Friends here, if you have any diſpoſition to travel, 
for the ſight of ſervice, or ſo, one, two, or all of 
you, I can lend you Letters to divers Officers and 
Commanders in the .Low Countries, that ſhall for my 
cauſe do you all the good Offices, that ſhall pertain 
or belong to Gentlemen of your — Pleaſe you 
to ſhew. the bounty of your Mind, Sir, to impart 
ſome Ten Groats, or half a Crown to our uſc, till 
our ability be of growth to return it, and we ſhall 
think our ſelf —— —— What, ſell my Rapier? 

Sog. I pray you, what ſaid he, Signior? he's a 


m_ an. 
aft. Marry he tells me, if I pleaſe to ſhew the 


bounty of my Mind, to impart ſome ten Groats to 
his ule, or ſo— 4 


Punt. Break his Head and give it him. 
| Car. 
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Car. I thought he had been playing o' the Jews 


Trum hy | 


Shift. My Rapier? no Sir; my Rapier is my Guard, 
my Defence, my Revenue, my Honour; {if you 
cannot impart, be ſecret, I beſeech you) and I will 
maintain it, where there is a Grain of Duſt, or a 
Drop of Water. (Hard is the choice when che va- 
liant muſt cat their Arms, or clem:) Sell my Rapier? 
no, my dear, I will not be divorc'd from thee, yet; 
I have ever found thee true as Steel and (you 


cannot impart Sir?) Save you Gentlemen; (neverthe- 


leſs if you have a fancy to it, Sir) 
Faſt. Prethee away; is Signior Deliro departed? _ 
Car. Ha' you ſeen a Pimp out-face his own wants 
better ? I 
Sug: I commend him, that can diſſemble em ſo 
A 5 3 . 
Punt. True, and having no better a cloke for it, 
than he has neither. | 
Faſt. Gods precious, what miſchievous luck is this! 
adieu Gentlemen, | „ 
Punt. Whither in ſuch haſte, Monſicur Faſtidius? 
Faſt. After my Merchant, Signior Deliro, Sir. 
Car. O hinder him not, he may hap loſe his tide, 
a good Flounder i' faith. ; 3 
Orange. Hark you, Signior J/hiffe, a word with you. 
[Orange and Clove call Shift aſide. 
Car. How? Signior V hiſfe? cats 
Orange. What was the difference between that 


_ Gallant that's gone, and you, Sir? 


Shift. No difference; he would ha- given me Five 


Pound for my Rapier, and I refus'd it; that's all. 


Cove. O, was't no otherwilc? we thought you 

had been upon ſome Terms. | e 
Shift. No other than you ſaw, Sir. 

Clove. Adieu, good Maſter Apple- John. = 

Car. How? Whife, and Apple-Johu too? H art. 

3 x E what'll 


-— 
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what'll you ſay if this be the Appendix, or Label, to 
both yond' Indentures? N U 
7 
Car, Reſolve us of it Janus, thou that look'ſt eve- 
ry way; or thou Hercules, that haſt travell'd all 
ountries TR. LEY 
Punt. Nay, Carlo, ſpend not time in Invacations 
„„ , nts zen Bris var 
Car. Signior, here's a Gentleman deſirous of your 
Name, Sir. F 
Shift. Sir, my Name is Cavalier Shift: I am known 
ſufficiently in this walk, Sir. 3 
Car. Shift? J heard your Name varied e' en now, 
as I take Ra: rus... | 
Shift. True, Sir, it pleaſes the World (as J am her 
excellent Tobacconiſt) to give me the Stile of Signior 
FYhiffe; as I am a poor Eſquire about the Town 
here, they call me Maſter Apple- John. Variety of 
good Names does well, Sir. „ 
Car. I, and good parts, to make thoſe good Names; 
out of which imagin yond' Bills to be yours. 
Shift. Sir, if I ſhould deny the Manuſcripts, I were 
worthy to be baniſht the middle Ifle for ever. 
Car. I take your word, Sir; this Gentleman has 
ſubſcrib'd to em, and is moſt deſirous to become 
your Pupil. Marry you muſt uſe expedition. Sig- 
nior Inſulſo Sugliardo, this is the Profeſſor. EY 
Sog. In good time, Sir; nay, good Sir, houſe your 
Head; do you profeſs theſe Slights in Tobacco? 
' Shift, I do more than profeſs, Sir, and (if you 
pleaſe to be a Practitioner) I will undertake in one 
fortnight to bring you, that you ſhall take it plau- 
ſibly in any Ordinary, Theatre, or the Tilt-yard, if 
need be, i the moſt popular Aſſembly that is. 
j Pan. But you cannot bring him to the /hiffe, ſo 
don! : | 
Shift. Ves, as ſoon, Sir; he ſhallreceive the firſt, 
ſecond, and third Yhife, if it pleaſe him, and (up- 
2 e | . 


r 
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on the receipt) take his Horſe, drink his three Cups 
of Canary, and expoſe one at Hounſlow, a ſecond at 
Stanes, and a third at Bag ſhot. 

Car. Baw-waw! _ 9 2 7 
Sog. You will not ſerve me, Sir, will you? I'II 
ive you more than countenance. | 


Shift. Pardon me, Sir, I do ſcorn to ſerve any Man. 
Car. Who? he ſerve? he! he keeps high men, 
and low men, he! he has a fair living at Fullam. 

Shift. Bur in the nature of a Fellow, I'll be your 
Follower, if you pleaſe.” | 

Sog. Sir, you ſhall ſtay, and dine with me, and if 
we can agree, we'll not part in haſte: I am very 
D to Men of Quality. Where ſhall we go, 

ignior 

85 Your Miter is your beſt Houſdm. 
Shift. I can make this Dog take as many I hiſfes 
as I lift, and he ſhall retain, or effume them, at my, 
pleaſure. | 2 45. {8 

. Pant, By your patience, follow me, Fellows, 
Sog. Sir, Puntarvolo! . 10 NETS 
Punt. Pardon me, my Dog ſhall not eat in his 
Company for a Million. N 
Car. Nay, be not you amaz'd, Signior }/hiffe, 
what e' er that Stiff- neckt Gentleman ſays. 

Sog. No, for you do not know the humour of 
the Dog, as we do; where ſhall we dine, Carlo? I 
would tain go to one of theſe Ordinaries, now I am 
a.Gentleman. 

Car. So you may; were you never at any yet? 
Sog. No faith, but they lay there reſorts your molt 
choice Gallants 8 

Car. True, and the Faſhion is, when any Stranger 
comes in amongſt em, they all ſtand up and ſtare at 
him, as he were ſome unknown Beaſt, brought out 
of Africk; but that'll be help'd with a good adven- 
turous. Face, You muſt be impudent enough, fit 
down, and uſe no reſpect; when any thing's pro- 

| 4 pounded 
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pounded above your 8 ſmile at it, make two 
or three Faces, and *tis excellent, they'll think you 
have travell'd; though you argue, a whole Day, in 
ſilence thus, and diſcourſe in nothing but laug:.. _ 
*twill paſs. Only (now and then) give fire, diſcharge 
a good full Oath, and offer a great Wager, 'twill 
be admirable. | 
Sog. I warrant you, I am reſolute; come, good 
eee there's a poor French Crown for your Or- 
inary. 

Shift It comes well, for I had not ſo much as the 

leaſt Portcullice of Coyn before. 


2 N21 


Mit. I travel with another Objection, Signior, 
which I fear will be enforc'd againſt the Author, 
cer I can be deliver'd of it. ; 25 

Cor. What's that, Sir? 

Mit. That the argument of his Comedy might have 
been of ſome other nature, as of a Duke to be in 
love with a Counteſs, and that Counteſs to be in love 
with the Duke's Son, and the Son to love the Lady's 
 Waiting-maid; ſome ſuch croſs wooing, with a 
Clown to their Servingman, better than to be thus 
near, and familliarly allied to the time. 

Cor. You ſay well, but I would fain hear one of 
theſe autumne Judgements define once, Quid /it Co- 
media? if he cannot, let him content himſelf with 
Cicero's definition (till he have Strength to propoſe 
to himſelf a better) who would have a Comedy to be 
Imitatio vitæ, Speculum conſuetudinis, Imago veritatis z 
a thing throughout pleaſant, and ridiculous, and ac- 
commodated to the correction of manners; if the 
Maker have fail'd in any Particle of this, they may 
worthily tax him; but if not, why be you 
(that are for them) ſilent, as I will be for him; and 
give way to the Actors. 2 

SCENE 
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„ 
Sordido, with a Halter about bis Neck; Hind. | 


Sord. Nay, Gods-pretious, if the Weather and Sea- 

ſon be ſo reſpectleſs, that Beggars ſhall live as well 
as their Betters; and that my hunger and thirſt for 
Riches, ſhall not make them hunger and thirſt with 
Poverty; that my Sleep ſhall be broken, and their 
Hearts not broken; that my Coffers ſhall be full, and 
yet care; their's empty, and yet merry! Tis time, 

that a Croſs ſhould bear Fleſh and Blood, ſince Fleſh 
and Blood cannot bear this Croſs. t 


G RE X. 


Mit. What, will he hang himſelf? 
Cor. Faith I, it ſeems his Prognoſtication has not 
kept touch with him, and that makes him deſpair. 
Mit. Beſhrow me, he will be out of his humour 
then, indeed. | 
Ford. Tut, theſe Star-monger Knaves, who would 
truſt *em? one ſays Dark and Rainy, when'tis as clear 
as Chryſtal; another ſays, Tempeſtuous Blaſts and 
Storms, and 'twas as — — as a Milk-bowl; here be 
ſweet Raſcals for a Man to credit his whole Fortunes 
with: You Sky-ſtaring Cox-combs you, you Fat- 
brains, out upon you; you are good for nothing but 
to ſweat Night-caps, and make Rug-gowns dear! 
You learned Men, and have not a legion of Devils, 
a voſtre ſervice ! a voſtre ſervice ! by Heav'n, I think 
I ſhall dye a better Schollar than they! but ſoft, how 
now, Sirrah? | 
Hind. Here's a Letter come from your Son, Sir. 
Sord. From my Son, Sir? what would my Son, 
Sir? ſome good news no doubt. | 5 


The 
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The LET TER. 

Meet and dear Father (defiring you firſt to ſend me your 

Bleſing, which is more worth ta me than Gold or Sil- 
ver) I defire you likewiſe to be advertiſed, that this Shrove- 
tide (contrary to cuſtom) we uſe always to have; Revells; 
which is indeed Dancing and makes an excellent ſhew in 
truth; eſpecially if ve Gentlemen be well attir d, which 
our Seniors note, and think the better of our Fathers, the 
better we. gre maintain'd, and that they ſhall know if they 
come up, and have any thing to do in the Law); therefore, 
good Father, theſe are ( for your own ſake as well as mine) 
fo re-deſire you, that you let me not want that which is 
fit for the ſetting up of our Name, in the honourable Vo- 
lume of Gentility, that Imay ſay to our Galumniators, with 
Tully, Ego tum ortus domus meæ, tu occaſus tuæ. 
And thus (not doubting of your Fatherly benevolence) [ 
humbly ask your Bleſſing,' and pray God to bleſs you. 

Wi. Yours, if his own. 


Xo N 4 64 bf; ＋ $63.3) 4k; 1341 I.. 
. How's this! Yours, if his on] is he not my Son, 
except he be his own Son? Belike this is ſome new 
kind of ſubſcription the Gallants uſe. Well! where- 
fore doſt thou ſtay Knaye? Away; go. Here's a 
Letter indeed! Revels? and Benevolence? is this a 
weather to {end Benevolence? or is this a ſeaſon to 
Revel in? Slid the Devil and all takes part to vex 
me, I think! this Letter would never have come 
now elſe, now, now, when the Sun ſhines, and the 
Air thus clear. Soul, if this hold, we ſhall ſhortly 
have an excellent crop of Corn ſpring out of the 
high Ways: The Strects and. Houſes of the Town 
| will be hid with the rankneſs of the Fruits, that 
5 25 there in ſpight of good e {6 Go to, 
l prevent the fight of it, come as quickly as it can, 
I will prevent the fight of it. I have this remedy, 
Heav'n. Stay; Tl try the pain thus a little. O, no- 
thing, nothing. Well now! ſhall my Son gain a 
Benevolence 


, 
) 
3 
* 
C 
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Zenevolence by my Death? or any Body be the het- 
ter for my Gold, /* ſo forth? Ne; alive I kept it 


from em, and (dead) my Ghoſt ſhall walk about it, 


and preſerve it; my Son and Daughter ſhall ftatve. 
eier they touch it, I have hid it as deep 4s Hell from 
the Sight of Heav n, and to it Igo now. [Falls off. 


SCENE VIII. 


{ ve F W ? 


Le bin! Rafi. 


LET $3 SITE $87; YYV 0 


I Ru ay me, what pitiful ſight is this! kelp, 
help, help. ie 


2 Ruft. How now? what's the matter? 
1 Ruft. O, here's 4 Man has hang d Hiace , help 


to get him gin. 1 1 
2 Ruft Hang d bimſelfꝰ? "Stid carry bim Abe a 

Juſtice, *ris chance-medly, o'-my word! 

3 Ruft. How now, what's here to de? 
4 Ru. How comes thi: ?:: 


2 Ruſt. One has executed Pimelk cpp td ty ot- 

der 1 won and by my conſent he ſhall anſwer't. 
ft, Would Wer in cafe to anſwer it. 

I Rp Stand by, he recovers, give! him breath. 

Sord. 05 f 5 e 

5 Ruſt. Maſs, 'rwas well you went the fob. way 

Neighbour. tt min: 

1 Ruſt. I, am 1 had not cut the Halter. 

Sord. How! cut the Halter? Ay'me, Lam un- 


done, I amiundone. © - - 99005 ou : 
2 Ruſt. Marry, if yen had not been Walle, yog 
had been hang'd I can tell yo. 


Sord. Vou thread bare horſe-bread- eating Raſcals, 
if you would needs have been meddling,” could you 
not have untied it, but you mult cut it? and i in the 
midſt too! Ay me. 

I Ruf. Out on me, tis the Catterpiller Sordido! 

How 
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how. curſed are the Poor, that the Viper was bleſt 
with this good Fortune? n 

2 Ruſt. Nay, how accurſt art thou, that art cauſe 
to the curſe of the Poor? | 

3 Ruft. I, and to fave ſo wretched a Caytiff? 

4 Ruft. Curſt be thy Fingers that loos'd him. | 

2 Ruſt. Some deſperate Fury poſſeſs thee, that thou 
maiſt hang thy ſelf too. | 

7 Ruſt. Never maiſt thou be ſav'd, that ſav'd ſo 
damn'd a Monſter. 

Sord. What Curſes breath theſe Men! how have 
| my deeds FS? | 
Made my looks differ from another Man's, | 
That they ſhould thus deteſt, and loath my Life! 
Out on my wretched humour, it is that 
Makes me thus monſtrous in true human Eyes. 
Pardon me (gentle Friends) I'll make fair mends 
For my foul Errors paſt, and twenty fold ; 
Reſtore to all Men, what with wrong J rob'd them: 
My Barns and Garners ſhall ſtand open till 
To all the Poor that come, and my beſt Grain 
Be made Alms-bread, to feed half-famiſh'd Mouths. 
Though hitherto amongſt you I have liv'd, 

Like an unſavoury Muck-hill to my ſelf, 

Yet now my gather'd heaps being ſpread abroad, 
Shall turn to better and more fruitful uſes. 

Bleſs then this Man, Curſe him no more for ſaving 
My Life and Soul together. O, how deeply 

The bitter Curſes of the Poor do pierce! 

] am by wonder chang'd; come in with me 

And witneſs my Repentance; now ] prove, 

&« No Life is bleſt, that is not grac'd with Love. 

2 Rufi. O Miracle! ſee when a Man has grace! 

3 Ruft. Had't not been pity, ſo good a Man ſhould 
have been caſt away ? 

2 Ruſt, Well, I'll get our Clerk put his Conver- 
ſion in the As and Monuments. l 

4 Ruft. Do, for I warrant him he's a Martyr. 

| 2 Ruff. 
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2 Ruſt. O God, how he wept, if you mark'd it! 
did you ſee how the Tears tril'd? 


5 Ruſt. Yes, believe me, like Mafter Vicars Bowles 
upon the Green for all the World. 


3 or 4. O Neighbour, God's Bleſſing o' your Heart, 
Neighbour, 'twas a good grateful deed. 


6 EX 


Cor. How now, Mitis? what's that you conſider 
ſo ſeriouſly ? | 
Mit. Troth, that which doth eſſentially pleaſe me, 
the warping condition of this green and ſoggy Mul- 
titude; but in good faith, Signior, your Author hath 
largel e my expectation in this Scene, I will 
liberally confeſs it. For when I ſaw Sordido fo deſ- 
rately intended, I thought I had had a hand of 


im, then. . 


Cor. What? you ſuppos'd he ſhould have hung 
himſelf indeed? EY 

Mit. I did, and had fram'd my Objection to it 
ready, which may yet be very fitly urg'd, and with 
ſome neceſſity; for though his purpos d violence loſt 
th' effect, and extended not to death, yet the intent 
and horror of the Object, was more than the nature 
of a Comedy will in any ſort admit. 

Cor. 1? what think you of Plautus, in his Comedy, 
called Ciſtellaria, there? where he brings in Alcefi- 
marchus with a drawn Sword ready to kill himſelf, 
and as he is e' en yas, his Breaſt upon it, to be re- 
ſtrain'd from his reſolv'd outrage, by Silenium and 
the Bawd; is not his Authority of power to give 
our Scene approbation? 

Mit. Sir, I have this only evaſion left me, to ſay, 
I think it be ſo indeed, your memory is happier than mine : 
But I wonder, what Engine he will uſe to bring the 
reſt out of their humours ! 

Cor. That will appear anon, never pre-occupy * 

OR % your 
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your bnagination withal, Let your mind keep com- 
y with the Szene ſtill, which now removes itſelf 
rom the Country to the Court. Here comes Ma- 
cilente and Signior Brist, freſhly ſuited, loſe not your 
_ be now the Epjtafis, or buſie part of our Subject 
18 , -_ : # 


SCENE IX. 
Maciſente, Brist, Cinedo, Saviolina... 


Fuſt. Well, now, Siguior Macilente, you are not 

. ofily welcome to the Court, but alſo to my Miſtreſs's 

withdrawing Chamber: But, get me ſome Tobacco, 

I'll but go in, and ſhew I am here, and come to you 

preſently, Sir. . * 
Mati. What's that he ſaid? by Heav'n, I mark d 
| him not ; | | Re 

My Thoughts and I were of another World, 

T was admiring mine owh Our-ſide here, 

To think what Priviledge and Palm it bears 

Here, in the Court! Be a Man ne'er fo vile 

In Wit, in e de Manners, or what elſe; 

If he can purchaſe but a Silken Cover, 

He ſhall not only paſs, but paſs regarded: 

Whereas, let him be poor, and meanly clad, 

Though ve'er ſo richly parted, you ſhall have 

A Fellow (that knows nothin Pat his Beef, 

Or how to rince his clammy Guts in Beer 

Will take bim by the Shoulders, or the Throat, 

And kick him down the Stairs. Such is the ſtate 

Of Virtue in bad Clothes! ha, ha, ha, ha, 

That Raiment ſhould be in ſuch high requeſt! 

How long ſhould I be, cer I Mould put off 

To the Lord Chancellor's Tomb, or the Sheriffs Poſts? 

— Heav'n (I think) a thouſand, thouſand Year. 

Iis Gravity, his Wiſdom, and his Faith, 

To my dread Soveraign (graces that ſurvive ar p 

| | cle 
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Theſe I could well indure to reverence, ; | 
But not his Tomb; no more than I'd commend : - 


The Chappel for the Gik without, | 
Or Noam RATE or the varniſh'd Face. 


' Faſt. I fear I have made you ſtay, meta long, 
Sir 2 bag is {x Tobacco ready, Boy. 
ine T 1 
Faſt. Give me, my Miſtrebs i is upon coming, you 
ſhall ſee her preſently, Sir, (Tob,), you'll ſay you ne- 
ver accoſted a, more piercing Wit. This Tobacco 
is not dried Boy, or elſe the Pipe is defective. Oh, 
our Wits of 240 are worten comparable to her ! 
1 Brain's a very Quiver of Jeſts! and ſhe does dart 
them abroad wah that ſweet, looſe, ; and judicial 
aim, that you would— here ſhe comes, Sir. 
[Sheri is ſeen, and goes in again. 


2 i. Twas time, his i invention ny 2h bog'd 
elſe L vd 


Savi. Give me my Fan 8 rt | | 

Maci. How now, Monſieur Brick? | . 

Faſt. A kind of affectionate 3 ile — 
with a cold ſhivering, (methinks,) 

Maci. I like fuch Tempers well. pa find before 
their Miſtreſſes, with fear and trembling; and before 
their Maker, like impudent Mountains. 

Faſt. By this Hand, I'd ſpend twenty Pound my 


Vaulting-horſe ſtood here nau, ſhe might ſee medo 
but one Trick. 


Maci. Wh 0 20 does the love bauern 2 on 55 
* 


bett 


Cine. Or 1 


nius embolden me: 2 7 the Pipe l 
Maci. What? will ive her Muck? 
Faſt. A ſecond good Morrow to my fair Miſtreſs. 
Savi. Fair Servant, I'll thank . a Day hence, 
when, the Date of your Salutation comes forth, 


Taſt. 
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5 oo How like you that anſwer? is't not admira- 
AY | | 

Maci. I were a ſimple Courtier, if I could not ad- 
mire trifles, Sir. 1825 

Faſt. Troth, ſweet Lady, I ſhall (ob.) be 7 
to give you thanks for thoſe thanks, and (Tob.) ſtudy 
more officious, and obſequious regards (Tob.) to your 
fair Beauties. (Zob.) Mend the Pipe, Boy. 5 

8 He talks, and takes Tobacco betæveen. 
1 cx I ne'er knew Tobacco taken as a Parenthe/is 

ore. | | 

. Faſt. Fore God (ſweet Lady) believe it, I do ho- 
nour the meaneſt Ruſh in this Chamber for your love. 

Savi. I, you need not tell me that, Sir, I do think 
you do prize a Ruſh before my Love. i 

Maci. Is this the wonder of Nations? 

Faſt. O, by this Air, pardon me, I ſaid for your 
Love, by this Light; but it is the accuſtomed ſharp- 
neſs of your Ingenuity, ſweet Miſtreſs, to 
Maſs your Viol's new ſtrung, methinks. 8 

[ He takes down the Viol, and plays between. 

Maci. Ingenuity! I ſee his Tgnorance will not ſuf- 

fer him to {lander-her, which he had done moſt not- 

ably, if he had ſaid Wit for Ingenuity, as he meant it. 
aft. — — ſoul of Muſick, Lady (hum, hum.) 
Havi. Would we might hear it once. | 

Faſt. I do more adore and admire your (hum, hum, ) 
"anne perfections, than (bum, hum,) ever I 

all have power and faculty to expreſs (hum.) 

Savi. Upon the Viol de Gambo, you mean? 

Faſt. It's miſerably out of Tune, by this Hand. 

Savi. Nay, rather by the Fingers. | 
Maci. It makes good Harmony with her Wit. 

Faſt. Sweet Lady, tune it. Boy, ſome Tobacco. 

Maci. Tobacco again? he does court his Miſtreſs 
with very exceeding good changes. 

Faſt. Signior Macilente, you take none, Sir? (Tob.) 
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Mact. No, unlefs I had a Miſtreſs, Signor, it were 
a great indecorum for me to take Tobacco. 

7 0 How like you her Wit? (Job.) 

aci. Her Ingenuity is excellent, Sir. 

Faſt. You ſee the ſubject of her ſweet Fingers 
there? (Tob.) Oh, ſhe tickles it ſo, that (Tob;) ſhe 
makes it laugh moſt divinely; (Tob.) I'll tell 09 a 

ood jeſt now, and your ſelf ſhall ſay it's a goo 
have wiſht my eld. to be that Inſtrument (I think) 
a thouſand times, and not ſo few, by Heav'n (Tob.) 

Maci. Not unlike, Sir; but how? to be cas'd up, 
and hung by on the Wall? 

Faſt. O, no, Sir, to be in uſe I afſure you; as 
your judicious Eyes may teſtifie, (Job.) 

Savi. Here, Servant, if you will play, come. 

Faſt. Inſtantly, ſweet Lady. (755. In good faith, 
here's moſt divine Tobacco! _ 3 

Savi. Nay, I cannot ſtay to dance after your Pipe. 

Faft. Good! nay, dear Lady, ſtay; by this ſweer 
ſmoke, I think your Wit be all fire. (T05.) | 

Maci. And he's the Salamander belongs to it. 

Savi. Is your Tobacco perfum'd, Servant, that 
you ſwear by the ſweet ſmoke? 

Faſt. Still more excellent! (before Heav'n, and 
theſe bright Lights) I think (70b.) you are made of 
Ingenuity, I. (Tob.) 

Maci. True, as your diſcourſe is: O abominable! 

Faft. Will your Ladyſhip take any? 

Sai. O, peace I pray you; I love not the breath 
of Woodcock's Head. | 

Faſt. Meaning my Head, Lady? 

Savi. Not altogether ſo, Sir; but (as it were fa- 
tal to their Follies that think to grace themſelves 
with taking Tobacco, when they want better en- 
tertainment) you ſee " ws Pipe bears the true form 
of a Woodcock's-head. | f 

Faſt. O admirable fimile ! 

Savi. Tis beſt leaving of you in admiration, Sir. 

Vo. I, | O Maci. 


= 


one: 
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Maci. Are theſe the admired Lady-wits, that ha 
ving ſo good a plain Song, can run no better diviſi 
on upon it? All her jeſts are of the ſtamp, (March 


was fifteen Years ago.) Is this the Comet, Monſieur © 


Faſtidius, that your Gallants wonder at ſo? . 

Faſt. Heart of a-Gentleman, to negle& me afore 
Preſence thus! Sweet Sir, I beſeech you be filent 
in my Diſgrace. By the Muſs, I was never in fo 


vile a humour in my Life, and her Wit was at the 


Flood too. Report it not for a Million, good Sir; 
let me be ſo far endear d to your Love. | 


CREX. 


Mit. What follows next, Siggior Cordarus ?. this 
Gallant's humour is almoſt ſpent, methinks it Ebbs 
apace, with this contrary breath of his Miſtreſs, 

Cor. O, but it will flow again for all this, till 
there come a general drought of humour among all 
our Actors, and then I fear not but his will fall as 
low as oy See who preſents himſelf here! 

Mit. What, i' the old Caſe?  - 

Cor. I' faith, which makes it the more pitiful; you 
* underſtand where the Scene is? 2 | 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Fallace, Fungoſo. , 


Fal. WHY are you ſo melancholly, Brother? 
80 Fung. I am not melancholly, I thank you 
Siſter. | | 


Fal. Why are you not merry then? there are but 
two of us in all the World, and if we ſhould notbe 
Comforts one to another, God help us, 

Fung. Faith, I cannot tell, Siſter, but if a Man had 
any 


* . 
all my Heart, methinks. 
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any true Melancholly in him, it would make him 
melancholly to ſee his yeomanly Father cut his Neigh- 
bour's Throats, to make his Son a Gentleman; and 
yet when he has cut em, he will ſee his Son's Throat 


cut too, Cer he make him a true Gentleman in- 
' deed, before Death cut his own Throat. I muſt be 


the firſt Head of our Houſe, and yet he will not give 


me the Head till I be made ſo. Is any Man term'd 
a Gentleman that is not always i“ the Faſhion? I 
would know but that. ö 


Fal. If you be melancholly for that, Brother, I 


think J have as much Cauſe to be melancholly, as a- 


ny one: for I'll be worn, I live as little in the Faſhi- 


on, as any Woman in London. By the Faith of a 


Gentlewoman, (Beaſt that I am to ſay it) I ha' not 
one Friend i' the World beſides my Husband. When 


faw you Mafter Faſtidius Brisk, Brother? 


Fug. But a while fince, Siſter, I think: I know 
not well in truth. Hand, I could fight with 


Fal. Nay good Brother, be not reſolute. | 

Fung. I ſent him a Letter, and he writes me no 
Anſwer neither. | AE 
Fal. Oh, ſweet Faſtidius Brist O fine Courtier! 


thou art he mak'ſt me ſigh, and ſay, How bleſſed is 
that Woman that hath a Courtier to her Husband ! + 


and how miſerable a Dame ſhe is, that hath neither 
Husband, nor Friend 1' the Court! O, ſweet Faſtidi- 


O fine Courtier! Bow comely he bows him in 


his Court'fie ! how full he hits a Woman be- 
tween the Lips when he Kifſes! how upright he 


ſits at the Table! how daintily he Carves! how ſweet- 


ly he Talks, and tells News of this Lord, and of 
A Lady! how cleanly he wipes his Spoon, at e- 
very ſpoonful of any W hite-meat he eats! and what 
a neat Caſe of Pick-tooths he carries about him ftillf 


O, ſweet Faſtidius! O, fine Courtier! + 
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Delli. See, yonder the is, Gentlemen. Now, (as 


r „6 . a. Ono 


| | 
q 
4 
. 
k 
1 


done, and would to Fate my Life were done, if | 


SCENE ll. 
Deliro, Muſicians, Macilente, Fungoſo. 


ever you'll bear the Name of Muſicians) touch your 
Inſtruments ſweetly, ſhe has a delicate Ear, I tell 
you: play not a falſe Note, I beſeech you. 

Mufi. Fear not, Signior Deliro. Ep ol 

Deli. O, begin, begin, ſome ſprightly thing : Lord, 
how my Imagination labours with the Succeſs of 
it! Well ſaid, good i' faith! Heay'n grant it pleaſe 
—ah I'll not be ſeen, for then ſhe'll be ſure to diſ- 
ike it. 0 Y 

Fal. Hey —— da! this is excellent! I'll lay m 
Life this is my Husband's dotage. I thought ſo; 
nay, never play bo-peep with me, I know you do 
nothing but ſtudy how to anger me, Sir. 

Deli. Anger thee, ſweet Wife? why, didſt thou 
- ar for Muſicians at Supper laſt Night thy 
e ' * ö 

Fal. To Supper, Sir? now come up to Supper, I 
beſeech you: as though there were no difference be- 
tween Supper- time, when Folks ſhould be merry, 
and this time when they ſhould be melancholly ? J 
would never take upon me to take a Wife, if | had. 
no more Juogroent to pleaſe her, 

Deli. Be pleas'd, ſweet Wife, and they ſhall ha' 


can never pleaſe thee. 
Maci. Save you, Lady, where is Maſter Deliro? 
Deli. Here, Maſter Macilente; you are welcome 
from Court, Sir; no doubt you have been grac'd 
exceedingly of Matter Brisk's Miſtreſs, and the reſt 
of the Ladies for his ſake. 3 
Maci. Alas, the poor Phantaſlick ! he's ſcarce known 
To any Lady there; and thoſe that know _ 
now 
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Know him the ſimpleſt Man of all they know: 
Deride, and play upon his amorous humours, 
Though he beg apiſhly doth imirate - 
The gallant'ſt. Courtiers kiſſing Ladies Pumps, 
Holding the Cloth for them, praiſing their Wits, 
And ſervilely obſerving every one, | 
May do them Pleaſure: fearful to be ſeen , 
With any Man (though he be ne'er ſo worthy) 
That's not in Grace with ſome that are the greateſt, 
Thus Courtiers do, and theſe he counterfeits, 
But ſets not ſuch a ſightly Carriage 
Upon their Vanities, as they themſelves; 
And therefore they deſpiſe him: for indeed 
He's like the Zani to a Tumbler, 
That tries Tricks after him, to make Men laugh. 
Fal. Here's an unthankful ſpiteful Wretch! the 
good Gentleman vouchſaft ro make him his Compa- 
nion (becauſe my Husband put him into a few Rags) 
and now ſee how the unrude Raſcal back-bites 
him! 
Deli. Is he no more grac'd amongſt 'em then, 
ſay you? 
Maci. Faith, like a Pawn at Cheſs: fills up a Room, 
that's all. | 
Fal. O monſter of Men! can the Earth bear ſuch 
an envious Caytiff? | 
Deli. Well, | repent me I e'er credited him fo 
much: but (now I ſee what he is, and that his mask- 
ing Vizor is off) I'll forbear him no longer. All 
his Landsare mortgag'd to me, and forfeited : beſides, 
I have bonds of his in my Hand, for the Receipt of 
now fifty Pound, now a hundred, now two hun- 
dred: ſtill, as he has had a Fan but wagg'd at him, 
he would be in a new Suit. Well, I'll falute him by 
- Serjeant, the next time I ſee him i' faith, I'll Sute 
im, | 
Maci. Why, you may ſoon ſee him, Sir, for he is 
meet Signior Puntarvolo at a Notories by the Ex+ 
0 9 change, 
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return 
Fal. Now, out upon thee, Judas; canſt thou not 
be content to back- bite thy Friend, but thou muſt 
betray him? wilt thou ſeek the undoing of any Man? 
and of ſuch a Man too? and will you, Sir, get your 


* 


Deli. Dear Wife, have Patience. 

Fal. The Houſe will fall, the Ground will open 
and ſwallow us: I'll not bide here, for all the Gold 
and Silver in Heav'n. | wo 

Deli. O, good Matilente, let's follow and appeaſe 
her, or the Peace of my Life is at an end. | 

Maci. Now Peaſe, and not Peace, feed that Life, 
whoſe Head hangs ſo heavily over a Woman's Man- 

er. | 

Fal. Help me, Brother: *ods body, an' you come 
here I'N do my ſelf a miſchief, 

[Deliro follows his Wife, 

Deli. Nay, hear me, ſweet W ife, unleſs thou wilt 
have me go, I will not go. 

Fal. Tut, you ſhall ne'er ha' that Vantage of me, 
to ſay, you are undone by me: I'll not bid you ſtay, 
I. Brother, ſweet Brother, here's four Angels I'll 
give you towards your Sute : for the love of Gen- 
try, and as ever you came of Chriſtian Creature, 
make haſte to the Water-ſide (you know where 
Maſter Faſtidius uſes to Land) and give him warnin 
of my Husband's malicious Intent; and tell him oF 
that lean Raſcal's Treachery : O Heav'ns! how my 
Fleſh riſes at him! Nay, ſweet Brother, make haſte: 
You may ſay, I would have writ to him, but that 
the neceſſity of the time Would not permit. He 
cannot chuſe but take it extraordinarily from me: 
and commend me to him, good Brother; ſay, I 
ſent you. 5 by 

Fung. Let me ſee, theſe four Angels, and then for- 
ty Shillings more I can borrow on my Gown in Fer- 

| 104-4. . of ter- 


— 
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4 Lane. Well, I will ſently ſay on my Sure, 
pay as much Mony as 1 Au my del in- 
to Credit with my Taylor for the reſt. | 
Del. O, on my Soul you wrong her, Macilente. 
Though ſhe be froward, yet I know ſhe is honeſt, 
its + [ Deliro and Macilente paſs over the Stage. 
Maci. Well, then have I no Judgment. Would 
any Woman (but one that were wild in her Affecti- 
ons) have broke out into that immodeſt and violent 
Paſſion againſt her Husband? or is't poſſible ——- 
Del. If you love me, forbear; all the Arguments 
i' the World ſhall never wreſt my Heart to believe it. 


* C RE K. 


Cor. How like you the deeyphering of his Dotage? 

Mit. O, ſtrangely! and of the other's Envy too, 
that labours ſo ſerioufly to ſet Debate betwixt a 
Man and his Wife. Stay, here comes the Knight 
Adventurer. 4 ; 


Cor. I, and his Scrivener with him, 


SCENE II. 


Puntarvolo, Notary, Carlo, Servants. 


Pun. I wonder Monſieur Faſtidius comes not! But 
Notary, if thou pleaſe to draw the Indentures the 
while, I will give thee thy Inſtructions. | 

Not. With all my Heart, Sir; and I'll fall in Hand 
with 'em preſently. 

Pun. Well then, firſt the Sum is to be underſtood. 

Not. Good, Sir. 

Pun. Next, our ſeveral Appellations, and Chara- 
cter of my Dog and Cat, muſt be known. Shew 
him the Cat, Sirrah, 

Not. So, Sir. 
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Pan. Then, that the intended Bound is the Turk'? 
Court in Conſtantinople; the Time limited for ou 
Return, a Year; and that if either of us miſcarry, 
the whole Venture is loſt. Theſe are general, con- 
ceiv'ſt thou; or if either of us turn Turk. 

Not. I, Sir. 

Pun. Now for Particulars: That I may make my 
Travels by Sea or Land, to wy beſt liking; and 
that (hiring a Coach for my ſelf) it ſhall be lawful 
for my Dog, or Cat, or both, to ride with me in 
the ſaid Coach. 

Not. Very good, Sir. 1 

Pun. That 1 may chuſe to give wy Dog, or Cat, 
Fiſh, for fear of Bones; or any other 8 
that (by the Judgment of the moſt authentical Phy- 
ſicians where I travel) ſnall be thought dangerous. 
Mot. Well, Sir. 

+ Pan. That (after the Receipt of his Mony) he 
ſhall neither in his own Perſon, nor any other, either 
by direct or indirect means, as Magick, Witchcraft, 
or other ſuch exotick Arts, attempt, pract iſe, or 
complot any thing to the prejudice of me, my Dog, 
or my Cat: Neither ſhall l uſe the help of any ſuch 
Sorceries or Inchantments, as Unctions to make our 
Skins impenetrable, or to travel inviſible by Virtue 
of a Powder, or a Ring, or to hang any threc- 
forked Charm about my Dog's Neck, ſecretly con- 
vey'd into his Collar, (underſtand you?) but that all 
be performed ſincerely, without Fraud or Impoſture. 

Mot. So, Sir. . 5 5 
Pun. That (for teſtimony, of the Performance) 
my ſelf am to bring thence a Turk's Muſtachio, my 
Dog a Grecian Hare's Lip, and my Cat the Train or 
Tail of a Thracian Rat. | 

Not. Tis done, Sir. a 

Pun. Tis ſaid, Sir; not done, Sir: But forward; 
That upon my return, and landing on the Tower- 
Wharf, with the aforeſaid Teſtimony, I am to re- 

| ceive 
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eive Five for One, according to the proportion of 
the Sums pur forth. ng | 
Not. Well, Sir. . | 
Pun. Provided, That if before our departure, or 
ſetting forth, either my ſelf or theſe be viſited with 
Sickneſs, or any other caſual Event, ſo that the 
whole Courſe of the Adventure be hindred thereby, 
that then he is to return, and I am to receive the 
prenominated Proportion, upon fair and equal Terms. 
Not. Very good, Sir; is this all? 5 
Pun. It is all, Sir; and diſpatch them, good No- 


tar. 

Not. As faſt as is poſſible, Sir. 

Pun. O Carlo! welcome: Saw you Monſieur 
Brisk? 8 

Car. Not I: Did he appoint you to meet here? 

Pun. I, and I muſe he ſhould be fo tardy; he is 
to take an hundred Pounds of me in Venture, if he 
maintain his Promiſe. 

Car. 's his Hour paſt? 

Pun. Not bet, but it comes on apace. 

Car. Tut, be not jealous of him; he will ſooner 
break all the Commandments, than his Hour; up- 
on my Life, in ſuch a Caſe truſt him, | 

Pun. Methinks, Carlo, you look very ſmooth ! ha? 

Car. Why, 1 came but now from a Hot-houſe, I 
muſt needs look ſmooth. 

Pun. From a Hot-houſe! 

Car. l, do you make a Wonder on't? Why it's 
your only Phyſick. Let a.Man ſweat once a week 
in a Hot-houſe, and be well rubb'd, and froted, with 
a good plump juic ench, and ſweet Linnen, he 
ſhall nec'er ha' the Pox. | 

Pun. What, the French Pox? ; 

Car. The French Pox! Our Pox. We have 'em 
in as good Form as they, Man: what? 

Pun. Let me periſh, but thou art a Salt one! was 

your new<created Gallant there with yon? W 

| ar. 
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Car. O Porpuſe! hang him, no: he's a Leiger at 
Horn's Ordinary yonder; his villainous G e and 
he ha' been droning a Tobacco-pipe there ever ſin' 
yeſterday noon. - | . 

Pun. Who? Signior Tripartite, that would give 
my Dog the Whiff? 

Car. I, he. They have hir'd a Chamber and 
all, private to practiſe in, for the making of the Pa- 
toun, the Receit reciprocal, and a number of other 
Myſteries, not yet extant. I brought ſome dozen 
or twenty Gallants this morning to view em (as you'd 
do a Piece of Perſpective) in at a Key- hole; and there 
we might ſee Sogliardo ſit in a Chair, holding his 
Snowt up like a Sow under an Apple-tree, while 
th'other open'd his Noſtrils with a Poking-ſtick, to 
give the Smoke a more free delivery. They had 

pit ſome three or fourſcore Ounces between 'em, 
afore we came away. | 

Pun. How! ſpit three or fourſcore Ounces? 

Car. I, and preſerv'd it in Porrengers, as a Barber 
do's his Blood when he opens a Vein. 

Pun. Out, Pagan; how doſt thou open the Vein 
of thy Friend? . | 

Car. Friend? is there any ſuch fooliſh thing the 
World? ha? *Slid, I ne'er reliſh'd it yet. 

Pun. Thy humour is the more dangerous. 

Car. No, not a whit, Signior. Tut, a Man muſt 
keep time in all; I can Gyl my Tongue when I 
meet him next, and look with a good ſlick Fore- 

head; *twill take away all foil of Suſpicion, and 
that's enough : what Lynceus cap ſee m ? Piſh, 
the Title of a Friend, it's a vain idle thing, only 
venerable among Fools; you ſhall not have one that 


has any opinion of Wit affect it. 


SCENE 
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f - SCENE W. 
n 


Deli. Save you, good Sir Puntarvolo. 

Pun. Signior Deliro! Welcome. | : 

Poe pap you, Sir, did you ſee Maſter Faſtidius 

Brisk 

1 heard he was to meet your Worſhip here. 3 

Pun. Vou heard no 8 Sir; I do expect 
him at eyery Pulſe of my Watch. | 

Deli. In good time, Sir. 8 

Car. There's a Fellow now looks like one of the 
Patricians of Sparta; marry, his Wit's after Ten i' 
the Hundred: a good Blood- hound, a eloſe - mouth'd 
Dog, he follows the Scent well; marry, he's at a 
fault now methinks. | 

Pun. I ſhould wonder at that Creature is free 
from the danger of thy Tongue. Kh 

Car. O, I cannot abide theſe Limbs of Sattin, or 
rather Satan indeed, that'll walk (like the Children 
of Darkneſs) all Day in a melancholly Shop, with 
their Pockets full of Blanks, ready to ſwallow up as 
many poor Veahri as come within the Verge, 

Pun. So! and what haſt thou for him that is with 

Car. O, (Dam me) /mmortality/ I'll not meddle 
with him, the pure Element of Fire, all Spirit, ex- 
traction. | Is 

Pun, How Carlo? ha? what is he, Man? 

Car. A Scholar, Macilente, do you not know him? 
a rank raw-bon'd Anatomy, he walks up and down 
like a charg'd Musket, no Man dares encounter him : 
that's his Teſt there. | ' 

Punt, His reſt? why has he a forked Head? 


Car. Pardon me, that's to be ſuſpended, you are 
too quick, too apprehenſive, , 


Deli. 
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Deli. Troth (now I think on't) I'll defer it till 
ſome other time. | | 

Maci. Not by any means, Signior, you ſhall not 
loſe this opportunity, he will be here I now. 

Deli. Ves faith, Macilente, tis beſt. For, loox 
you, Sir, I ſhall ſo exceedingly offend my Wife in't, 
that | 
Maci. Your Wife? now for ſhame loſe theſe 
Thoughts, and become the Mafter of your own Spi- 
rits. Should I (if I had a Wife) ſuffer my ſelf to be 
thus paſſionately carried (to and fro) with the Stream 
of her Humour? and negle& my deepeſt Affairs, to 
-_ her Affections? Slight, I would geld my ſelf 

Deli. O bur, Signior, had you ſucha Wife as mine 
is, you would 

Maci. Such a Wife? Now hate me, Sir, if ever 


I diſcern'd any wonder in your Wife yet, with all 


the ſpeculation I have: I have ſeen ſome that ha' 
been thought fairer than ſhe, in my time; and 1 
have ſeen thoſe, ha' not been altogether ſo tall, e- 
ſteem'd properer Women; and I have ſeen leſs Roſes 


grow upon ſweeter Faces, that have done very well 


too, in my Judgment: but in good faith, Signior, 
for all this, the, Gentlewoman is a good pretty proud 
hard-favour'd thing, marry not ſo peerleſsly to be 
doted upon, I muſt confeſs: nay, be not angry. 
Deli. Well, Sir, (however you pleaſe to forget 
your ſelf) I have not deſery'd to be thus plaid upon; 
—— henceforth, pray you forbear my Houſe, for I 
can but faintly endure the favour of his Breath at my 
Table, that ſhall thus jade me for my Courteſies. 
Maci. Nay, then, Signior, let me tell you, your 
Wife is no proper Woman, and by my Life, I ſuſ- 
pect her honeſty, that's more, which you may like- 
wiſe ſuſpe& (if you pleaſe:) do you ſee? Fl urge 
you to nothing, againſt your Appetite, but if you 
pleaſe, you may ſuſpect it. 5 
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Deli. Good, Sir. 

Maci. Good Sir? Now Horn upon Horn purſue 
thee, thou blind egregious Dorard. 

Car. O, .you ſhall hear him _ like Envy. Sig- 
nior Macilente, you faw Monſieur Brisk a of 
heard you were with him at Court. 

Maci. I, Buffoon, I was with him. 

Car. And how is he reſpected there? (I — 

you'll deal ingenuouſly with us) is he made of amongſt 
th ſweeter ſort of Gallants ? 

Maci. Faith I, his Civet and his Caſting- Blaſs 
Have helpt him to a place amongſt the re 
And there, his Seniors give him good ſlight looks, 
After their Garb, ſmile, and ſalute in French 
With ſome new Complement. | 

Car. What, is this all? 


* "on hy ſay, that they ſhould ſhew the frothy 
Foo 

Such grace as they pretend comes from the Heart, 
He <q a mighty | Wind-fall out of doubt. 

Why, all — 4 Graces are not to do 

To irtue, or Deſert: but to ride both 


With their gilt Spurs quite breathleſs, from en 
ſelves. 


Tis now eſteem'd Precifianiſm in Wit, 

And a Diſeaſe in Nature, to be kind . 
Toward Deſert, to love, or ſeek good Names. 
Who feeds with a good Name? who thrives with 


loving? 
Who can provide Feaſt for his own Deſires, 
With ſerving others? ha, ha, ha: 
'Tis folly, by our wiſeſt worldin on pro prov'd, 
(If not to gain by love) to be be 


Car. How like you him? is't — a good ſpireful 
ſlave? ha? 


Pun. Shrewd, ſhrewd. 


Car. Dam me, I could eat his Fleſh n now: divine 
ſweet Villain / * 
act. 
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Maci. Nay, prethee leave: what's he there? 
Car. Who? this i' the ſtarch'd Beard? it's the dull 
Riff Knight Paurtarvcls, Man; he's to travel now 
preſently : he has a good knotty Wit, marry he car- 
ries little on't out of the Land with him. | 
' Maci. How then? © 

Car. He puts it forth in venture, as he does his 
Mony upon the return of a Dog, and Cat. 

*  Adacs. Is this he? © 
Car. I, this is he; 2 tough Gentleman: he 
looks like a Shield of Brawn at Shrovetide, out of 
Date, and' ready to take his leave; or a dry Poul of 
Ling upon Eafter-eve, that has furniſh'd the Table 
all Leni, as he has done the City this laſt vacation. 

Maci. Come, you'll never leave your ſtabbing 15 
miles: I ſhall ha' you aiming at me with em by 


and by, but 


Car. O, renounce me then: pure, honeſt, good 
Devil, I love thee above the love of Women : I 
eould e'en melt in admiration of thee, now! Gods 
ſo, look here, Man; Sir Dagonet, and his Squire! 


SCENE V. 5 
[7p them,] Sogliardo, Shift. 


Sog. Save d my dear Gallanto's: nay, come ap- 
proach, good Cavalier: prethee (ſweet Knight) know 
this Gentleman, he's one that it pleaſes me to uſe as 
my good Friend and Companion; and therefore do 
him good Offices: I beſeech you, Gentiles, know 
him, know him all over. $6565 


Punt. Sir (for Signior Sogliardo's | fake) let it ſuffice, 


I know * 
Sog. Why (as I am a Gentleman) I thank you, 
Knight, and it ſhall ſuffice, Hark you, Sir Puntar- 
wolo, you'd little think it; he's as reſolute a piece 
of Fleſh as any i' the World. 5 
unt. 
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Punt. Indeed, Sir? . | 
Sog. Upon my Gentility, Sir: Carlo, a word with 
you; as | 


Do you ſee that ſame fellow, there? | 

Car. What? Cavalier Shift? 

Sog. O, you know him; cry you Mercy : before 
me, I think him the talleſt Man living within the 
Walls of Enrope. | | 

Car. The Walls of Europe! take heed what you 
ſay, Signior, Europe's a huge thing within the Walls, 

Sog. Tut, (an' *twere as huge again) I'd juſtifie 
what 1 ſpeak. Slid, he ſwagger d e'en now in a 
place where we were : I never ſaw a Man do it more 
2 2 ven 3 
Car. Nay, in waggering is a r 

ment 'of Rachutien. Do oe our this, 8. — 

Maci. I, to my grief. O, that ſuch muddy Flags, 
For every drunken Flourifh, ſhould atchieve 
The Name of Manhood; whilſt true perfect Valour 
(Hating to ſhew it ſelf) goes by deſpis d! 
Heart, I do know now (in a fair juſt Cauſe) 


I dare do more than he, a thouſand times: | 


Why ſhould not they take Knowledge of this? ha? 
And give my worth allowance before his? 
Becauſe I cannot 1 Now the Pox 
Light on your Pickt-hatch proweſs. 1 

Fog. Why, I tell you, Sir, he has been the only 
Bidſtand that ever kept New-market, Salisbury-plain, 
Hockley i' the hole, Gads-hill; and all the hi 15 
Places of any requeſt: he has had his Mares and his 
Geldings, he, ha' been worth Forty, Threeſcore, a 
hundred Pound a Horſe, would ha” ſprung you over 
Hedge and Ditch like your Grey-hound: the has 
done Five hundred Robberies in his time, more or 
leſs, 1 aſſure you. 

Punt. What? and ſcap'd? 

Sog. Scapt ! i' faith I: he has broken the Jayl when 
he has been in Irons and Irons; and been out, and in 


again: 
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again and out, and in; Forty times, and not ſo few, he. 
Maci. A fit Trumpet, to proclaim ſuch a Perſon. 


Car. But can this be poſſible? 
Shift. Why, tis nothing, Sir, when a Man gives 


his Affections to it. | 


Sog. Good Pilades, diſcourſe a Robbery or two, 
to ſatisfie theſe Gentlemen of thy worth. | 
Shift. Pardon me, my dear Oreſtes: Cauſes have 


their quiddits, and tis ill jeſting with Bell- ropes. 


Car. How? Pilades and Oreſtes? 

Sog. I, he is my Pilades, and I am his Oreftes : 
how like you the Conceit?,, 

Car. O, it's an old ſtale enterlude Device: No, 
I'll give you Names my ſelf, look you, he ſhall be 
your Judas, and you ſhall be his Elder-Tree to hang 

- | | | 


don. * 1 5 
Mai. Nay, rather, let him be Cy me Pod, and 


this his Motion; for he does nothing but ſhew him. 
Car. Excellent; or thus, you ſhall be Holden, and 
he your Camel. DE | 
bift. You do not mean to ride, Gentlemen? 
Punt. Faith, let me end it for you, Gallants : you 
_ | * 8 and h : 5 3 . 
og. Troth, that's pretty: how ou, Cavalier, 
ft be 2... Fl 
Car. I, I, moſt Voices. 1 
Shift. Faith, I am caſily yielding to any good 


Impreſſions. 


og. Then give hands, good Reſolution, 
Car. Maſs, he cannot ſay, good Countenance, now 
(properly) to him again. 
Punt. Yes, by an Irony. 2 
Maci. O, Sir, the Countenance of Reſolution ſnould, 
as he is, be altogether grim and unpleaſant. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 
[To them,] Faſtidius Brisk. 


Faſt. Good hours, make muſick with your Mirth, 
Gentlemen, and keep time to your Humours: How 
now, Carlo? 

Punt. Monſieur Brist many a long look have I 
extended for you, Sir. „ N 

Faſt. Good faith I muſt crave Pardon: I was in- 
vited this Morning e'er I was out of my Bed, by a 
Bevy of Ladies, to a Banquet: ' whence it was almoſt 
one of Hercules labours for me to come away, but 
that the reſpect of my Promiſe did fo prevail with 
me. I know they'll take it very ill, eſpecially one, 
that gave me this Bracelet of her Hair but over 
Night, and this Pearl another gave me from her 
| Forehead, marry, ſhe what? are the Writ- 
ings _—_ 

Punt. 1 will ſend 
you to the Notaries, 
the Dog, Sir. | ; 

Faß. And how does my rare qualified Friend, Sog- 
liardo? Oh, Signior Maczlente / by theſe Eyes, I ſaw. 
you not, I had ſaluted you ſooner elſe, o' my troth : 
hope, Sir, I may preſume upon you, that you will 
= divulge my late check, or diſgrace (indeed) 

ir, | he | 
 Maci. You may, Sir. | 3 

Car. He knows ſome notorious Jeſt by this Gull, 
that he hath him ſo obſequious. | 

Sog. Monſieur Faſtidius, do you ſee this Fellow 
there? does he not look like a Clown? would you 
think there were any thing in him? 

Faft. Any thing in him? beſhrew me, I: the Fel- 
low hath a good ingenious Face. 


Volt. . | Þ As Sog. 


Man to know. Sirrah, go 
and learn if he be ready: leave 
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Sog. By this Element he is as ingenious a tall Man 
as ever ſwagger'd about London: he, and I, call Coun- 
tenance and Reſolution, but his Name is Cavalier Shift. 

Punt. Cavalier, you knew Signior Clog, that was 
hang'd for the Robbery, at Harrow o' the Hill? 

Sog. Knew him, Sir! why, 'twas he gave all the 
directions for the Action. | 
Punt. How, was it your Project, Sir? 

Shift. Pardon me, Cauntenauce, you do me ſome 

wrong to make occaſions publick, which I imparted 
to 5 in private. 

Sog. Gods will! here are none but Friends, Reſolution. 

Shift. That's all one; things of Conſequence muſt 
have their reſpects: where, how, and to whom. Ves, 
Sir, he ſhewed himſelf a true Clog in the coherence 
of that Affair, Sir: for if he had Ei matters 
as they were corroborated to him, it had been bet- 
ter for him by a Forty or fifty ſcore of Pounds, Sir, 
and he himſelf might ha' liv'd (in A3 15 of fates) 
to have fed on Woodcocks, with the reſt : but it was 
his heavy fortune to ſink, poor Clog, and therefore 

talk no more of him. - 

Punt. Why, had he more Aiders then? 

Sog. O God, Siri I, there were ſome preſent there, 
that were the nine FYorthies to him, i' faith. 

Shift. I, Sir, I can ſatisfie you at more convenient 
Conference: but (for mine own part) I have now 
reconcil'd my ſelf to other courſes, and profeſs a liv- 
ing out of my other Qualities, 

Sog. Nay, he has left all now-(I aſſure you) and is 
able to live like a Gentleman, by his Qualities. By 
this Dog, he has the moſt rare Gift in Tobacco that 
ever you knew, _ 

Car. He keeps more ado with this Monſter, than 
ever Bankes did with his Horſe, or the Fellow with 
the Elephant. 8 

Maci. He will hang out his Picture ſhortly, in a 
Cloth, you ſhall ſee. 3 

Sag. d, he does manage a Quarrel the belt that 
ever you ſaw, for Terms and Circumſtances, Faſt. 
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Fat. Good faith, Signior, (now, ybu ſpeak of a 
G00 FI acquaint you with a eee that 
happened between a Gallant, and my ſelf; Sir Pun- 
tarvolo, you know him if I ſhould name him, Signi- 
or Lucul en. 

Punt. Luculento ! what in- auſpicious chance inter- 
pos'd itſelf to yout two loves? 

Faß. Faith, Sir, the ſame that ſundred Agamemnon 
and great Thetis Son; but let the Cauſe eſcape, Sir: 
He ſent me a Challenge (mixt with ſome few Braves) 
which I reſter'd, and in fine we met. Now indeed, 
Sir, (I muſt tell you) he did offer at firſt very deſpe- 
rately, but without e ee For, look you, Sir; 
I caſt my ſelf into this Figure; now he comes vio- 
lently on, and withal advancing his Rapier to ſtrike, 
I thought to have took his Arm (for he had left his 
whole Body to my election, and I was ſure he could 
not recover his Guard.) Sir, I miſt my Purpoſe in 
his Arm, raſh'd his Doublet Sleeve, ran him cloſe by 
the left Cheek, and through his Hair. He again 
lights me here, (I had on a Gold Cable Hat- band, 
then new come up, which I wore about a Murrey 
French Hat I had) cuts my Hatband, (and yet it was 
maſſie Goldſmiths Work) cuts my Brims, which by 

od Fortune (being thick embroidered with Gold 

wiſt and Spangles) diſappointed the force of the 
Blow: Nevertheleſs, it graz'd on my Shoulder, takes 
me away fix Purls of an alia» Cut-work Band [ 
wore (coſt me three Pound in the Exchange but 
three days before.) 

Punt. This was a ſtrange Encounter. 

Faft. Nay, you ſhall hear, Sir: With this we both 
fell out, and breath'd. Now (upon the ſecond Sign 
of his Aſſault) I betook me to the former manner of 
my Defence; he (on the other fide) abandon'd hf 
Body to the ſame Danger as before, and follows me 
{till with Blows: Bur I (being loath to take the' 
deadly Adyantage that lay before me of his left Side) 

1 P 2 b made 


U 
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made a kind of Stramazoun, ran him up to the Hilts 
through the Doublet, through the Shirt, and yet 
miſs'd the Skin. He (making a reverſe Blow) fallsu 
on my emboſs'd Girdle, (I had thrown off the 
Hangers a little before) ſtrikes off a Skirt of a thick- 
lac'd Sattin Doublet I had (lin'd with four Taffataes) 
cuts off two Panes embroidered with Pearl, rends 
through the Drawings-out of Tiſſue, enters the Li- 
nings, and skips the Fleſh, _ 
ar. I wonder he ſpeaks not of his wrought Shirt. 
Faſt. Here (in the Opinion of mutual Damage) 
wepaus'd ; bur (cer I proceed) I muſt tell you; Sig- 
nior, that (in this laſt Encounter) not having leiſure 
to put off my Silver Spurs, one of the Rowels catch'd 
bold of the Ruffle of my Boot, and (being Spaniſh 
Leather, and ſubject to tear) overthrows me, rends 
me two pair of Silk Stockings, (that I put on, be- 
ing ſomewhat a raw 9 a Peach - colour and 
another) and ſtrikes me ſome half - inch deep into the 
ſide of the Calf: He (ſeeing the Blood come) pre- 
ſently takes Horſe, and away: I (having mad u 
my Wound with a piece of my wrought Shirt) 
Car. O! comes it in there? 
Faſt. Rid after him, and (lighting at the Court- 
ate both together) embrac'd, and march'd Hand in 
and up into the Preſence. Was not this Buſineſs 
well carried? 


Maci. Well? yes, and by this we can gueſs what 
Apparel the Gentleman wore. 8 
unt. Fore Valour, it was a Deſignment begun 
with much Reſolution, maintain'd with as much 
Proweſs, and ended with more Humanity. How 
now, what ſays the Notary? 
Serv. He ſays, he is ready, Sir; he ſtays but your 
Worſhip's Pleaſure. | 
Punt. Come, we will go to him, Monſieur. Gen- 
tlemen, ſhall we entreat you to be Witneſſes? 
Sog. You ſhall entreat me, Sir. Come, ws 
ne 


« 
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Shift. 1 follow you, good Countenance. | 


Car. Come, Signior, come, come. 
Maci. O that there ſhould be Fortune 
To cloath theſe Men ſo naked in Deſert! 
And that the juſt Storm of a wretched Life 
Beats em not ragged, for their wretched Souls, 
And ſince as fruitleſs, even as black as Coals! * 


GRE K. 


Mit. Why, but Signior, how comes it that Fun- 
goſo appear'd not with his Siſter's Intelligence to Brisk ? 
Cor. Marry, long of the evil Angels that ſhe gave 
him, who have indeed tempted the good ſimple 
Youth to follow the Tail of the Faſhion, and neg- 
lect the Impoſition of his Friends. Behold, here he 
comes, very worſhipfully attended, and with good 
Variety. | ET 


SCENE VII. 
Fungoſo, Taylor, Shoe-maker, Haberdaſher. 


Fung. Gramercy, good Shoe-maker, I'll put Strings 
to my ſelf. Now, Sir, let me ſee, what muſt you 
have for this Hat? 55770550 
Habe. Here's the Bill, Sir. 
Fung. How does't become me? well? 
Tay. Excellent, Sir, as ever you had any Hat in 
your Lite. | 
Fung. Nay, you'll ſay ſo all. 3 
Habe. In faith, Sir, the Hat's as good as any Man 
i' this Town can ſerve you, and will maintain Faſhi- 
on as long; ne'er truſt me for a Groat elle. 
Fung. Do's it apply well to my Sute? 
Tay. Exceeding well, Sir. 
Fung. How lik'ſt thou my Sute, Haberdaſher? 


1 Hab: 
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Habe. By my troth, Sir, tis very rarely well made; 


I never ſaw a Sute fit better, I can tell on. 


Tay. Nay, we have no Art to pleaſe our Friends, 
we. | 

Fung. Here, Haberdaſher, tell this ſame. 

Habe. Good faith, Sir, it makes you have an ex- 
cellent Body. | 

Fung. Nay (believe me) I think I have as good a 
Body in Clothes as another. 

Toy. You lack Points to bring your Apparel toge- 


ther, Sir. 


Fung. T'll have Points anon: How now? is't right? 
Habe. Faith, Sir, tis too little; but upon farther 
hopes Good morrow to you, Sir. 
ung. Farewell, good Haberdaſher. Well, now 
Maſter Snip, let me ſee your Bill. 


S R EX. 


N Methinks he diſcharges his Followers too 
thick. | | 

Cor. O, therein he ſaucily imitates ſome Great 
Man. I warrant you, though he turns off them, he 
2 this Taylor, in place of a Page, to follow him 

ill. 

Fung. This Bill is oy reaſonable, in faith. (Hark 
you Maſter Sip) Troth, Sir, I am not altogether 
ſo well furniſh'd at this preſent, as I could with I 
were; but If you'll do me the Favour to 
take part in hand, you ſhall have all I have, by this 
Han Ly 5 

Tay. Sir — | 

Fung. And but give me Credit for the reſt, till the 
beginning of the next Term. 

Tay. O Lord, Sirm— 

Fung. Fore God, and by this Light, I'll pay you 
to the utmoſt, and acknowledge my ſelf very deep- 
ly ingag'd to you by the Courtelie, 


Tay. 
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Tay. Why, how much have you there, Sir? 

Fung. Marry, I have here four Angels, and fifteen 
Shillings'< of white Money; it's all I have, as I hope 
to be bleſt 

Tay. Vou will not fail me at the next Term with 
the reſt? 

Fung. No, an' I do, pray Heav'n I be hang'd. Let 
me never breath again upon this mortal Stage, as 
the Philoſopher calls it. By this Ally (and as I am 
a Gentleman) I'll hold, 


G R E K. 


Cord. He were an Iron-hearted Fellow in my 
jadgment, that would not credit upon his ; Volley of of 
aths 

Tay. Well, Sir, I'll not ſtick with any Gentleman 
for a trifle: you know what 'tis remains? 

Fung. I, Sir, and I give you thanks in good faith. 
O fate! how happy am I made inthis good Fortune! 
Well, now 1'll go ſeek out Monſieur Brick. 'Ods 
ſo, I have forgor Ribband for my Shoes, and Points. 
'Slid, what luck's this! how ſhallI do? Maſter Sip, 

ray let me redu& ſome two or three Shillings or 
Points and Ribbands; as I am an honeſt Man, I 
have utterly disfurniſh'd my ſelf, in the default of 
Memory, pray le me be be olding to you, it ſhall 
come home i' the Bill, believe me. 

Tay. Faith, Sir, I can hardly depart with ready 
Money, bur I'll take up, and ond you ſome by my 
Sons nne What colour'd Ribband would you 

Ave 

Fung. What you ſhall think meet i' your Judg: 
ment, Sir, to my Sute. 

Tay. Well, I'll ſend you ſome preſently. 

Fung. And Points too, Sir?! 

Tay. And Points too, Sir. 

Fung. Good Lord! how ſhall I ſtudy to * 


P 4 
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this kindneſs of you, Sir? Pray let your Youth 
make haſte, for I ſhould have done a buſineſs an Hour 
fince, that I doubt I ſhall come too late. Now, in, 
good faith, I am exceeding proud of my Sute. 


G R E F. 


Cor. Do you obſerve the plunges that this poor 
Gallant is put to (Signior) to purchaſe the Faſhion? 
- Mit. I, and to be ſtill a Faſhion behind with the 
World, that's the ſport. | 
Cor. Stay: O here they come from /eaPd and deliver d. 


SCENE VIII. 


Puntarvole, Faſtidius Brist, Servants, Carlo, Sogliardo, 
Macilente, Shift, Fungoſo. _ 


Punt. Well, now my whole venture is forth, I 
will reſolve to depart ſhortly. 

Faſt. Faith, Sir Puntarvolo, go to the Court, and 
take leave of the Ladies firſt. 

Punt. I care not, if it be this Afernoon's labour. 
Where is Carlo? | 

Faſt. Here he comes. 

Car. Faith, Gallants, I am perſwading this Gen- 
tleman to turn Courtier. He is a Man of fair Re- 
venue, and his Eſtate will bear the charge well. Be- 
ſides, for his other Gifts of the Mind, or fo, why, 
they are as nature lent him 'em, pure, ſimple, with- 
out any artificial drug or mixture of theſe two thred- 
bare beggarly Qualities, Learning, and Knowledge, 
and therefore the more accommodate and genuine. 
Now, for the Life itfelf —- | 

Faſt. O, the moſt Celeſtial, and full of wonder 
and delight, that can be imagin'd, Signior, beyond 
thought and apprehenſion of pleaſure! A Man lives 
there, in that divine Rapture, that he 888 

: , « Im- 
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himſelf i' the Ninth Heav'n for the time, and loſe 
all ſenſe of Mortality whatſoever, when he ſhall be- 
hold: ſuch Glorious (and almoſt Immortal) Beauties, 
hear ſuch Angelical and Harmonious Voices, diſcourſe 
with ſuch flowing and Ambroſian Spirits, whoſe Wits 
are as ſudden as Lightning, and humorous as Nectar; 
Oh; it makes a Man all guinteſence and flame, and 
lifts him up (in a Moment) to the very Cryſtal 
Crown of the Sky, where (hovering in the ſtrength 
of his Imagination) he ſhall behold all the Delights 
of the Heſperides, the Inſule Fortunatæ, Adonis 3 50 
dens, Tempe or what elſe (confin'd within the am- 
— verge of prefe) to be meer Umbre, and imperfect 
igures, confer'd with the moſt eſſential felicity of 
your Court. | | 
Maci. Well, this Encomion was not extemporal, it 
came too perfectly off. . | 
Car. Beſides, Sir, you ſhall never need to go to 
a Hot-houſe, you ſhall ſweat there with courting 
your Miſtreſs, or loſing your Money at primero, as 
well as inall the Stoves in Sweden. Mary this, Sir, 
you muſt ever be ſure to carry a good ſtrong Per- 
fume about you, that your Miſtreſſes Dog may ſmell 
ov out amongſt the reſt; and (in making love to 
er) never fear to be out: for you may have a Pipe 
of Tobacco, or a Baſe Viol ſhall hang o' the Wall, 
of purpoſe, will put you in preſently. The tricks 
your Reſolution has taught you in Tobacco, (the Yhife, 
and thoſe ſleights) will ſtand you in very good Or- 
nament there. Tar | 5 
Faſt. I, to ſome perhaps; but, an' he ſhould 
come to my Miſtreſs with Tobacco (this Gentleman 
knows) ſhe'd reply upon him, i' faith. O, (by this 
bright Sun) ſhe has the moſt acute, ready, and fa- 
cetious Wit, that tut there's no Spirit able 
to ſtand her. You can report it, Signior, you have 
ſeen her. 


* 


Punt. 


* 
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Punt. Then can he report no leſs, out of his Judg- 
ment, I aſſure him. LOW TRATION i 
Maci. Troth, 1 like her well enough, but ſhe's 
too Self- conceited, methinks. . 
Faſt. I indeed, ſhe's a little too Self-conceited, 
an' *rwere not for that Humour, ſhe were the Moſt- 
to- be · admir'd Lady in the World. 
Punt. Indeed, it is a Humour that takes from her 
other Excellencies. o'[f ahhh 
Maci. Why, it may eaſily be made to forſake her, 
in my thought. 8 
Faſt. Eaſily, Sir? then are all impoſſibilities eaſie. 
Maci. You conclude too quick upon me, Signi- 
or; what will you ſay, if I make it ſo perſpicuouſly 
appear _ that your ſelf ſhall confeſs nothing more 
e 
797% Marry, I will ſay, I will both applaud, and 
admire you for it. 5 | 
Punt. And I will ſecond him in the Admiration. 
Maci. Why, I'll ſhew you, Gentlemen. Carlo, 
come hither. |  |[ They whiſper. 
Hog. Good faith, I have a great humour to the 
Wm what thinks my Re/olution? ſhall I adven- 
rure 
Shift. Troth, Countenance, as you 2 z the Place 
is a place of good Reputation and Capacity. 
Sog. O, my tricks in Tobacco (as Carlo ſays) will 
ſhew excellent there. 75 
Shift. Why, you may go with theſe Gentlemen 
now, and fee Faſhions; and after, as you ſhall ſee 
Correſpondence. | 8 
Sog. You ſay true. You will go with me, Reſo- 
Tution? BETS 
Shift. I will meet you, Countenance, about three 
or four a Clock; but, to ſay to go with you, I can- 
not, for (as I am Apple-Jobn) I am to go before the 
Cockatrice you ſaw this Morning, and therefore pray, 


preſent me excus d, good Countenance. 


Sog. 
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Sog. Fare wal, good Reſolution, but fail not to meet. 
Shift. As I live. * 
Punt. Admirably excellent! 


Maci. If you can but perſwade Sogliardo to Court, 
there's all now. TS e 

Car. O let me alone, that's my task. 

Faſt. Now, by wit, Macilente, it's above meaſure 
excellent: twill be the only Court- exploit that ever 

rov'd Courtier ingenious. | „ 

Punt. Upon my Soul, it puts the Lady quite out 
of her Humour, and we ſhall laugh with Judgment. 

Car. Come, the Gentleman was of himſelf refoly'd 
to go with you, afore I mov'd it. 

aci, Why then, Gallants, you two, and Carlo, 
go afore to prepare the Jeſt: Sogliardo and I will 
come ſome while after you. 

Car. Pardon me, I am not for the Court. 

Punt, That's true; Carlo comes not at Court, in- 
deed, Well, you ſhall leave it to the faculty of Mon- 
ſieur Brist, and my ſelf; upon our Lives we will 
manage it happily. Carlo ſhall-beſpeak Supper at the 
Mitre, againſt we come back; where we will meer, 
and dimple our Cheeks with laughter at the ſucceſs. 

Car. I, but will you all promiſe to come? 

Punt. My ſelf ſhall undertake for them; he that 
fails, let his Reputation lie under the laſh of thy 
Tongue. | | 

Car. Gods ſo, look who comes here! 

Sog. What, Nephew!. - | 

Fung. Uncle, God ſave you; did you ſee a Gen- 
tleman, one Monſieur Brist, a Courtier? he goes 
in ſuch a Sute as Ido. = 

Sog. Here is the Gentleman, Nephew, but not in 
_— e _ 5 2 : | - eta 155 

ung. Another Sute! N ſawoons. 
en How now, Nephew? L | 

Faft. Would you ſpeak with me, Sir? 

Car. I, when he has recovered himſelf, pn 

by N uni. 
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Punt. Some Roſa-ſolis. | 

Maci. How now, Signior ? 

Fung, I am not well, Sir. | 5 

Maci. Why, this it is, to dodge the Faſhion. 

Car. Nay, come Gentlemen remember vour Af. 
fairs; his Diſeaſe is nothing but the flux of Apparel. 
Punt. Sirs, return to the Lodging, keep the Cat 
ſafe ; I'll be the Dog's Guardian my ſelf, 

Sog. Nephew, will you go to Court with us ? theſe 
Gentlemen and I are for the Court: nay, be not ſo 
melancholly. n HUE 2 
Fung. By Gods lid, I think no Man in Chriſten- 
dom has that raſcally Fortune that I have. | 

Maci. Faith, your Sute is well enough, Signior. 
Fung. Nay, not for that, I proteſt, but I had an 
Errand to Monſieur Faſtidius, and I have forgot it. 
 Maci. Why, go along to Court with us, and re- 
member it; come Gentlemen, you three take one 
Boat, and Sogliardo and I will take another: we ſhall 
be there inſtantly. | 

Faſt. Convent; good Sir, vouchſafe us your plea- 
ſance. | | | 
Punt. Farewel, Carlo; remember. U 

Car. I warrant you: would I had one of Kemp 
ſhooes to throw a'ter you. EVE. 
Punt. Good Fortune will cloſe the Eyes of our 

Teſt, fear not: and we ſhall frollick. . 


GREX. 


Mit. This Macilente, Signior, begins to be more 
ſociable on a ſudden, methinks, than he was before: 
there's ſome portent in't, I believe, | 
Cor. O, he's a Fellow of a ſtrange Nature. Now 
does he (in this calm of his humour) Plot, and ftore 
up a world of malicious Thoughts in his Brain, till 
he is fo full with 'em, that you ſhall ſee the very 
'Forrent of his Envy break forth like a — 

9 5 | and, 
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and, againſt the Courſe of all their Affections oppoſe it 


ſelf ſo violently, that you will almoſt have wonder 
to think, how tis pollble Ihe Current of their Diſ- 
poſitions ſhall receive ſo quick and ſtrong an Altera- 
tion. | OE ld 

Mit. J marry, Sir, this is that, on which my ex- 

Cation has dwelt all this while: for I muſt tell you, 
ignior (though I was loth to interrupt the Scene) 
yet I made it a Queſtion in mine own private diſ- 
courſe, how he ſhould properly call it, Every Man 
out of his Humour, when | ſaw all his Actors ſo ſtrong- 
ly purſue, and continue their Humours ? 
Cor. Why, therein his Art appears moſt full of 
Luſtre, and approacheth neareſt the Life: eſpecially 
when in the flame and height of their Humours, they 
are laid flat, it fills the Eye better, and. with more 
Contentment. How tedious a fight were it to be- 
hold a proud exalted Tree lopt, and cut down by 
degrees, when it might be feld in a Moment? and 
to ſet the Ax to it before it came to that pride and 
fulneſs, were, as not to have it grow. 

Mit. Well, I ſhall long till I ſee this fall, you 
talk of. | Gs NES 

Cor. To help your longing, Signior, let your I- 
magination be ſwifter than a pair of Oars: and by 
this, ſuppoſe Puntarvolo, Brist, Fungoſo, and the Dog 
arriy'd at the Court-gate, and going up to the great 
Chamber. Macilente, and Sogliardo, we'll leave them 
on the Water, till poſſibility and natural means may 
land em. Here come the Gallants, now prepare 
your expectation. 


ACT 
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ACTV. SCENE I 


Pumarvolo, Faftidius Brist, Fungoſo, Groom, Macilente, 
| Sogliardo. 


Punt. FO Ome, Gentile Signior, you are ſufficient- 
C ly inſtructed. w7 | 5 | 
Faſt. Who, I, Sir? "Fe | 
Punt. No, this Gentleman. But ſtay, I take thought 
how to beſtow my Dog, he is no competent atten- 
dant for the Preſence. 1 1 
Faſt. Maſs, that's true indeed, Knight, you muſt 
not carry him into the Preſence. e ee 
Punt. 1 know it, and I (like a dull Beaft) forgot to 
bring one of my Cormorants to attend mme. 
| . Why, you're beſt leave him at the Porters 
e 


Pan, Not ſo; his worth is too well known a- 
mongſt them, to be forth - coming. 

Faſt. Slight how'll you do then? 

Punt. | muſt leave him with one, that is ignorant 
of his Quality, if I will have him to be ſaſe. And 
ſee! Here comes one that will carry Coals, ergo will 
hold my Dog. My honeſt Friend, may I commit 
the tuition of this Dog to thy prudent care? 

Groom. You may, it you pleaſe, Sir. 

Punt. Pray thee let me find thee here at my re- 
turn; it ſhall not be long, till J will caſe thee of thy 
Employment, and pleaſe thee. Forth, Gentiles. 

aft. Why, but will you leave him with ſo _ 
ay and infuſe no more charge upon the Fel- 

ow 
Punt. Charge? no; there were no Policy in that; 
that were to let him know the value of the Gem he 
holds, and fo to tempt frail Nature againſt her Diſ- 
; poſition. 


Every Man out of his Humour. 239 
poſition. No, pray thee let thy honeſty be ſweet, 
as it ſhall be ſhorr, Wo 

Groom, Ves, Mr, 3 | "Fx | 
Punt. But hark you Gallants, and chiefly Mon- 
fieur Brist, when we, come. in Eye-ſhot, or pre- 
ſence of this Lady, let not other matters carry us 
from our Project; but (if we can) ſingle her forth 

to ſome place 8 
Faſt, 1 warrant you. 3 „ 
Punt. And be not too ſudden, but let the De- 
vice induce itſelf with good Circumſtance. On. 
Fung. Is this the way? good truth, here be fine 
Hangings. ä | 
Groom. Honeſty ſweet, and ſhort? marry it ſhall, 
Sir, doubt you not; for even at this Inſtant if one 
would give me Twenty Pounds, I would not deli- 
ver him; there's for the Sweet; but now, if any 
Man come offer me but two Pence, he ſhall have 
him; there's for the Short now. Slid, what a 
mad humorous Gentleman is this to leave his Dog 
with me? I could run away with him now, an' he 
were worth any thing. Ft | ; 
Maci. Come on, Signior, now prepare to court 
2 All- witted Lady, moſt naturally, and like your 
elf. 
Sog. Faith, an' you ſay the word, I'll begin to, 
her in Tobacco. | 49 4 
Maci. O, fie on'tz no; you ſhall being with, How 
does my ſaveet Lady, or, Why are you ſomelancholy, Ma- 
dam? though ſhe be very merry, it's all one; be ſure 
to kiſs your Hand often enough; pray for her health, 
and tell her, how, more than moſt Fair ſhe is. Screw 
your Face at' one fide thus, and proteſt; let her 
fleer, and: look a-ſcew, and hide her Tecth with her 
Fan, when ſhe laughs a Fit, to bring her into more 
matter, that's nothing; you muſt talk forward 
(though it be without ſenſe, ſo it be without bluſh» 
ing) *tis moſt Court-like, and well. 
| Jag. 
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Sog. But ſhall I not uſe Tobacco at all? 

Maci. O, by no means, twill but make your Breath 
ſuſpected, and that you uſe it only to confound the 
rankneſs of that. | 

Sog. Nay, I'll be advis'd, Sir, by my Friends. 

aci. God's my life, ſee where Sir Puntar's Dog is. 
_ Groom. I would the Gentleman would return for 
his follower here, I'll leave him to his Fortunes elſe. 
Maci. ”T were the only true jeſt in the World to 
peyſon him now; ha? by this Hand I'll do it, if I 
could but get him of the Fellow. Signior Sogliardo, 
walk aſide, and think upon ſome device to entertain 
Vw EEIITTS 
Hog. So I do, Sir. 5 3 

Maci. How now, mine honeſt Friend? whoſe 
Do RE art thou? _ 2 
Croom. Dog-keeper, Sir? I hope I ſcorn that i' faith. 

Maci. Why? doſt thou not keep a Dog? 
_ Groom. Sir, now I do, and now I do not: Ithink 
this be ſweet and ſhort. Make me his Dog-keeper! 

)).! » DO Ee oF the 0g. 
| Maci. This is excellent, above expectation! nay, 
ſtay, Sir, you'd be travelling; but I'll give you 
a dram ſhall ſhorten your Voyage, here. So Sir, 
I'll be bold to take my leave of you, Now to the 
Turks Court in the Devils name, for you ſhall never 
go o' God's name. Sogliardo, come. | 

Sog. I ha' 't i faith now, will ſting it. 

Maci. Take heed you leeſe it not, Signior, e er you 

come there; preſerve it. 1 


„NT. 


er. How like you this fyſt exploit of his? 
Mit. O, a piece of true envy; but I expect the 
* of tho 17 device. a 
Cor. Here they come, will make it appear. 
| age SCENE 
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SCENE i. 


[To them] Saviolina, Puntarvols; Fuſtidius Brit, Fun- 
ALeſo, Macilente, Sogliardo. N 


Savi. Why, I thought, Sir Puntaruolo, you had 
been gone your Voyage? 110 7X2 

Punt. Dear, and moſt amiable Lady, your. divine 
Beauties do bind me to thoſe offices, that I cannot 
depart when I would. gr ted ante | 
, . Savi. Tis moſt Court-like ſpoken, Sir; but how 

might we do to have a ſight of your Dog and Cat? 
aft. His Dog is in the Court, Lad. 

Savi. And not your Cat? how dare you truſt her 
behind you, Sir? ; 

Punt. Troth, Madam, ſhe hath ſore Eyes, and 
ſhe doth keep her Chamber; marry I have left her 
under ſufficient Guard, there are two of my fol- 
lowers to atrend her. . N 

Savi. I'll give you ſome Water for her Eyes; when 
do you go, Sir? ; 

unt. Certes, ſweet Lady, I know not. 8 

Faſt. He doth ſtay the rather, Madam, to pre- 
ſent your acute judgment with ſo Courtly and well- 
oy Gentleman as yet your Ladyſhip hath never: 
cen. 6 . yr f 
Savi. What's he, gentle Monſieur Brisk ? not tha 
Gentleman? 8 a 

Faſt. No Lady, this is a Kinſman to Juſtice Silence: 

Punt. Pray, Sir, give leave to report him; he's a 
Gentleman (Lady) of that rare and admirable Facul- 
ty, as (I proteſt) I know not his like in Europe; he 
is exceedingly Valiant, an excellent Scholar, and ſo 
exactly travel d, that he is able, in diſcourſe, to de- 
liver you a Model of any Prince's Court inthe World; 
ſpeaks the Languages with that purity of Phraſe, and 
facility of Accent, that it breeds Aﬀtoniſhmentz his 

Vor. I. Q Wit, 
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Wit, the moſt exuberant, and (above wonder) plea- 


fant, of all that eyer entred the concave of this Ear. 
— * Tis moſt true, Lady; marry he is no ſuch 


ence lent * Man. | 2 
2 is Travels have chang'd his Complexion, 
ä am. | 


Savi. O, Sir Puntarvolo, you muſt think every Man 
was not born to have my Servant Brisk's Feature. 
Punt. But that which tranſcends all, Lady; he 
doth ſo peerleſly imitate any manner of Perſon for 
Geſture, Action, Paſſion, or whatever 
Faſt. I, eſpecially a Ruſtick, or a Clown, Madam, 


that it is not poſhble for the ſharpeſt-ſighted Wit 


(in the World) to diſcern any ſparks of the Gentle- 


man in him, when he does it. 


Savi. O, Monſieur Brist, be not ſo Tyrannous to 


confine all Wits within the compaſs of your own; 


not find the ſparks of a Gentleman in him; if he bo 
a Gentleman? | 
Fung. No in truth (ſweet Lady) Ibelieve you can- 


nor. 

Savi. Do you believe ſo? why, I can find ſparks 
of a Gentleman in you, Sir. 

Punt. I, he isa Gentleman, Madam, anda Reveller. 

Fung. Indeed, I think I have ſeen your Ladyſhip 
at our Revels. | 

Savi. Like enough, Sir; but would I might. ſee 
this wonder you talk of; may one have a fight of 
him, for any reaſonable Sum 

Punt. Yes, Madam, he will arrive preſently. 

Savi. What, and ſhall we ſee him Clown it? 

Faſt. I' faith (ſweet Lady) that you ſhall ſee, here 
he comes. | 

Punt. This is he! pray obſerve him, Lady. 
Savi. Beſhrew me, he Clowns it properly indeed. 

Punt. Nay, mark his Courtſhip. f | 

Sog. How does my ſweet Lady? hot and moMt? 
beautiful and luſty ? ha? | 


* 


$avi. 
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Savi. Beautiful, an' it 1 you, Sir, but not luſty. 
Sag. O ho, Lady; it pleaſes you to ſay ſo intruthz 
and how does my ſweet Lady? in Health? Bona ro- 
ba, queſo, que novelles ? que novelles? ſweet Creature! 
Savi. O excellent! why Gallants, is this he that 
cannot be decipher'd? they were very blear · witted, 
i' faith, that could not diſcern the Gentleman in him. 
Punt. But you do, in earneſt, Lady? 5 5 
Savi. Do I Sir? why, if you had any true Court» 
judgment in the gi of his Eye, and that in- 
ward power that forms his Countenance, you might 
perceive his counterfeiting as clear as the Noon-day z 
Alas Nay, if you would have tried my Wit, 
indeed, you ſhould never have told me he was a 
Gentleman, but preſented him for a true Clown in- 
_ z and then have ſeen if I could have decipher'd 
im. ; | 
Faſt, Fore God, her Ladyſhip ſays true (Knight 
— 4 he not affect the con oft mar ally t 
ſtreis | | | | 
Punt. O, ſhe cannot but affirm that, out of the 
bounty of her judgment. | | 
Savi. Nay, out of doubt he does well, for a Gen» 
tleman to imitate z but I warrant you, he becomes 
his natural carriage of the Gentleman, much better 
than his Clownery. | 
Faſt. 'Tis ſtrange, in truth, her Ladyſhip ſhould 
ſee ſo far into him! 
Punt. I, ist not? 
Savi. Faith, as eaſily as may be; not decipher him, 
quoth you? | 
Fung. Good ſadneſs, I wonder at it! 
Maci. Why, has ſhe decipher'd him, Gentlemen? 
; fog O, moſt miraculouſly, and beyond admira- 
tion | | 
 Maci. Ist poſſible? 
Faſt. She hath gather'd moſt infallible ſigus of the 
Gentleman in him, that's certain, * 
. Q 4 | Savi. 
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FSavi. Why Gallants, let me laugh at you a little; 
was this your device, to try my Judgment in a Gen- 
tleman? _ 8 8 
 Maci; Nay, Lady, do not ſcorn us, though you 
have this gift of Perſpicacy above others: What if ho 
Done be no Gentleman now, but a Clown indeed, 
a : 15 
** Punt How think you of that? would not your 
- Ladyſhip be out of your humour? 
Faß. O, but ſhe knows it is not ſo. 
Savi. What if he were not a Man, ye may as well 
ſay? nay, if your Worſhips could gull me ſo, indeed, 
you were wier than you are taken for. | 
Maci. In good faith, Lady, he is a very perfect 
Clown, both by Father and Mother; that l aſſure 


- 


en,. 
n $avi. O, Sir, you are very pleaſurable. 
Maci. Nay, do but look on his Hand, and that 
Mall reſolve you; look you, Lady, what a Palm 
here is. 
Sog. Tut, that was with holding the Plough. 
Maci. The Plough ! did you diſcern any ſuch thing 
in him, Madam? ; | 
_ Faſt. Faith no, ſhe ſaw the Gentleman as bright 
as at Noon-day, ſhe; ſhe decipher'd him at firſt. 


Maci. Troth, I am ſorry your Ladyſhip's ſight 
ſhould be ſo ſuddenly ſtruck. 


Savi. O, you're goodly Beagles! 
Faſt. What, is ſhe gone? | 
Sog. Nay, ſtay, ſweet Lady, que noveller? que no- 
pelles? | 
Savi. Out, you Fool, you. | 
Fung. She's out of her humour i' faith. ' 
Fal. Nay, let's follow it while tis hot, Gentlemen. 
Punt. Come, on mine honour we ſhall make her 
bluſh inhe prelence ; my Spleen is great with laughter. 
Maci. Your laughter will be a Child of a feeble 
Lite, I believe, Sir. Come Signior, your looks are 
FE | too 
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too dejected, methinks; why mix you not mirth 

with the reſt? EY 2 
Fung. By God's Will, this Sute frets me at the 

Soul. T'll have it alter'd to Morrow, ſure. - 


SCENE II. _ 

Shift, Faſtidius, Puntarvolo, Sogliardo, Fungoſa, Muci- 
9 > Jente. 15 
Shift. 1 am come to the Court, to meet with my 


Countenance Sogliardo; poor Men muſt be glad: of 
ſuch Countenance, when they can get noberter. Well, 


Need may inſult upon a Man, but it ſhall never male 


him deſpair of conſequence. The World will ay,” 


"tis baſe z ruſh, baſe! 'ris baſe to live under the Earth,* 


not baſe to live above it, by any means. 


* 


S SE: © 


Faſt. The poor Lady is moſt miſerably -out of her 


-humour, i“ faith. A Ik 
Punt. There was never ſo witty a jeſt broken, at 
the Tilt of all the Court-wits Chriften'd/ 
Maci. O, this 7 —ꝗ— taints it foull ... 
Ss. I think I did my part in Courting. O! N. 
folution ! [| 
Punt. Ay me, wy Dog. 
Maci. Where is ge? 
Faſt. God's precious, go ſeek for the Fellow, good 
Signior. | ' [He ſends away Fungoſo. 
Punt. Here, here I left him. ; 
Macj” Why, none was here when we came in now, 
but Cavalier Shift; enquire of him. 1 
Faſt. Did you ſee Sir Puntarvolo's Dog here, Ca- 
valier, ſince you came? | 
Shift. His Dog, Sir? he may-look his Dog, Sir. 
I ſaw none of his Dog, Sir. | | 3 
Maci. Upon my Life, he has ſtol'n your Dog, Sir, 
and been hir'd to it by ſome that have ventur'd with 
you z you may gueſs by his peremptory anſwers.” 
3 Q 3 Pun 


: 


g 4 
C5 


#C-* * 


* 
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Punt. Not unlike; for he hath been a notorious 
Thief by his own confeſſion. Sirrah, where is my 


Dog A | | 
ift. Charge me with your Dog, Sir? I ha' none 
of your Dog, Sir. | 

unt. Villain, thou lyeſt. 

Shift, Lye, Sir? y' are but a Man, Sir. 
| Punt. Rogue, and Thief, reſtqre him. 

Sog. Take heed, Sir Puntarvolo, what you do; 
he'll bear no Coals, I can tell you (o' my word.) 
Maci. This is rare. | | 72 
Hog. It's mar' le he ſtabs you not; by this Light, 
he hath ſtab'd forty, for forty times leſs matter, I 
tan tell you, of my knowledge. 

Punt. I will make thee ſtoop, thou Abject, 
Sog. Make him ſtoop, Sir! Gentlemen, pacific 
him or he'll be kill'd. | 
Maci. Is he fo tall a Man? 
Sog. Tall a Man? if ou love his Life, ſtand be- 
twixt 'em; make him ſtoop! | 

Punt. My Dog, Villain, or will hang thee thou 
haſt confeſt Robberies, and other Fellonious a&s, to 
this Gentleman thy Countenance 
Sog. I'll bear no witneſs. . | 

Punt. And, without my Dog, I will bang thee, 
for them. NED 
Sog. What? kneel to thine Enemies? [Shift kneels, 
. Shift. Pardon me, good Sir; God is my witneſs, 
I never did Robbery in all my Life. [Fungoſo return d. 
Fung. O, Sir Puntarvolo, your Dog lies giving up 
the Ghoſt in the Wood- yard. 

Maci. Heart! is he not dead yet? | 

Punt. O, my Dog, born to diſaſtrous Fortune! 
pray you conduct me, Sir. | 
> How? did you never do any Robbery in your 
Life | 5 
Maci. O, this is good; ſo he ſwore, Sir. | 
Sog. I, I heard him. And did you ſwear we ? 


= 
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Shift. I, (as I hope to be forgiven, Sir) I ne'er 
robb'd any Man, I never ſtood by the high-way ſide, 
Sir, but only ſaid ſo, becauſe I would get my ſelf a 
Name, and be counted a tall Man. | 

Sog. Now out, baſe viliaco; thou my Reſolution? 
I thy Countenance? By this Light, Gentlemen, he 
hath confeſt to me the moſt inexorable company of 
Robberies, and damn'd himſelf that he did 'emy you 
never heard the like: Out Scoundrel, out; follow me 
no more, I command thee; out of my ſight, go, 
hence, ſpeak not; I will not hear theez away Ca» 

Monceio. 

Maci. O, how I do feed upon this now, and fas 
my ſelf! here were a couple unexpectedly diſhu- 
mour'd; well, by this time, I hope, Sir Puntarvolo 
and his Dog are both out of humour to travel. Nay, 
Gentlemen, why do you not ſeek out the Knight, 
and comfort him? our Supper at the Autre mult of 
neceſſity hold to Night, if you love your Reputatis 
ons. | 3 

Faſt. Fore God, I am ſo melancholy for his Dop's 
diſaſter, but I'll go. | | 7 | * 

Log. Faith, and I may go too, but I know I ſhall 
be ſo melancholy. 76, . 

Maci. Tuſh, melancholy? you muſt _ that 
now, and remember you lie at the mercy of a Fury: 
Carlo will rack your Sinews aſunder, and rail you 
to duſt, if you come not. 


GREX. 


Mit. O, then their fear of Carlo, belike, makes 
them hold their meeting. CE EMA 

Cor. I, here he comes; conceive him but to be 
enter'd the Mitre, and tis enough, | 


„ 


: . 
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SCENE w. 
Carlo, Drawer, George. 


Car. Holla; where be theſe Shot-ſharks? 
Draw. By and by; you're welcome, good Ma- 
ſter Buffone. - 11 SAT tid bh 
Car. Where's George? call me George hither, quickly. 
Draw. What Wine pleaſe you have, Sir; l' 
draw you that's near, Maſter Buffon. | 
Car. Away Neophite, do as I bid thee, bring my 
dear George to me: Maſs, here he comes. 
George. Welcome, Maſter Carlo | 
Car. What! is Supper ready, George? 
Seorge. I Sir, almoſt; will you have the Cloth laid, 


19 


Maſter Carlo? 


Car. O, what elſe? are none of the Gallants come 


George. None yet, Sir. 
Car. Stay, take me with you, George z let me have 
2 good fat Loin of Pork laid to the Fire, preſently. 
| Grate oleefball,*Sirs! on n 
Car. And withal, hear you? draw me the biggeſt 


Shaft you have, out of the Butt you wot of; away, 


you know my meaning, George, quick. 
_ George. Done, Sir. er for How 
Car. I never hungred ſo much for any thing in my 
Life, as I do to know our Gallants ſucceſs at Court; now 
is that lean Bald-rib Macilente, that ſalt Villain, plot- 
ting ſome miſchievous Device, and lyes a ſoaking in 
their frothy Humours like a dry Cruſt; till he has 
drunk em all up; could the Pummiſe but hold up 
his Eyes at other Mens Happineſs,” in any reaſonable 
roportion, *{lid, the Slave were to be lov'd next 
eav'n, above Honour, Wealth, rich Fare, Ap 
rel, Wenches, all the Delights of the Belly and the 


Groin, whatever. 


George. 


George. Here, Maſter Carlo, | 

Car, Is't right, Roy 1 Us 4 | | 

George, I, Sir, I aſſure you 'tis right. ; ks 

Car. Well ſaid, my dear George, depart: Come, 
my ſmall Gimblet, you in the falſe Scabberd, away, 
ſo. Now to you, Sir Burgomaſter, let's taſte of your 
Bounty. | Fo | | 13 
At puts forth the Drawers, aud ſbuts the Door, 

| | > 158 n 


E XR E K. 
Mit. What, will he deal upon ſuch quantities, of 
Wings ale ande in n en 
Cor, You will perceive that, Sir. 
Car. T marry, Sir, here's Purity; O George, I 
could bite off his Noſe for this, now: Sweet Rogue 
he has drawn Nectar, the very Soul of the Grape! 
Il waſh my Temples with ſome on't preſently, and 
drink ſome half a ſcore draughts; *twill heat the 
Brain, kindle my. Imagination, I ſhall. talk nothing 
but Crackers and Fire-works to Night. 80, Sir! 
pleaſe you to be here, Sir, and I here: Sc. 
[He ſets the two Cups aſunder, and firs drinks 
with the one, and pledges with the other. 


GRE x. 


Cor. This is worth the obſervation, Signior. 
Car. 1 Cup. Now, Sir; here's to you; and I pre- 
ſent you with ſo much of wy CCS 
2 Cup. I take it kindly from you, Sir, and will 
return you the like Proportion; but withal, Sir, re- 
membring the merry Night we had at the Counteſſes, 
you know where, Sir. TE 95 Fs 
1. By Heay'n, you put me in mind now of a very 
neceſſary Office, which I will propoſe in yourpledg 
Sir; the Health of that honourable Counteſs, 
the ſweet Lady that fate by her, Sir. 
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2. I do vail to it with reyerence. And now, Sig- 


nior, with theſe Ladies, I'll be bold to mix the Health 
of your divine Miſtreſs. | 1 


i. Do you know her, Sir? | 
2. O Lord, Sir, I; and in the reſpectful Memo - 


7 and mention of her, I could wiſh this Wine were 


e moſt precious Drug in the World. 
1. Good faith, Sir, you do honour me in't ex- 


Mit. Whom ſhould he perſonate in this, Signior? 
Cor. Faith, I know nor, Sir; obſerve, obſerve him. 
2. If it were the baſeſt filth, or mud that runs in 
the Channel, I am bound to pledge it, reſpectively, 
Sir. And now, Sir, here is a repleniſh'd Bowl, which 
I will reicprocally turn upon you, to the Health of 


the Count Frugale. 


1. The Count Frugak's Health, Sir? I'll pledge 
it on my Knees, by this Light. 
Will ou, Sir? I'll drink it on my Knees then, 
by the Light: Wo en BER 
GRE X. 


Mit. Why this is ſtrange! 
Cor. Ha' you heard a better drunken Dialogue? 
2. Nay, do me right, Sir. 
1. So I do, in good faith. 
2. Good faith you do not; mine was fuller. 
1. Why, believe me, it was not. 
2, Believe me it wasz and you do lye. 
1. Lye, Sir? : 
. 1 in 
1. Swounds! 
2. O, come, ſtab if you have a mind to it. 
1. Stab? doſt thou think I dare not? | 
Car. Nay, I beſeech you Gentlemen, what means 
this? nay, look, for ſhame reſpe@ your Reputations. 
Speaks in his own Perſon, and over-turns Wine, 
Pat, Cups and all. | 
SCENE 


Os Gn — _ — 


2 * 
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Macilente, Carlo, George. | 
Maci. Why, how now Carlo! what humour's this? 
Car. O, my good Miſchief! art thou come? where 
are the reſt? where are the reſt? 
Maci. Faith, three of our Ordinance are burſt. 
Car. Burſt? how comes that? - | 
Maci. Faith, over-charg'd, over-charg'd. 


Car. But did not the Train hold? 
Maci. O, yes, and the poor Lady is irrecoverably 


blown * 5 
Car. Why, but which of the Munition is miſcar- 
ried? ha? | | M1 

Maci. Imprimis, Sir Puntarvolo; next, the Countv- 


nance, and Reſolution. 


Car. How? how, for the love of wit? 

Maci. Troth, the Reſolution is prov'd recreant; the 
Countenance hath chang'd his Copy; and the paſſionate 
_—_ is ſhedding funeral Tears oyer his departed 


Gor: What's his Dog dead? | 
Maci. Poyſon'd, tis thought; marry, how, orby 
whom, that's left for ſome cunning Woman here 
o' the. Bank-ſide to reſolve, For my part, I know 
nothing, more than that we are like to have an ex- 
cceding, melancholy Supper of it. | 

Car. Slife, and I had purpos'd to be extraordina- 
rily merry, I had drunk off a good preparative of old 
Sack here; but will they come, will they come? 
Maci. They will aſſuredly come; marry, Carla, 


(sa thou loy'ſt me) run over em all freely to Night, 


and eſpecially the Knight; ſpare no ſulphurous Jeſt 
that may come out of that ſweaty Forge of thine; 
but ply em with all manner of Shot, Minion, Saker, 
Culverine, or any thing what thou wilt. p 
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Car. I warrant thee, my dear Caſe of Petrionels, 
ſo I ſtand not in dread of thee, but that thou'lt ſe- 
eond me. | | | 

Maci. Why, my good German Tapſter, I will. 

Car. What, George. Lomtero, Lomtero, &c. 


| ae L danceth, 
- George, Did. you call, Maſter Carlo? „ 

Car. More Nectar, George : Lomtero, Sc. | 

Georg. Wur Meat's ready, Sir, an your Company 
were come. | $302” its Bp 

Car. Is the Loin of Pork enough? 

George. I, Sir, it is enough. A en, 
Maci. Pork? heart, what doſt thou with ſuch a 
greaſie Diſh? I think thou doſt varniſh thy Face 
with the Fat on't, it looks {6 like a Glew- Pot. 

Car. True, my Raw-bon'd-rogue, and if thou 
would'ſt farce thy lean Ribs with it too, they would 


not (like ragged Laths) rub out ſo many Doublets as 
they do; but thou know'ſt not a good Diſh, thou. 


O, it's the only nouriſhing Meat in the World. No 
marvel though that ſaucy, ſtubborn Generation, the 


Jeus, were forbidden it; for what would: they ha' 


done, well pamper'd with fat Pork, that durſt mur- 
mur at their Maker out of Garlick and Onions. 


*Slight, fed with it, the Whorſon ſtrummel, patch'd, 
goggle ey'd Grumbledories, would ha' Gigantoma» 


chiz'd.. Well ſaid, my ſweet George, fill, fill, 
ET CR EX. 


Mit. This ſavours too much of prophanation. 

Cor. O ſervetur ad imum, qualis ab incapto proceſſe* | 
rit, & fibi conſtet. The neceſſity of his vein compels 
a Toleration, for bar this, and daſh him out of hu- 
mour. before his time. wil is fair 
Car. Tis an Axiome in natural Philoſophy, hat 


ames neareſt. the nature of that it feeds, converts quicker 
to nouriſhment, and doth ſooner efſentiate; Now no- 


8 thing 
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thing in Fleſh arid Entrails, aſſimilates or reſembles 


Man more, than a Hog or Swine—— F282 
. Mad. True; and he (to ite their Courteſie) 
oftentimes d'offeth his own Nature, and puts on 
theirsz as when he becomes as churliſh as a Hog, or 
as drunk as a Sow; but to your concluſion,  .. 
Car. Marry, Ifay, nothing reſembling Man more 
than a Swine, it follows, nothing can be more 
nouriſhing z for indeed (but that it abhors from our 
nice Nature) if we fed one upon another, we ſhould 
ſhoot up a great deal faſter, and thrive much better; 
I refer me to your uſurous Cannibals, or ſuch like; 


but fince it is ſo contrary, Pork, Pork, is your on- 
ly Feed. ; 


Maci. I take it, your Devil be of the ſame Diet; 
he would ne'er ha? defir'd to been incorporated in- 


to Swine elſe. O, here comes the melancholy Meſs; 
upon em Carlo, charge, charge. 

Car. Fore God, Sir Puntarvolo, I am ſorry for 
your heavineſs; body o' me, a ſhrewd miſchance! 
why, had you no Unicorns Horn, nor Bezoars Stone 
about you? ha? | 5 


SCENE VI. 


Puntarvolo, Carlo, Macilente, Faſt. Brist, Sogliarde, 
| Fungoſo. 


Punt. Sir, I would requeſt you be ſilent. 
Maci. Nay, to him again. 7 80 
Car. Take comfort, good Knight, if yous Cat ha 


rtecovered her Catarrh, fear nothing; your Dog's miſ- 


chance may be holpen, WAY 

Faſt. Say how (ſweet Carlo) for, fo God mend me, 

the poor Knight's Moans draw me into fellowſhip 

of his Misfortunes. But be got diſcourag'd, good 

Sir Puntarvolo, I am content your Adyentureſhall be 

perform'd upon your Cate. 1 4 
a 
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Maci. I believe Musk-Cod, I believe 

for rather than then woulf make preſent ave 

ment, thou would'ſt take it upon his own bare re. 

turn from Calais. 


Car. Nay, ds life, he'd be content (ſo he were 
well rid out of his Company) to pay _ e forone, 
Sir ae; we he be by: out- ri 
is a Friend of mine, a Duack- aluer 
him again, that's certain. 8 
Maci. Gods precious, Knight, will you ſuffer this? 
_ Drawer, get me a Candle and hard Wax, 
preſent 


4 at his next meet! kite in Pad. 3 
125. — put Lifein 
Fung. O, no, that comes too late. 
1 
ow rs and 2510 * Supper; for I am ſo melan- 
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Car. O, mate nods Reſolution? 
Sog. Kane! * him Raſcal: O, Carlo, if you 
love me, do not mention him. 
Car. Why, how, how ſo? 
Sog. O, t be arrant'ſt Crocodile that ever Chriſtian 
waz acquainted with. By my Gentry, I ſhall think 
the worſe of Tobacco while I live, for his ſake; I 
did _— — to be as tall a Man 8 
Maci. Nay, Buffone, the — the Knight. 
Car. Shas he looks like an e out of 
Box, full of —5 his Face is (er e all the World) 
like a Dutch Purſe, with the Mouth downward, his 
Beard the Taſſels; and he walks (et me ſee) as me- 
lancholy as one o' the Maſterg ſide in the Counter, 
Do you hear, Sir Pantar ? 
Punt. Sir, I do intreat you no more, but enjoyn 
you to ſilence, as you affect your Peace. 
Car. Nay, but dear Knight, underſtand (here are 
none but Friends, and ſuch as wiſh you well) I would 


ha' you do this now; flea me Dog preſently 
(ut in any caſe keep the Head) and tt bis Ski 
88 | W W 
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 whatalck Dog, and clap into the Skinz here's a 
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well with Straw, as you ſee theſe dead Monſters at 
Bartholomew Fair. | 

Punt. I ſhall be ſudden, I tell you. | 
Car. Or if you like not that, Sir, get me ſome- 


Slave about the Town here, a Jew, one Yobanz or 

a Fellow that makes Perrukes, will glew it on arti- 

ficially, it ſhall ne'er be diſceen'd; beſides, twill be 

2 the warmer for the Hound to travel in, you 
W. | 3 5 

Maci. Six Puntarvolo, death, can you be ſo patient? 

Car. Or thus, Sir; you may have (as you come 
through Germany) a Familiar for little or nothing, 
ſhall turn itſelf into the ſhape of your Dog, or any 
thing (what you will) for certain Hours 
[The Knight beats him.] *Ods my Life, Knight what 

”= mean? you'll offer no violence, will you? 
hold, hold. | | 

Punt. Sdeath, you Slave, you Ban-dog, you. 

Car. As you love Wit, ftay the enraged Knight, 
Gentlemen. | 

Punt. By Knight-hood, he that ſtirs in his 
reſcue, dyes. Drawer, be gone. 

Car. Murder, Murder, Murder. 

Punt. I, are you howling, you Wolf? Gentlemen, 
as you tender your Lives, . ſuffer no Man to enter, 
till my Revenge be perfect. Sirrah, Buffone, lie 
down; make no Exclamations, but down; dow 
you Cur, or I will make thy Blood flow on my Ra- 
pier Hilts. | 

Car. Sweet Knight hold in thy fury, and fore 
(oak I'll honour thee more than the Twk does Ma- 
Homet. | | 

Punt. Down (I fay.) Who's there? [Fithin. 

Conſ. Here's the Conſtable, open the Doors. 

Car. Good Macilente m— 2, 

Punt. Open no Door, if the Adalantado of Spain 
were here he ſhould not enter: One help me hes 


A 
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the Light, Gentlemen you knock i in e Sir Of. 
cer. 
Car. Et tu Brute! | 
Punt. Sirrah, cloſe your Lips, or 1 wil drop! it in 
thine Eyes by Heay'n, * 
8 O, O. by ſeals up bis Lips. | 
2 ns the Door, or I will break it open. 
ay, good Conſtable, have patience a little, 
you 0 Oral come in 3 we have almoſt done. 


Punt. So; now, are you out of your Humour, Sir? 
| Shift, Gentlemen. [They all al dra and di diſperſe. 


8 0 E N E VII. 
= them Conſtabie, Officers, Drawers. £1 
Co Lay hold upon this Gallant, and purſue the 


wh Lay hold on me, Sir! for what? | 

Conf. Marry, for your Riot here, Sir, with the 
reſt of your om 3 

Faſt. "My Riot ! Maſter Conſtable, take heed what 
you do. Carlo, did I offer any violence? 

Conſ. O, Sir, you ſec he is not in caſe to anſwer 
you, and that makes you ſo. peremptory. 

Faft. Peremptory? 8“ life I appeal to the Drawers, 
if I did him any hard meaſure. 

George, They are all gone, chere 8 none of them 
will be laid any hold on. 

Conſ. Well, Sir, you are like to anſwer t till the 
reſt can be found out. 

. Faſt. Slid, I appeal to George, here. ... 

Conſ. Tut, George was not herez away with him 
to the Counter, Sirs. Come, Sir, you were beſt get 
your ſelf dreſt ſome where. 
©*. George. Good Lord, that Maſter Carlo ebuld not 
rake heed, and knowing what a Nr Hey the 
Ms is, if he be angry, 


3 


f. 
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Draw: A Pox on'em, they have left all the Meat 
on our Hands, would they were choak'd with it for 
VVm TBE COvY | 
Mati. What, are they gone, Sirs? . 
. [ Macilente comes back, 
George. O, here's Maſter Macilente. 55 
Masi. Sirrah, George, do you ſee that concealment 
there? that Napkin under the Table? | 
George. Gods ſo, Signior Fungo/o ! 8 
Maci. He's good Pawn for the Reckoning; be ſure 
you keep him here, and let him not go away till I 
come again, though he offer to diſcharge all: I'll 
return preſently. . _ | „ 
George. Sirrah, we have a Pawn for the Reckoning. 
Draw. What? of Macilente? 3 
George. No, look under the Table. | 
Fung. I hope all be quiet now; if I can get but 
forth of this Street, I care not; Maſters, I pray you 


tell me, is the Conſtable gone? 


He looks ont under the Table. 
George. What? Maſter Fungi/o? J i; 
Fung. Was't not a good device this ſame of me, Sirs ?. 
George. Yes faith; ha'you been here all this while? 
Fung. O God, I; good Sir, look an' the Coaſt be 


| clear, I'd fain be going 


George. All's clear, Sir, but the Reckoning; and 
that you muſt clear, and pay before you go, I aſſure 
you. | | | 

Fung. Long? 'Slight; I eat not a bit ſince I came 
into the Houſe, yet. 3 

Draw. Why, you may when you pleaſe, tis all 
ready below that was beſpoken. ü 

Fung. Beſpoken? not by me, I hope? 

George. By you, Sir? I know not that; but 'twas 


gg and your Company, I am ſure. 


ung. My Company? *Slid, 1 was an invited Gueſt, 

ſo I was. 4 | 
Draw. Faith we have nothing to do with that; Sir. 
Vor. I. R They're 
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They're all gone but you, and we muſt be anſwer'd 
that's the ſhort and the long on't. | 

- Fung. Nay, if you will grow to extremities, my 
Maſters, then would this Pot, Cup, and all were in 
my Belly, if I have a Croſs about m. 

George. What, and have ſuch Apparel? do not 
ſo, Signior, that mightily diſcredits your Cloaths. 

Fung. As I am an honeſt Man, my Taylor had all 
my Money this Morning, and yer I muſt be fain to 
alter my Sute too; good Sirs, let me go, tis Friday 
Night, and in good truth I have no Stomach in the 
world to eat any thing. 

Draw. That's no matter, ſo you pay, Sir. 

Fung. Gods light, with what Conſcience can you 
ask me to pay that I never drank for? | 

George, Yes, Sir, I did fee you drink once. 

Fung. By this Cup (which is Silver) but you did 
not; you do me infinite wrong, I look'd in the Pot 
once, indeed, but I did not drink. 

Draw. Well, Sir, if you can ſatisfie our Maſter, 
it ſhall be all one to us. (By and by.) 


GRE K. 
Cor. Loſe not your ſelf now, Signior. 


SCENE VII. 
Macilente, Deliro, Fallace. 


Maci. Tut, Sir, you did bear too hard a conceit 
of me in that, but I will now make 4 love to you 
moſt tranſparent, in ſpight of any duſt of ſuſpicion 
that may be raiſed to cloud it; and henceforth, ſince 
I ſee it is fo againſt your Humour, I will never la- 
bour to perſwade you. | i | 

Deli. Why, Ithank you, Signior; but what's that 
you tell me may concern my peace ſo much? 997 

| | act. 


s 
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X Maci. Faith, _ tis thus. Your en Brother, 
ignior Fungoſo; being at Supper to Night at a Ta- 
vow Vieh 2 fn of 3 there . ſome 
divifion amongſt em, and he is left in Pawn for the 
Reckoning; now, if ever you look that time ſhall 
reſent you with an happy occaſion to do your Wife 
ome gracious and acceptable Service, take hold of 
this opportunity, and preſently go and redeem him; 
for, being her Brother, and his Credit ſo amply en- 
Ritze as now it is, when ſhe ſhall hear (as he cannot 
imſelf, but he muſt out of extremity report it) 
that you came, and offered your ſelf ſo kindly, and 
with that reſpect of his Reputation, why, the benefit 
cannot but make her dote, and grow mad of your 


Alffections. 


Deli. Now, by Heav'n, Marilente, acknowledge 
my ſelf exceedingly indebted to you, by this kind 
tender of your Love; and I am ſorry to remember 
that I was ever ſo rude, to neglect a Friend of your 


importance; bring me Shoes and a Cloke there; I 


was going to bed, if you had not come; what Ta- 
vern is it? | 

Maci. The Mitre, Sir. 6 5 „ 

Deli. O, why Fido, my Shoes. Good faith it can - 
not but pleaſe her exceedingly. = 

Fal. Come, I mar'l what piece of Night-work 
you have in hand now, that you call for a Cloke, and 
your Shoes! what, is this your Pandar ? 

Deli. O, ſweet Wife, ſpeak lower, I would not 
he ſhould hear thee for a World 

Fal. Hang him Raſcal, I cannot abide him for his 
Treachery, with his wild quick-ſer Beard there. 
Whither go you now with him? 

Deli. No whither with him, dear Wife, I go a- 
lone to a place, from whence I will return inſtantly. 


| Good Matilente, acquaint not her with it by any 


means, it may come ſo much the more accepted, 
frame ſome other * come back immediately. 
| 2 Fal. 
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Fal. Nay, an' I be not worthy to know whither 
you 80, {tay till I take knowledge of your coming 
ack. | 
Maci. Hear you, Miſtreſs Deliro. | 
Tal. So Sir, and what ſay you? | 
Maci. Faith Lady, my Intents will not deſerve this 
Night reſpe&, when you ſhall know 'em. _ 
Fal. Your Intents? why, what may your Intents 
be, for Gods ſake? | 
Maci. Troth, the time allows no circumſtance, 
Lady, therefore know this was but a device to re- 
move your Husband hence, and beſtow him ſecure- 
ly, whilſt (with more conveniency) I might report 
to you a Misfortune that hath happened to Monſieur 
Brick - nay comfort, ſweet Lady. This Night 
(being at Supper) a fort of young Gallants commit- 
ted a Riot, for the which he (only) is apprehended 
and carried to the Counter; where if your Husband, 
and other Creditors ſhould but have knowledge of 
him, the poor Gentleman were undone for ever. 
Fal. Ay me! that he were. | 
Maci. Now therefore, if you can thihk upon any 
on means for his delivery, do not foreſlow it. A 
ribe to the Officer that committed him, will do it. 
Fal. O God, Sir, he ſhall not want for a Bribe; 
pray you, will you commend me to him, and ſay I'll 
viſit him preſently. 
Maci. No, Lady, I ſhall do you better Service, 
in protracting your Husband's return, that you may 
zo with more ſafety. | 
Fa]. Good truth, ſo you may; farewel, good Sir. 
Lord, how a Woman may be miſtaken in a Man? I 
would have ſworn upon all the Teſtaments in the 
V/ orld he had not lov'd Maſter Brick. Bring me my 
Keys there, Maid. Alas, good Gentleman, if all I - 
haze ” this Earthly World will pleaſure him, it 
ſhall be at his Service. | 
CREA. 
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E 2 
Mit. How Macilente ſweats i this buſineſs, if you 


mark him. | | 
Cor. I, you ſhall ſee the true Picture of Spight a- 
non: here comes the Pawn, and his Redeemer. 


SCENE 


_ Deliro, Fungoſo, Drawers, Macilente. 


3 * 


Deli. Come, Brother, be not diſcourag'd for this, 
Man; what? | | 

Fung. No truly, I am not diſcourag'd ; but I pro- 
teſt to you Brother, I have done imitating any more 


Gallants either in Purſe or Apparel, bur as ſhall be- 


come a Gentleman, for good carriage, or fo. 
Deli. You ſay well. This is all i“ the Bill here? 

is't not? _ | 
George. I, Sir. | | 
Deli. There's your Money, tell it; and Brother, 

I am glad met with ſo good occaſion to ſhew my 

love to you. 

: IE I will ſtudy to deſerve it in good truth, an 
ive. | 
Deli. What, is't right? | 

George. I, Sir, and I thank you. \ 
Fung. Let me have a Capon's Leg ſav'd, now the 
Reckoning is paid. 
George. You ſhall, Sir. 
Maci. Where's Signior Deliro ? | 
Deli. Here, Macilente, © | 
Maci. Hark you, Sir, ha' you diſpatcht this ſame? 
Deli. I marry have I. ; 
Maci. Well then, I can tell you news, Brist is i- 
the Counter. 
Deli. I' the Counter? 
R 3 Mac, 
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Maci. Tis true, Sir, committed for the Stir here 
to Night, Now would I have you ſend your Bro- 
ther home afore, with the report of this your kind- 

cis done him, to his Siſter, which will fo 2 
y poſſeſs her, and out of his Mouth too, that i' the 
mean time you may clap your Action on Brist, and 
your Wife (being in ſo happy a mood) cannot enter- 
tain it ill, by any means. 

Deli. Tis very true, ſhe cannot indeed, I think. 

Maci. Think? why 'tis paſt thought, you ſhall 
never meet the like opportunity, I aſſure you. 

Deli. I will do it. Brother, pray you go home 
afore (this Gentleman and I have ſome private Buſi- 
neſs) and tell my ſweet Wife, I'll come preſently. 

Fung, I will, Brother. | | 
Maci. And, Signior, acquaint your Siſter, how li- 
berally, and out of his Bounty, your Brother has 
us'd you, (do you ſee?) made you a Man of good 
reckoning z redeem'd that you never were poſſe of, 
Credit; gave you as Gentleman-like Terms as might 
be; found no fault with your coming behind the 
Faſhion; nor nothing. . 
Fung. Nay, I am out of thoſe humouxs now. 

Maci. Well, if you be our, keep your diſtance, 
and be not made a Shot-clog any more, Come, Sig- 


nior, let's make haſte. 


Fallace, Faftdius Brisk. 


Fal. O Maſter Faſtidius, what pity is't to ſee ſo 
ſweet a Man as you are, in ſo ſow'r a Place? 


GRE X. 


Cor. As upon her Lips, does the mean ? 
Mit. O, this is to be imagin'd the Counter _— ? 
| Taſt. 
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" Faſt. Troth, fair Lady, tis firſt the pleaſure of 
the Fates, and next of the Conſtable, to have it ſo: 
but I am patient, and indeed comforted the more in 
your kind Viſit. 

Fal. Nay, you ſhall be comforted in me more 
than this, if you pleaſe, Sir. I ſent you word by 
my Brother, Sir, that my Husband laid to reſt you 
this Morning, I know not whether you reccif'd it, 
or no. 

Faſt. No believe it, ſweet Creature, your Brother 
gave me no ſuch Intelligence. 

Fal. O, the. Lord! 

Faſt. But has your Husband any ſuch purpoſe ? 

Fal. O ſweet Maſter Brist, yes: and therefore be 
preſently diſcharg'd, for if he come with his Actions 
upon you (Lord deliver you) you are in for one half 
a ſcore year; he kept a poor Man in Ladgate once 
Twelve year for Sixteen Shillings. Where's your 
Keeper? for Loves-ſake call him, let him take a 
Bribe, and diſpatch you. Lord, how my Heart trem- 
bles! here are no Spies? are there? 


. No, ſweet Miſtreſs, why are you in this Paſ- 
ſion? | 


Fal. O Lord, Maſter Faſtidius, if you knew how 
took up my Hus band to Day, when he ſaid he 
would Arreſt you; and how I rail'd at him that perſwad- 
ed him to't, the Scholar there, (who on my Conſci- 
ence loves you now) and what care I took to fend 
you Intelligence by my Brother; and how I gave 

im four Sovereigns for his Pains: and now, how | 
came running out hither without Man or Boy with 
me, ſo ſoon as I heard on't; you'd ſay I were in a 
Paſſion indeed: your Keeper, for Gods fake. O, 
Maſter Brist (as tis in Eupłuss) Hard is the choice, 
when one is compell'd either by filence to dye with Grief, 
or by [peaking to live with Shame. 

Faſt. Fair Lady, I conceive you, and may this 
Kiſs aſſure you, that where Adverſity hath (as it were) 

| R 4 con- 
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contracted, Proſperity ſhall not —— Gods me! your 
Husband. | | 
Fal O me! 


SCENE XI. 
Deliro, Macilente, Fallace, Faſtidius Brist. 


De. 1? is't thus! | 
Maci. Why, how now, Signior Deliro? has the 
Woolt ſeen you? ha? hath Gorgon's Head made Mar- 
ble of you? | | 
Deli. Some Planet ſtrike me dead. | 
Maci. Why, look you, Sir, I told you, you might 
have ſuſpected this long afore, had you pleas'd, and 
ha' lar this labour of Admiration now, and Paſſi- 
- on, and ſuch Extremities as this frail Lump of Fleſh 
is ſubject unto. Nay, why do you not dote now, 
Signior? Methinks you ſhould ſay it were ſome En- 
chantment, deceptio viſus, or ſo, ha? If you could 
perſuade your ſelf it were a Dream now, twere ex- 
cellent: Faith, try what you can do, Signior; it 
may be your Imagination will be brought to it in 
time; there's nothing impoſſible. : 
Fal. Sweet Husband. 
Deli. Out laſcivious Strumpet. EARS 
Maci. W hat? Did you ſee how ill that ſtale Vein 
became him afore, of Sweet Wife, and Dear Heart ? 
And are you faln juſt into the ſame now, with Sweet 
Husband ? Away, follow him, go, keep ſtate ; what? 
Remember you are a Woman, turn impudent; gi” him 
not the Head, though you gi' him the Horns. Away. 
And yet methinks you thould take your leave of Eu- 
fans perdus here, your forlorn hope. How now, 
Monſieur Brist? what? Friday-night? and in affli- 
ction too? and yet your Pulpamenta? your delicate 
Morſels? I perceive, the Affection of Ladies and Gen- 
tle women purſues you whereſoever you go, Mon- 


ſicur. 
Faſt. 
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Faſt. Now in good faith (and as I am genteel) there 
could not have come a thing i' this World to have 
diſtracted me more, than the wrinkled Fortunes of 
this poor Spinſter. 3 
Maci. O yes, Sir; I can tell you a thing will di- 
ſtra& you much better, believe it. Signior Deliro 
has entred three Actions againſt you, Three Actions, 
Monſieur z marry, one of them (I'll put you in com- 
fort) is but Three thouſand, and the other two, ſome 
Five thouſand apiece: Trifles, trifles. | 

Fal. O, I am undone. 5 Sy 

Maci. Nay, not altogether ſo, Sirz the Knight 
muſt have his hundred Pound repaid, that'll help too; 
and then Six-ſcore Pounds for a Diamond, you know 
where. Theſe be things will weigh, Monſieur, they 
will weigh. 

Faſt, O Heav'n! 

Maci. What, do you ſigh? This it is to kiſs the 
Hand of a Counteſs, to have her Coach ſent far you, 
to hang Poniards in Ladies Garters, to wear Bracelets 
of their Hair, and for every one of theſe great Fa- 
yours to give ſome flight Jewel of Five hundred 
Crowns, or ſo, why tis nothing. Now, Monſieur, 
os ſee the Plague that treads o' the Heels o' your 

oppery: Well, go Jour ways in, remove your ſelf 
to the Two-penny Ward quickly, tq fave Charges, 
and there ſer up your reſt to ſpend Sir Puntar's hun- 
dred Pound for him. Away, good Pomander, go. 
Why, here's a Change! now 1s my Soul at peace ; 
I am as empty of all Envy now, 
As they of Merir to be envied at. 
My Humour (like a Flame) no longer laſts 
Than it hath Stuff to feed it; and their Folly 


Being now rak'd up in their repentant Aſhes, 
Affords no ampler Subject to my Spleen. 

I am fo far from malicing their States, 

That I begin to pity em. Ir grieves me 
To think they have a Being. I could wiſh 


They | 
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They might turn wiſe upon it, and be fav'd now, 
80 Heav'n were pleas'd ; but let them vaniſh, Vapors. 
Gentlemen, how like you it / Has't not been tedious? 


GRE KX. 


+ Cor. Nay, we ha' done cenſuring now. 
Mit. Yes, faith. 

Maci. How fo? © 

Cor. Marry, becanſe we'll imitate your Actors, 
and be out of our Humours.' Befides, here are thoſe 
(round about you) of more ability in Cenſure than 
we, whoſe Judgments can give it a more ſatisfying 
Allowance; we'll refer you to them. 
Macl. I? is't een fo? Well, Gentlemen, I ſhould 
have gone in, and return'd to you as I was Aſper at 
the firſt; but (by reaſon the Shift would have been 
ſomewhat long, and we are loth to draw your Pati- 
ence farther) we'll intreat you to imagine it. And 
now (that you may ſee I will be out of Humour for 
3 ſtand wholly to your kind Approbation, 
and (indeed) am nothing fo perempory as I was in 
the beginning: Marry, wil not do as Plautus in 
his Ampbytrio, for all this (Sammi Jovis cauſa, Plau- 
dite:) beg a Plaudite for God's ſake z but it you (out 
of the Bounty of your Good-liking) will beſtow it, 
why, you may (in time) make lean Macilente as fat 
as Sir John Falſtaff. 
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At the PRESENTATION before Quzzn 
ELIZABETH. 


By MAc1LENTE: 


EVER till now did Object greet mine Eyes 
With any light Content : But in her Graces 
All my malicious Powers have loft their Stings. 
Envy is fled my Soul at 17 of her, ' 
And ſhe hath chas'd all black Thoughts from my Boſom, 
Like as the Sun doth Darkneſs from the World. 
My Stream of Humour is run out of me. 
And as our Cities Torrent (bent t' infect 
The hollow'd Bowels of the Silver Thames) 
Is checks by Strength and Clearneſs of the River, 
Till it hath ſpent a 6 een at the Shore; 
So in the ample and unmeaſur'd Flood 
Of her Perfectiuns, are my Paſſions drown'd ;, 
And I have now a Spirit as ſweet and clear 
As the more rarefy'd and ſubtil Air: 
With which, and with a Heart as pure as Fire, 
(Yet humble as the Earth) do I implore, 
O Heav'n, that ſhe (whoſe Preſence had effected 
This Change in me) may ſuffer moſt late Change 
In her admir'd and happy Government : 
May ftill this Iſland be calPd Fortunate, 
nd rugged Treaſon tremble at the Sound, 
bes Fatne ſhall ſpeak it with an Emphaſis, 


Let 


EPTLOGUE,. 


Let Foreign Polity be dull as Lead, 

Aud pale Invaſton come with half a Heart, 
When he but looks upon ber Bleſſed Soil. | 
The Throat of Wat be Bopt within ber Land, 
And Turtle-footed Peace dance Fairie Rings 
About her Court; where never may there como 
Fuſpelt or Danger, but all Truſt and Safety. 
Let Flattery be dumb, and Envy blind | 
In her dread Preſence; Death himſelf admire ber: 
And may ber Virtues make him to forger 
The Uſe of his inevitable Hand. 52 
Fly from 7 ep, Time, before her Throne z 
Our ftrongeft Hall falls down, when ſhe is gone. 
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TO THE 


Special Fountain of Manners, 
The GC O UR T. 


HOU art a bountiful and brave Spring, and 
watercſt all rhe noble Plants of this and. 


In thee the whole Kingdom dreſſeth it ſelf, 
and is Ambitious to uſe thee as her Glaſs. Beware 
then thou render Mens Figures truly, and teach them 
no leſs to hate their Deformities, than to love their 
Forms: For, to Grace, there ſhould come Reverence; 
and no Man can call that lovely, which is not alſo 
Venerable. It is not Powdering, Perfuming, and 
every Day ſmelling of the Taylor, that converteth 
to a beautiful Object: But a Mind ſhining through 
any Sute, which needs no falſe Light, either of 
Riches or Honours, to help it. Such ſhalt thou 
find ſome here, even in the Reign of Cynthia, (a Crites 
and an Arete.) Now, under w Phebus, it will be 
thy Province to make more: Except thou defireſt 
to have thy Source mix with the Spring of Seif-Love, 
and fo wilt draw upon thee as welcome a Diſcovery 
of thy Days, as was then made of her Nights. 


Thy Servant, but not Slave, 


BEN. JounsON. 


. Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Cynthia. 
Mer cury, 
Heſperus, 
Crites, 
Amorphus, 
Aſotus, 


Hedon. 


Anaides. 


Morphides. 


Proſaites. 


Morus. 
Cupid. 


| 


| 


Eccho. 
Aretes. 
Phantaſte. 


Moria. 
G 
Gelaia: 


Phroneſis. 


Time. 


Argurion. 
Philautia. 


dunn, 


Tie SCENE ARA HE. 


Conbias Revels. 
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A fter the ſerond Sounding. 7 


INDUCTIO N, 
By Three of the Children. f 
I Canin: 


= RAY you away; why Fellows? Gods 
o what do you mean? | 
28. Marry that you ſhall not ſpeak 
the Prologue, Sir. 
. Why? do you hope to ſpeak it? 
| 2. Iz and I think I have moſt riglit 

to it: I am ſure I ſtudied it firſt. | 
1 all one, if the Author think I can ſpeak 

it better 


1. I plead Poſſeſſion of the Cloke: Gentles, your 
yr I pray you, | = 
g. Why Children, are you not aſham'd? come in 
there. "hes | _ [Mithin. 
3. Slid, I'll play nothing i' the Play, unleſs I 
ſpeak it 


Vor. I. 8 1. Why, 
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1. Why, will you ſtand to moſt Voices of the 
Gentlemen? let that decide irt. 

3. O no, Sir Gallant; you preſume to have the 

* of us there, and that makes you offer ſo prodi- 
ally. | | | 

8 1. No, would I were whip'd, if I had any ſuch 

thought; try it by Lots either. © 

2. Faith, I dare tempt my Fortune in a greater 
venture than this. WE 

3. Well ſaid, Reſolute Jack, I am content too; 
ſo we draw firſt. Make the Cuts. 

1. But will you not ſnatch my Cloke, while Iam 
ſtooping ? 

3. No, we ſcorn Treachery. 

2. Which Cur ſhall ſpeak it? 

3. The ſhorteſt. 

1. Agreed: Draw. The ſhorteſt is come to the 
ſhorteſt. Fortune was not altogether blind in this. 
Now, Sir, I hope I ſhall go forward without your 
Envy. 

9 3 ſpite of all miſchievous Luck! I was once 
plucking at the other. Et 1 

3. Stay, Jack: Slid, I'll do ſomewhat now afore 
Igo in, though it be nothing but to revenge my ſelf 
on the Author: ſince I ſpeak s his -Prologue. I'll 
go tell all the Argument of his Play afore-hand, and 

fo ſtale his Invention to the Auditory before it come 
rth. | 

1. O, do not ſo. | 

2. By no means. OR 

[At the breaches in this Speech following, the other 

two interrupt him ſtill. „„ 

3. Firſt, the Title of his Play is Cynthia's Revels, 
as any Man (that hath hope to be ſaved by his Book) 
can witneſs; the Scene Gargaphie; which I do vehe- 
mentlyAuſpect for ſome fuſtian Country; but let that 
vaniſh. Here is the Court of Cynthia, whither he 
brings Cupid (travelling on foot) reſoly'd to turn Page. 


By 
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By the way, Cupid meets with Mercury, (as that's a 
thing to be noted, take any of our Play-Books with- 
out a Cupid, or a Mercury in it, and burn it for an 
Hererick in Poetry) Pray thee let me alone. 
Mercury, he (in the nature of a Conjurer) raiſes up 
Eccho, who weeps over her Love, or Daffodil, Nar- 
ciſſus, a little; ſings; curſes the Spring wherein the 
pretty fooliſh Gentleman melted himſelf away: and 
there's an end of her, — Now I am to inform 
you, that Capid and Mercury do both become Pages. 
Cupid attends on Philautia or Self-love, a Court La- 
. m Mercury follows Hedon, the Yoluptuous, and a 
ourtierz one that ranks himſelf even with Anaides, 
or the /mpudent, a Gallant, (and that's my part) one 
that ke ps Laughter, Gelaia the Daughter of Folly, (a 
Wench in Boys attire) to wait on him—— Theſe in 
the Court meet with Amorphus, or the deformed, a 
Traveller that hath drunk of the Fountain, and there 
tells the wonders of the Water. They preſently diſ- 
patch away their Pages with Bottles to fetch of it, 
and themſelves go to viſit the Ladies. Bur I ſhould 
have told you (Look, theſe Emets put me 
out here) that with this Amorphus, there comes along 
a Citizen's Heir, Aſotus, or the Prodigal, who (in imi- 
tation of the Traveller, who hath the MhHetſtone fol- 
lowing him) entertains the Beggar, to be his Atten- 
dant. Now, the Nymphs who are. Miſtreſſes 
to theſe Gallants, are Philautia, Self- Love; Phan- 
taſte, a light Wittyneſs ; Argurion, Money; and their 
Guardian, Mother Moria or Miſtreſs /. 

1. Pray thee no more. 

3. There Cupid ſtrikes Money in love with the Pro- 
digal, makes her dote upon him, give him Jewels, 
Bracelets, Carkenets, &c. All which he moſt in- 
geniouſly departs withal to be made known to the 
other Ladies and Gallants; and in the heat of this, 
increaſes his Train with the Fool to follow him, as 
well as the Beggar ——— By this time, your Beegar 

9 2 begins 
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begins to wait cloſe, who is return'd with the reſt 

of his Fellow Bottle-men. There they all 

drinks fave Argurion, who is faln into a ſudden Apo- 
exy.— 

N IG his Mouth. 

3. And then, there's a retired Scholar there, you 
would not wiſh a thing to be better contemn'd of a 
Society of Gallants, than it is; and he applies his 
Service (good Gentleman) to the Lady Arete or Vir- 
tue, a poor Nymph of Cynthia's Train, that's ſcarce 
able to buy her ſelf a Gown, you ſhall ſee her play 
in a Black Robe anon: A Creature that (I aſſure 
you) is no leſs ſcorn'd than himſelf. Where am I 
now ? at a ſtand? 

2. Come, leave at laſt, yer. 

3. O, the Night is come, ('twas ſomewhat dark, 
methought) and Cynthia intends to come forth: (Thar 
helps it alittle yer.) All the Courtiers muſt provide 
for Revels; they conclude upon a Maſque, the device 
of which, is (what, will you raviſh me?) 
that each of theſe Vices, being to appear before Cyn- 
thia, would ſeem other than indeed they are; and 
therefore aſſume the moſt neighbouring Virtues as 
their Masking Habits. (I'd cry a Rape, but 
that you are Children.) | 

2. Come, we'll have no more of this anticipati- 
on; to give them the Inventory of their Cates atore- 

hand, were the diſcipline of a Tavern, and not fit- 
ting this Preſence. . 

1. Tut, this was but to ſhew us the happineſs of 
his Memory. I thought at firſt he would have plaid 
the ignorant Critique with every thing, along as he 
had gone; I expected ſome ſuch Device. 

3. O, you ſhall ſee me do that, rarely; lend me 
my Cloke, | | 

1. Soft, Sir, you'll ſpeak my Prologue in it. 

3. No, would I might never ſtir then. 
2. Lend it him, lend it him, 


1, Well, 
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1. Well, you have ſworn. 2 
3. I have. Now, Sir, ſuppoſe I am one of your 
gentile Auditors, that am come in (having paid my 
Money at the Door, with much ado) and here I take 
my Place and fit down: I have my three ſorts of To- 
bacco in my Pocket, my Light by me, and thus I 
begin. At the breaches be takes his Tobacco,] By this 
light, T wonder that any Man is ſo mad, to come 
to ſee theſe raſcally Tits play here They do 
act like ſo many Yrens or Piſmires not the fifth 
part of a good Face amongſt them all. — And then 
their Muck is abominable able to ſtretch a 
Man's Ears worſe then ten ——Pillories, and their 
Ditties moſt lamentable things, like the piti- 
ful fellows that make them Poets. By this Va- 
ur, an' *twere not for Tobacco —-I think — the 
very ſtench of em would poiſon me, I ſhould not 
dare to come in at their Gates — A Man were bet- 
ter viſit fifteen Jayls, — or a dozen or two of Hoſ- 
itals—— than once adventure to come near. them. 

How is' t? Well? 

1. Excellent; give me my Cloke. | 
3. Stay; you ſhall ſee me do another now; but a 
more ſober, or better-gather'd Gallant; that is (as it 
may be thought) ſome Friend, or Well-wiſher to the 
Houſe : And here J enter. 

1. What? upon the Stage, too? | 

2. Yes; and I ſtep forth like one of the Children, 
and ask you, Would you have a Stool, Sir? 

3. A Stool, Boy? 

2. I, Sir, if you'll give me fix Pence I'll fetch 
you one. 921 4 | 

3. For what J pray thee? what ſhall I do with it? 

2. O Lord, Sir! will you betray your ignorance- 
ſo much? why throne yourſelf in ſtate on the Stage, 
as other Gentlemen uſe, Sir. | 
3. Away, Wag; what, would'ſt thou make an 
lImplement of me? Slid 15 Boy takes me for 1 

3 | 0 
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of Peſpective (1 hold my Life) or ſome Silk Curtain, 

come to hang the Stage here! Sir Crack, I am none 
of your freſh Pictures, that uſe to beautifie the de- 
caied dead Arras in a publick Theatre. 

2. Tis a ſign, Sir, you put not that confidence 
in your good Cloaths, and your better Face, that a 
Gentleman ſhould do, Sir. But I pray you, Sir, let 
me be a Suter to you, that you will quit our Stage 
then, and take a Place, the Play is inſtantly to begin. 

3. Moſt willingly, my good Wag; but I would 
ſpeak with your Author, where's he? 

2. Not this way, | aſſure you, Sir; we are not ſo 
officiouſly befriended by him, as to have his Preſence 
in the Tyring-houſe, to prompt us aloud, ſtamp at 
the Book-holder, ſwear for our Properties, curſe the 
poor Tire-man, rail the Muſick out of tune, and 
ſweat for every venial Treſpaſs we commit, as ſome 
Author would, if he had ſuch fine Engles as we. 
Well, 'tis but our hard Fortune. 

3. Nay, Crack, be not diſ-heartned. 

2. Not I, Sir; but if you pleaſe ro confer with 
our Author, by Attorny, you may, Sir; our proper 
ſelf here, ſtands for him. | 

3. Troth, I have no ſuch ſerious affair to negoti- 
ate with him, but what may very ſafely be turn'd 
upon thy Truſt. It is in the general behalf of this 
fair Society here that | am to ſpeak, at leaſt the 
more judicious part of it, which ſeems much diſtaſted 
with the immodeſt and obſcene writing of many in 
their Plays. Beſides, they could wiſh, your Poets 
would leave to be Promoters of other Mens Jeſts, 
and to way-lay all the ſtale Apothegms, or old Books, 
they can hear of (in Print, or otherwiſe) to farce 
their Scenes withal. That they would not fo penuri- 

"ouſly glean Wir from every Laundreſs or Hackney- 
man, or derive their beſt Grace (with ſervile imita- 
tion) from common Stages, or obſervation of the 
Company they converſe with; as if their 9 

| iv' 
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liv'd wholly upon another Man's Trencher. Again, 
that feeding their Friends with nothing of their 
own, but what they have twice or thrice Cook'd, 
they ſhould not wantonly give out, how ſoon they 
had dreſt it; nor how many Coaches came to carry 
away the Broken-meat, beſides Hobby-horſes, and 
Foot- cloth Nags. * 

2. So, Sir, this is all the reformation you ſeek ? 
3. It is; do not you think it neceſſary to be 
practis d, my little Wag? 1 | 

2 I where any ſuch ill habited Cuſtom is re- 
ceiv'd. 1 

3. O (I had almoſt forgot it too) they ſay, the 
umbræ, or Ghoſts of ſome three or four Plays, de- 
parted a dozen Years fince, have been ſeen bras, 
on your Stage here; take heed, Boy, if your Houle 
be haunted with ſuch Hob-goblins, twill fright away 
all your Spectators quickly: | 

2. Good, Sir; but what will you ſay now, if a 
Poet (untouch'd with any breath of this diſeaſe) find 
the Tokens upon you, that are of the Auditory? As 
ſome one Civet - wit among you, that knows no other 
Learning, than the price of Sattin and Velvets; nor 
other Perfection, than the wearing of a neat Sute; 
and yet will cenſure as deſperately as the moſt pro- 
feſs'd Critick in the Houſe: preſuming his Clothes 
ſhould bear him out in't. Another (whom it hath . 

leas'd Nature to furniſh with more Beard, than 

rain) prunes his Muſtaccio, liſps, and (with ſome 
ſcore of affected Oaths) ſwears down all that fit a- 
bout him; That the old Hizronimo, (as it was firſt acted) 
was the only beſt, and judiciouſly pen'd Play of Europe. 
A third great bellied Juggler talks of twenty Years 
fince, and when Monferr. was here, and would en- 
force all Wits to be of that Faſhion, becauſe his 
Doublet is ſtill ſo. A fourth miſcalls all by the Name of 
faſtian, that his grounded Capacity cannot aſpire to. 

A fifth, only ſhakes his Bottle-head, and out of his' 
| CM | corky 
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corky Brain, ſqueezeth out a Pitiful- learned Face, 
and is ſilent. | | 
3. By my faith, Fack, you have put me down: I 
would I knew how to get off with any indifferent 
race. Here, take your Cloke, and promiſe ſome 
PriefaRion in your Prologue, or (I'll be ſworn) we 
have marr'd all, | | 
2. Tut, fear not, Child, this will never diſtaſte a 
true Senſe: Be not out, and good enough. I 
cog gs hadſt ſome Sugar-candied to ſweeten thy 
OULN, 


* 


The third Sounding. 
PROLOGUE. 


* gracious ſilence, ſcueet attention, | 
Duick fight, and quicker apprehenſion, 

(The lights of Judgment's throne) ſhine any where z. 
Our doubtful Author hopes this is their Sphere. 

And therefore opens he himſelf to thoſe ; 

To other weaker Beams his labours cloſe : 

As loth to proftitute their Virgin ſtrain, 

To ev ry vulgar and adult'rate Brain. 

In this alone, his Muſe her ſweetneſs hath, 

She ſhuns the print of any beaten Path 

And proves new ways to come to learned Ears : 

Pied ignorance ſhe neither loves nor fears. 

Nor hunts ſhe after popular Applauſe, 

Or foamy Praiſe, that drops from common Jaws : 
The Garland that ſhe wears, their hands muſt twine, 
Hho can both cenſure, underſtand, define 
What Merit is: Then caſt thoſe piercing Rays, 
Round as a Crown, inſtead of honour d Bays, 
About his Poeſie; which (he knows) affords 
Mods, above Action; Matter above Words. 187 
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| Cupid, Mercury. 
Cup. HO goes there? | 
* W Mer. "Tis I, blind Archer, 
Cup. Who? Mercury? | 

Mer. — 

Cup. Farewel. 

Mer. Stay, Cupid. 1 | 
Cup. Not in your company, Hermes, except your 
Hands were rivetted at your Back. 1 

Mer. Why ſo, my little Rover? 

Cup. Becauſe I know, 2 ha' not a Finger, but 
is as long as my Quiver (Couſin Mercury) when you 
pleaſe to extend ir. : 

Mer. Whence derive you this Speech, Boy? 

Cup. Ol! 'tis your beſt Polity to be ignornt. You 
did never ftcal Mars his Sword out of the Sheath, 
you? nor Neptune's Trident? nor Apollo's Bow ? no, 
not you? Alas, your Palms (Jupiter knows) they are 
as tender as the Foot of a foundred Nag, or a Lady s 
Face new mercuried, they'll touch nothing. 

Mer. Go too (Infant) you'll be daring till. 

Cup. Daring? O Janus! what a word is there? 
why, my light Feather-heel'd Couz, what are you? 
any more than my Uncle 7ove's Pandar, a Lackquey 
that runs on Errands for him, and can whiſper a light 
Meſſage to a looſe Wench with ſome round volubi- 
lity, wait mannerly at a Table with a Trencher, and 
warble upon a Crowd a little, fill out Ne#ar, 
when Ganimed's away, one that ſweeps the Gods 
Drinking-room every Morning, and ſets the Cuſhions 
in order again, which they threw one at another's 
Head over-night, can bruſh the Carpets, call the 
Stools again to their places, play the Cryer = the 
| ourt 
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Court with an audible Voice, and take ſtate of 


' Preſident upon you at Wreſtlings, Pleadings, Nego- 


tiations, &c. Here's the Catalogue o' your Imploy- 
ments now. O no, I err, you have the marſhaling of 
all the Ghoſts too that paſs the S7ygian Ferry, and I 
ſuſpe& you for a ſhare with the old Sculler there, 
if the Truth were known; but let that ſcape. One o- 
ther peculiar virtue you poſſeſs, in lifting, or lieger-du- 
main, (which few of the Houſe of Heav'n have elſe 
beſides) I muſt confeſs. But (methinks) that ſhould 
not make you put that extream diſtance *twixt your 
ſelf and others, that we ſhould be ſaid to over-dare 
in ſpeaking to your nimble Deity? So Hercules might 
cha lenge Priotity of us both, becauſe he canthrow 
the Bar farther, or lift more joyn'd Stools at the 
Arms end, than we. If this might carry it, than we 
who have made the whole Body of Divinity trem- 
ble at the twang of our Bow, and enforc'd Saturnius 
himſelf ro lay by his curl'd Front, Thunder, and 
Three ford Fires, and put on a masking Sute, too 
light for a Reveller of Eighteen, to be ſeen in 

Mer. How now! my dancing Braggart in decimo 
ſexto / charm your skipping Tongue, or I'II 

Cup. What? uſe the vertue of your ſnaky Tip- 
ſtaff there upon us? | 

Mer. No, Boy, but the ſmart vigour of my Palm 
about your Ears. You have forgot fince I took your 
Heels up into Air ( on the very hour I-was born) 
in ſight of all the Bench of Deities, when the Silver 
Root of the Olympian Palace rung again with applauſe 
of the Fact. 

Cup. Ono, I remember it freſhly, and by a particular 
Inſtance; for my Mother Venus (at the ſame time) 
but ſtoop'd to imbrace you, and (to ſpeak by meta- 
pbor) you borrowed a Girdle of hers, as you did 
4 15 Scepter (while he was laughing) and would 

ave done his Thunder too, but that twas too hot 
for your itching Fingers. FE 

| | Mer. 
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Mer. Tis well, Sir. £1 þ Io 
Cup. I heard, you but look'd in at Pulcan's Forge 
the other Day, and intreated a Pair of his new Tongs 
along with you for Company: Tis joy on you 77 
faith) that 5 will keep e hook'd Tallons in 
ractice with any thing. Slight, now you are on 
rth, we ſhall have you filch Spoons and Candle- 
ſticks rather than fail: Pray Jove the perfum'd Cour- 
tiers keep their Caſting · bottles, Pick - tooths, and 
Shittle-cocks from you; or our more ordinary Gal- 
lants their Tobacco-boxes, for I am ſtrangely jea- 
lous of your Nails. | | 
Mer. Ne'er truſt me, Cupid, but you are turn'd a 
moſt accute Gallant of late, the Edge of my Wit is 
clean taken off with the fine and ſubtile ſtroke of your 
thin ground Tongue, you fight with too poinant a 
Phraſe, for me to deal with. | 
Cup. O Hermes, your Craft cannot make me con- 
fident. I know my own Steel to be almoſtſ pent, and 
therefore intreat my Peace with you, in time: you - 
are too cunning for me to encounter at length, and 
I think it my ſafeſt Ward to cloſe. | 
Mer. Well, for once, T'll ſuffer you to win upon 
me, Wag, but uſe not the trains too often, they'll 
8 my Patience. Whither might you march, 
now? 5 
Cup. Faith (to recover thy good Thoughts) III 
diſcover my whole Project. The Huntreſs and Queen 
of theſe Groves, Diana (in regard of ſome black and 
envious ſlanders hourly breath'd againſt her, for her di- 
vine Juſtice on Acteon, as ſhe pretends) hath here in 
the Vale of Gargaphie, proclaim'd a ſolemn Revels, 
which (herGod-head put off) ſhe willdeſcend to race, 
with the full and royal expence of one of her cleareſt 
Moons: In which time it ſhall be lawful for all ſorts 
of ingenuous Perſons, to viſit her Palace, to court her 
Nymphs, to exerciſe all variety of generous and no» 


ble Paſtimes, as well to intimate how far ſhe 2 
| : | uc 


. 
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ſuch malicious Imputations beneath her, as alſo to 
ſhew how clear her Beauties are from the leaſt wrin- 
kle of Auſterity they may be charg'd with. 

Mer. But, what is all this to Cupid? 

Cup. Here do I mean to put off the Title of a God, 
and take the Habit of a Page, in which Diſguiſe 
(during the interim of theſe Revels) I will get to fol- 
low ſome one of Diana's Maids, where (if my Bow 
hold, and my Shafts fly but with half the willing- 
neſs, and aim they are directed) I doubt not, but T 
ſhall really redeem the Minutes I have loſt, by their 
ſo long and over-nice Proſcription of my Deity from 
their Court. | 

Mer. Purſue it (divine Cupid) it will be rare. 

Cup. Bur will Hermes ſecond me? 

Mer. I am now to put in Act an eſpecial deſign - 
ment from my Father Fove, but that 1 [ 
am for any freſh Action that offers it fell, 

Cap. Well, then we part. 

Mer. Farewel, good wagg. 
Now to my charge : Eccho, fair Eccho, ſpeak, 
'Tis Mercury that calls thee, forrowful Nymph. 
Salute me with thy repercuſſive Voice, 

That I may know what Cavern of the Earth 
Contains thy 70 Spirit, how, or where 

I may direct my Speech, that thou may'ſt hear. 


SCENE IL 
Eccho, Mercury. 


Ecc. Hear. 
Mer. So nigh? 
Fe. I. hay? 
Mer. Know ( _ Soul) then, Tam ſent from Jove, 

Who (pitying the ſad burthen of thy woes, 

Still growing on thee, in thy want of Words, 

To vent thy Paſſion for NVarciſſu- death) 
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Commands, that now (after Three thouſand Vears, 

Which have been exercis'd in Juno's ſpight) 

Thou take a Corporal Figure, and aſcend, 

Enrich'd with vocal and articulate Power. 

Make haſte, ſad Nymph, thrice ſhall my winged Rod 

Strike the obſequious Earth, to give thee way. 

Ariſe, and ſpeak thy Sorrows, Eccho, riſe, 

Here, by this Fountain, where thy Love did pine, 

Whoſe memory lives freſh to vulgar Fame, 

Shrin'd in this yellow Flower, that bears his Name. 
Ecc. His Name revives, and lifts me up from Earth. 

O, which way ſhall I firſt convert my ſelf? 

Or in what mood ſhall I effay to ſpeak, 

That (in a Moment) I may be delivered 

Of the prodigious Grief I go withal? £ 

See, ſee, the mourning Fount, whoſe — weep yet 

Th' untimely Fate of that too beauteous Boy, 

That Trophee of Self- love, and Spoil of Nature, 

Who (now transform'd into this drooping Flower) 

Hangs the Repentant Head, back from the Stream, 

As if it wiſh'd, would I had never look'd 

In ſuch a flatt'ring mirrour. O Narciſſus, 

Thou that waſt once (and yet art) my Narciſſus 
Had Eccho but been private with thy Thoughts, 

She would have dropt away her ſelf in Tears, 

Till ſhe had all turn'd Water, that in her, 

(As in a truer Glaſs) thou might'ſt have gaz'd, 

And ſeen thy Beauties by more kind Reflection. 

But Self- love never yet could look on Truth, 

But with blear'd Beams; ſlick Flattery and ſhe 

Are twin-born Siſters, and ſo mix their Eyes, 

As if you ſever one, the other dyes. | 

Why did the Gods give thee a heav'nly Form, 

And earthly Thoughts, to make thee proud of it ? 

Why do I ask? Tis now the known Diſeaſe | 

That Beauty hath, to bear too deep a Senſe 

Of her own Self-conceived Excellence. | 

O, hadſt thou known the worth of Heav'ns _ ift, 

ou 
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Thou wouldſt have turn'd it to a truer uſe, 
And not (with ſtarv'd, and covetous ignorance) 
Pin'd in continual eyeing that bright Gem, 
The Glance whereof to others had been more, 
Than to thy famiſh'd Mind the wide World's ſtore: 
« So wretched is it to be meerly Rich. 
Witneſs thy Youth's dear Sweets, here ſpent untaſted, 
Like a fair Taper, with his own Flame waſted. 
Mer. Eccho, be brief, Saturnia is abroad, 
And if ſhe hear, ſhe'll ſtorm at Jove's high Will. 
Ecc. J will (kind Mercury) be brief as Time. 
Vouchſafe me, I may do him theſe laſt Rites, 
But kiſs his Flow'r, and ſing ſome mourning ſtrain 
Over his watry Hearſe. 
Mer. Thou doſt obtain. 
I were no Son to Jove, ſhould I deny thee. 
Begin, and (more to grace thy cunning Voice) 
The humorous Air ſhall mix her ſolemn Tunes 
With - ſad Words: ſtrike Muſick from the Spheres, 
And with your Golden Raptures ſwell our Ears. | 


SONG, 


Low, flow, freſh Fount, keep time with my ſalt Tears; 
Zet flower, yet, O faintly gentle Springs : 
Lift to the heavy part the Muſick bears, , 
„% Hoe weeps out her Diviſion, when ſhe ſings. 
Droop Herbs and Flowers 
Fall Grief in Showers, © 
« Our Beauties are not ours : 
O, 1 could ſtill | 
(Like melting Snow upon ſome craggy Hill,) 
Drop, drop, drop, drop, | 
Since Nature's Pride is, now, a wither'd Daffodil. 


Mer. Now, ha' you done? 
Ecc. Done preſently (good Hermes) bide a little, 
Suffer thy thirſty Eye to gaze a while, 


But 
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But een to taſte the 22 and I am vaniſh'd, 
Mer. Forego thy ule, and liberty of Tongue, 
And thou may'ſt dwell on Earth, and ſport. thee there. 
Ecc. Here young Aeon fell, purſu'd and torn 
By Cynthia's wrath (more eager than his Hounds) 
And here (ay me, the Place 1s fatal) ſee 
The weeping Niobe, tranſlated hither - 
From .Phrygian Mountains; and by Phœbe rear'd, 
As the proud Trophee of her ſharp Revenge. 
Mer. Nay, but hear. | | 
Eco. But here, O here, the Fountain of Self-love, 
In which Latona, and her careleſs Nymph 
(Regardleſs of my Sorrows) bathe themſelves 
In hourly Pleaſures. | 
Mer. Stint thy babling Tongue; 1 
Fond Eccho, thou profan ſt the grace is done thee: 
So idle Worldlings (meerly made of Voice) 
Cenſure the Powers above them. Come, away, 
Jove calls thee hence, and his Will brooks no ſtay. 
Ecc. O, ſtay : I have but one poor Thought to clothe 
In airy Garments, and then (faith) I go. 
Henceforth, thou treach'rous and murthering Spring, 
Be ever call'd the Fountain of Self-love : 
And with thy Water let this Curſe remain, 
(As an inſeparate Plague) that who but taſtes 
A drop thereof, may, with the inſtant touch, 
Grow dotingly enamour'd on themſelves. 
Now, Hermes, I have finiſht. | 
Mer. Then thy Speech | 
Muſt here forſake thee, Eccho, and thy Voice 


(As it was wont) rebound but the laſt Words. 0 
Farewel. | | 


Ecc. Well. 
Mer. Now, Cupid, I am for you, and your mirth, 
To make me light before I leaye the Earth, 


SCENE 
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SCENE Ul. 
Amorphus, Bceho, Mercury: 


Amo. Dear ſpark of Beauty, make not ſo faſt away, 

Ecc. Away. 3 n 

Mer. Stay, let me obſerve this Portent yet. 

Amo. I am neither your Minotaurv, nor your Centhure, 
nor your Satyre, nor your Hyæna, nor your Ballon, 
but your meer Traveller, believe me. 

Eec. Leave me. F 

Mer. I gueſs d it ſhould be ſome travelling moti- 
on purſu'd Eccho ſo. e | 

Amo. Know you from whom you fly? or whence? 

Ecc. Hence. As | Sn 

Amo. This is ſomewhat above firange! a Nymph 
of her Feature and Lineament, to be ſo prepoſterouſ- 
ly rude! well, I will but cool my ſelf at yon” Spring, 
and follow her. | Ws ; 

Mer. Nay, then I am familiar with the iſſue: III 
leave you too. 

Amo. I am a Rhinoceros, if I had thought a Crea. 
ture of her /ymmetry, could have dar'd ſo impropor- 
tionable and abrupt a digreſſion. Liberal, and di- 
vine Fount, ſuffer my prophane Hand to take of 
thy Bounties. By the Purity of my taſte, here is 
moſt ambroſiact Water; I will ſup of it again. By 
thy favour, ſweet Fount. See, the Water (a more 

running, ſubtle, and humorous Nympbh than ſhe) per- 
mits me to touch, and handle her. What ſnhould 1 
infer? If my Behaviours had been of a cheap or 
cuſtomary garb; my Aceent or Phraſe vulgar; my 
Garments trite z my Countenanee illiterate, or un- 
practis'd in the incounter of a beautiful and brave 
attir'd Piece; then I might (with ſome change of 
Colour) have ſuſpected my Faculties: but knowing 
my ſelf an Eſſence ſo ſublimated, and refin'd by oj 

| vel; 


E 


OG 
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vel; of ſo ſtudied, and well exercis'd a Geſture; ſo 
alone in Faſhion; able to render the Face of any 
Stateſman living; and to ſpeak the meer extraction 
of Language; one that hath now made the ſixth 
return upon venture; and was your firſt that ever in- 
rich'd his Country with the true Laws of the duello; 
whoſe [= mp have drunk the Spirit of Beauty, in 
ſome Eighr-ſcore and eighteen Princes Courts, 
where I have reſided, and been there fortunate in 
the amours of Three hundred forty and five Ladies 
(al Nobly, if not Princely deſcended) whoſe Names 

have in Catalogue; to conclude, in all ſo happy, 
as even Admiration her ſelf doth feem to faſten her 
kiſſes upon me: Certes, I do neither ſee, nor feel, 
nor taſte, nor ſavour the leaſt ſteam, or fume of a 
Reaſon, that ſhould invite this fooliſh faſtidious 
Nymph, ſo peeviſhly to abandon me. Well, let the 
Memory of her fleet into Air; my thoughts and L 


am for this other Element, Water, 


SCENE IV. 
Crites, Aſotus, Amorphas, 


Cri. What! the well-dieted Amorphus become a 
Ve ee I ſee he means not to write Verſes 
then. 

Aſo. No, Crites? why? | | 

Cri. Becauſe Nec placere diu, nec vivere carmina 
poſſunt, que ſcribuntur aquæ potoribus. 

Amo. What ſay you to your Helicon? 

Cri. O, the Muſes Well{ that's ever excepted. 

Amo. Sir, your Muſes have no ſuch Water, I aſ- 
ſure you; your Nectar, or the juice of your. Nepenthe 
is nothing to it; 'tis above your Metheglin, be- 
lieve it. 5 | 

Afo. Metheglin ! what's that, Sir? may I be ſo aus 
dacious to demand? 

Vo L. I. TS Amo. 


ſel 
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' Amo. A kind of Greek Wine I have met with, Sir, 
in my Travels; it is the ſame that Demoſthenes uſu- 
ally drunk, in the compoſure of all his exquiſite and 
mellifluous Orations. 0 


Cri. That's to be argued (Amorphus) if we may 


credit Lucian, who in his Eucomio Demoſthenis a 


firms, he never drunk but Water in any of his com- 
poſitions. 7 ; ; 

Amo. Lucian is abſurd, he knew nothing: I will 
believe mine own Travels, before all the Lacians of 
Europe. He doth feed you with fittons, figments, 
and leaſins. | | 
. Cri. Indeed (I think) next a Traveller, he do's 
prettily well, oY | 

Amo. I aſſure you it was Wine, I have taſted it, 
and from the Hand of an /talian Antiquary, who de- 
tives it authentically from the Duke of Ferrara's 
Bottels. How name you the Gentleman you are in 
rank with there, Sir? 

Cri. Tis Aſotus, Son to the late deceas'd Philar- 
gytus the Citizen, | | 

Amo. Was his Father of any eminent place or 
means ? | | 

Cri. He was to have been Prætor next Year, 
Amo. Ha! A pretty formal young Gallant, in 
good ſooth: pity, he is not more. gentilely propa- 
gated. Hark you, Crites, you may ſay to him, what 
1 am, if you pleaſe: though I affect not popularity, 
yet I would be loth to ſtand out to any, whom you 
ſhall vouchſafe to call Friend. EN 
Fri. Sir, I fear I may do wrong to your ſufficien- 
cics in the reporting them, by forgetting or miſph- 
cing ſome one; your ſelf can beſt inform him of your 

» Sir; except you had ſome Catalogue, or Liſt 
of your Faculties ready drawn, which you would re- 
queſt me to ſhew him tor you, and him to take no- 
tice of. Be 
Amo. This Crites is ſow'r: I will think, Sir. 


Cri, 
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Cri. Do ſo, Sir. O Heav'n! that any thing (in 
the likeneſs of Man) ſhould ſuffer theſe rack'd Ex- 
tremities, for the uttering of his ſophiſticate good 
Parts. | 1 

Aſo; Crites, T have a Sute to you; but you muſt 
not deny me: pray you make this Gentleman and 1 
Friends. 

Cri. Friends! Why? is there any Difference be- 
tween you? 

* No, I mean Acquaitance, to know one ano- 
ther, | 

Cri. O, now I apprehend you ; your Phraſe was 
without me before. | 

Aſo. In good faith, he's a moſt excellent rare Man, 
I warrant him! _ be” | 
i Cri. 'Slight, they are mutually enamour'd by this 
time! | | 

Aſo. Will you, ſweet Crites? | 

' Cri. Yes, yes. | | 

Aſo. Nay, but when? you'll defer it now, and 
forget it. 

n. Why, is' t a thing of ſuch preſent Neceſſity, 
that it requires ſo violent a diſpatch? 

Aſo. No, but (would I might never ſtir) he's a 
moſt raviſhing Man! good Crites, you ſhall endear 
me to you, in good faith-law. 

Cri. Well, your longing ſhall be ſatisfied, Sir. 
Aſo. And withal, you may tell him what my Fa- 
ther was, and how well he left me, and that 1 am 
his Heir. | | | | 

Cri. Leave it to me, I'll forget none of your dear 
graces, I warrant you. 

. Aſo. Nay, I know you can better marſhal theſe 
Affairs than I can O Gods! I'd give all the 
World (if I had it) for abundance of ſuch Acquaint- 
An | 
Cri. Wat ridiculous Circumſtance might I d e- 
T 2 | viſe 
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viſe now, to beſtow this reciprocal brace of Butter- 
ies one upon another? 

Amo. Since I trod on this fide the Apes, I was 
not ſo frozen in my Invention. Let me ſee: to ac- 
coſt him with ſome choice remnant of Spaniſh, or 
Ttalian? that would indifferently . expreſs my Lan- 

ages now: Marry then, if he ſhould fall out to 
35388 it were both hard and harſh. How elſe? 
| ſtep into ſome rag ioni del ſtato, and ſo make my in- 

duction? that were above him too; and out of his 
Element, I fear. Feign to have ſeen him in Venice 
or Paudun? or ſome Face near his in ſimilitude? 'tis 
too pointed, and open. No, it muſt be a more 

uaint, and collateral Device, As ſlay: to 

rame ſome encomiaſtick Speech upon this our Metro- 
polis, or the wiſe Kok, Fre thereof, in which po- 
licick Number, tis odds, but his Father fill'd up a 
Room ? deſcend into a particular Admiration of their 
Juſtice, for the due CO of Coals, burning of 
Cans, and ſuch like? as alſo their Religion, in pull- 
ing down a ſuperſtitious Croſs, and advancing a Ve- 
nus, or Priapus, in place of it? ha? 'twill do well. 
Or to talk of ſome Hoſpital, whoſe Walls record his 
Father a Benefattor? or of ſo many Buckets beſtow'd 
on his Pariſh-Church, in his Life-rime, with his Name 
at length (for want of Arms) trickt upon them? A- 
ny of theſe? or to praiſe the cleanneſs of the Street, 
wherein he dwelt ? or the provident painting of his 
Poits againſt he ſhould have been Prætor? Or (lea- 
ving his Parent) come to ſome ſpecial Ornament a- 
bout himſelf, as his Rapier, or ſome other of his 
Accoutrements? I have it: Thanks, gracious Mi- 


nerua. 


Aſo. Would I had but once ſpoke to him, and 
then — He comes to me. 


Amo. Tis a molt curious and neatly-wrought Band, 
this ſame, as I have ſcen, Sir, 


Aſo. O God, Sir. 
| | Amo, 
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Amo. Vou forgive the humour of mine Eye, in 
obſerving it. 
Cri. His Eye waters after it, it ſeems. Wy 

Aſo. O Lord, Sir, there needs no ſuch Apology, 
I aſſure you. 7 

Cri. I am anticipated : they'll make a ſolemn deed 
of gift of themſelves, you ſhall ſee. | 

Amo. Your Ribband too do's moſt gracefully, in 


troth: < 
Aſo. "Tis the moſt gentile, and receiv'd Wear now, 
Sir. | 5 | 


Amo. Believe me, Sir, (I ſpeak it not to humour 
you) I have not ſeen a young Gentleman (generally) 
put on his Cloaths with more Judgment: | 

ſo. O, tis your pleaſure to ſay ſo, Sir. 

Amo. No, as I am virtuous (being altogether un- 
travel'd) it ſtrikes me into wonder. 

Aſo. I do purpoſe to Travel, Sir, at Spring. ä 

Amo. I think | ſhall affect you, Sir. This laſt 

| Speech of yours hath begun to make you dear to me. 

Aſo. O God, Sir, I would there were any thing 
in me, Sir, that 3 appear worthy the leaſt wor- 
thineſs of your worth, Sir. I proteſt, Sir, I ſhould 
endeavour to ſhew it, Sir, with more than common 
regard, Sir. : 

Cri. O, here's rare motly, Sir. 

Amo. Both your deſert, and your endeavours are 
plentiful, ſuſpect them not: but your ſweet Diſpoſi- 
tion to travel (I aſſure you) hath made you another 
myſelf in mine Eye, and ſtruck me inamour'd on your 
Beauties. | 

Aſo. I would I were the faireſt Lady of France 
for your ſake, Sir, and yer I would travel too. 

Amo. O, you ſhould digreſs from your ſelf elſe : 
for (believe it) your Travel is your only thing that 
rectifies, or (as the Italian ſays) vi rendi pronto all” at- 
tioni, makes you fit for Aftion. 

Aſo. I think it be great charge though, Sir, 

73 Amo. 


1 3 . 
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Amo. Charge? why *tis nothing for a Gentleman 
that goes private, as your ſelf, or ſo; my intelligence- 
ſhall quit my wan! at all time, Good faith, this 
Hat that hath poſſeſt mine Eye exceedingly ; tis ſo 
pretty, and fantaſtick: what? is't a Beaver? 

Aſo. I, Sir, I'll aſſure you 'tis a Beaver, it coſt 
me cight Crowns but this gras", | 

Amo. After your French account? 

Aſo. Yes Sir. 

Cri. And ſo near his Head? beſhrow me, dange- 
rous. 

Amo. A very pretty Faſhion (believe me) and a 
moſt novel kind of trim: your Band is conceited 
too! 

Aſo. Sir, it is all at your Service. 

Amo. O, pardon me. | 

Aſo. I beſeech you, Sir, if you pleaſe to wear it 
you ſhall do me a moſt infinite Grace. x 

Cri. 'Slight, will he be prais:d out of his Cloaths? 

Aſo. By Heav'n, Sir, I do not offer it you after 
by Italian manner; I would you ſhould conceive fo 
of me. 

Amo. Sir, I ſhall fear to appear rude in denying 
your courteſies, eſpecially, being invited by ſo 
per a diſtinction: may I pray your Name Sir? 

Aſo. My Name is Aſotus, Sir. 

Amo. I take your love (gentle Aſotus) b 
win you to receive this, in exchange 

Cri. They'll change Doublets anon. 

Amo. And (from 'this time) eſtee 
the firſt Rank, of thoſe few, whom 


* 


ur ſelf, in 
Rr: to love; 


W hat make you in Company of this Scholar here? 
1 will bring you known to Gallants, as Anaides of 
the Ordinary, Hedon the Courtier, and others, whoſe 
Society ſhall render you grac'd and reſpected: this is 
a trivial Fellow, too mean, too cheap, too courſe for 
you to converſe with. ä | 


Aſo. 
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ſo. Slid, this is not worth a Crown, and mine 
coft me Eight but this Morning. 

Cri. I lookt when he would repent him, he has 
begun to be fad a good while. 

Amo. Sir, ſhall I ſay to you for that Hat? be not 
ſo fad, be not ſo ſad: it is a Relick I could nor ſo 
eaſily have departed with, but as the Hieroglyphicł 
of my affection; you ſhall alter it to what Form you 
pleaſe, it will take any Block; I have receiv'd it'va- 
ried (on Record) to the Three thouſandth time, and 
not ſo few: It hath theſe Virtues beſide; your Head 
ſhall not ake under it; nor your Brain leave you, 
without Licence; It will preſerve your Complexion 
to Eternity; for no Beam of the Sun (ſhould you 
wear it under Zona torrida) hath power to approach 
it by two Ells. It is Proof againſt Thunder, and 
Inchantment: and was given me by a great Man (in 
Ruſſia) as an eſpecial-priz'd Preſent; and conſtantly 
afirm'd to be the Hat that accompanied the Politick 
Uly/es in his tedious and ten Years Travels. 
Aſo. By Jove, I will not depart withal, whoſoc- 
yer would give me a Million, 


SC E NE V. 
Cos, Crites, Amorphus, Aſotus, Proſaites. 


Cos. Save you, ſweet Bloods: do'sany of you want 
a Creature, or a Dependant? 

Cri. Beſhrew me, a fine hlunt Slave! | 5 

Amo. A Page of good Timber! it will now be my 
grace to entertain him firſt, though I caſheer him a- 
gain in private; how art thou call'd ? 

Cos. Cos, Sir, Cos. © 

Cri. Cos? How happily hath Fortune furniſh'd him 
with a FYhetftone ? | 

Amo. I do entertain you, Cos, conceal your Qua- 
lity till we be private; if your Parts be worthy of 

T 4 ; me, 
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me, I will countenance you; if not, catechize you: 
Gentiles, ſhall we go? | 
Aſo. Stay, Sir; I'll but entertain this other Fel- 
low, and then—— I have a great humour to taſte 
of this Water too, but I'll come again alone for that 
mark the Place. What's your Name, Youth? 
- Prof. ee Sir. e 
Aſo. Proſaites? A very fine Name, Crites? is't not? 
Cri. Yes, and a very Ancient one, Sir, the Beggay, 
Aſo, Follow me, good Proſaites: Let's talk. 
Cri. He will rank even with you (ere't be long) 
Tf you hold on your Courſe, O Vanity, 
How are thy e. Beauties doated on, 
By light, and empty Ideots! how purſu'd 
With open and extended Appetite! | 
How they do ſweat, and run themſelves from Breath; 
Rais'd on their Toes, to catch thy airy Forms, 
Srill turning giddy, till they reel like Drunkards, 
1'hat buy the merry madneſs of one Hour, 
W ith the long irkſomneſs of following time! 
O how deſpis'd and baſe a thing is Man, 
If he not ſtrive t' erect his groveling Thoughts 
Above the ſtrain of Fleſh! But how more cheap, 
When, even his heſt and underſtanding Part, 
(The crown and ſtrength of all his Faculties) 
Floats like a dead drown'd Body, on the Stream 
Of vulgar humour, mixt with common'ſt dregs? 
J ſuffer for their Guilt now, and my Soul 
(Like one that looks on ill affected Eyes) 
Is hurt with mere intention on their Follies 
Why willl view them then? my Senſe might ask me: 
Or is't a rarity, or ſome new Object, 
That ſtrains my ſtrict obſervance to this Point? 
O would it were, thercin I could afford 
My Spirit thould draw a little near to theirs, 
To gaze on Novelties: fo Vice were one. 
Tut, ſhe is ſtale, rank, foul, and were it not 
That thoſe (that woo her) greet her with lockt 77 
(In 
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(In ſpight of all the Impoſtures, Paintings, D 
Which her Bawd Cuſtom dawbs. her Checks withal ) 
She would betray her loath'd and 7 Sp Face, 

And fright the enamour'd Dotards from themſelyes : 
But ſuch is the perverſeneſs of our Nature, 

That if we once but fancy Levity, 

(How antick and ridiculous ſoe'er 

It ſuit with us) yet will our mufled Thought 
Chuſe rather not to ſee it, than avoid it: 

And if we can but baniſh our own Senſe, 
We act our mimick Tricks with that free Licenſe, 
That Luft, that Pleaſure, that Security, | 
As if we practis'd in a Paſte-board Caſe, | 
And no one ſaw the Motion, but the Motion. 
Well, check thy Paſſion, leaſt it grow too lowd: 

« While Fools are pitied, they wax fat and proud. 


ACTI. SCENE I. 
Cupid, Mercury. 


Cup. V JH, this was moſt unexpectedly follow- 
. ed (my Divine delicate ö by the 
Beard of Jove, thou art a precious Deity. 
Mer. Nay, Cupid, leave to ſpeak. impro nlys ſince 
we are turn d Cracks, let's ſtudy to be like Cracks; 
practiſe their Language and Behaviours, and not with 
a dead imitation; act freely, careleſly, and caprici- 
ouſly, as if our Veins ran with Quick-filver, and nor 
utter a Phraſe, but what ſhall come forth ſteept in 
_ very Brine of Conceit, and ſparkle like Salt in 

We... | 
Cup. That's not every ones happineſs (Hermes) 
though you can preſume upon the eafineſs and 
dexterity of your Wit, you ſhall give me leave tob 
| a 
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little jealous of mine: and not deſperately to ha- 
zard it after your capring humour. 
Mer. Nay, then, Cupid, I think we muſt haye 
you hood-winkt again, for you are grown too provi- 
dent, ſince your Eyes were at Liberty. Jo 
g Not ſo (Mercury) I am ſtill blind Cupid to 
thee. 5 | 8 
Mer. And what to the Lady Nymph you ſerve 
Cup. Troth, Page, Boy, and Sirrah : theſe are all 
my Titles. TR ' 
Mer. Then thou haſt not altered thy Name, with 
thy Diſguiſe? | 0 
Cup. O, no, that had been ſupererrogation z you 
ſhall never hear your Courtier call bur by one of 
theſe three, | 
Mer. Faith, then both our Fortunes are the ſame. 
Cup. Why? what parcel of Man haſt thou light- 
ed on for a Maſter? Lb ty oth . 
Mer. Such a one (as before I begin to decypher 
him) I dare not affirm to be any thing leſs than a 
Courtier. So much he is, during this open time of 
Revels, and would be longer, but that his means are 
to leave him ſhortly after. His Name is Hedon, a 
Gallant wholly conſecrated to his Pleaſures — 
or Hedon? he uſes much to my Lady's Chamber, 
I think. 8 
Mer. How is ſhe call'd, and then I can ſnew thee? 
Cup. Madam Philautia. ob 
Mer. O I, he affects her very particularly indeed. 
Theſe are his Graces. He doth (beſides me) keep 
a Barber and a exergy A He has a rich wrought 
Waſtcoat to entertain his Viſitants in, with a Cap 
almoſt ſutable. His Curtains and Beddings are thought 
to be his own: his Bathing-tub is not ſuſpected. He 
loves to have a Fencer, a Pedant, and a Muſician 
ſeen in his Lodging a-motnings. | 
Cup. And not a Poet? 


Mer. 


T 
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Mer. Fie no: himſelf is a Rimer, and that's thought 
better than a Poet. He is not lightly within to his 
+ Mercer, no, though he come when he takes Phy. 
ſick, which is commonly after his Play, He bears 
a Taylor very well, but a Stocking-ſeller admirably : 
and fo conſequently * one he owes Mony to, that 
dares not reſiſt him. He never makes general invite- 
ment, but againſt the publiſhing of a new Sute; mar- 

then you ſhall have more drawn to his Lodging, 
1 come to the lanching of ſome three Ships; eſ- 
pecially if, he be furniſh'd with Supplies for the re- 

ring of his old Wardrobe from pawn: if not, he.. 
052 ire a ſtock of Apparrel, and ſome forty or fif- 
ty Pound in Gold, for that Forenoon to ſhew. He's 
* ht a very neceſſary perfume for the Preſence, 
and for that only Cauſe welcome thither: fix Mille- 
ners Shops afford you not the like ſcent. He Courts 
Ladies with how many great Horſe he hath rid that 
en” - or how oft he hath done rhe whole, or 
the half pommado in a Seven- night before: and ſome- 
time yentures ſo far upon the vertue of his Pomander, 
that he dares tell em, how many Shirts he has 
ſweat at Tennis that Week, but wiſely. conceals ſo ma- 
ny dozen of Balls he is on the Score. Here he comes, 
that is all this, | 


SCENE Il. 

Hedon, Mercury, Anaides, Gelaia, Cupid. 
Hed. Boy. 
Mer. Sir. . 


Hed. Are any of the Ladies in the Preſence 
Mer. None yet, Sir. . 

Hed. Give me ſome Gold, more. 

Ana. Is that thy Boy, Hedon? 

Hed, 1, what chinke l thou of him? 


Ann. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Ana. I'd geld him; I warrant he has the Philoſo. 
phers Stone. W.-3 

Hed. Well ſaid, my good melancholly Devil: Sir. + 
rah, I have devis'd one or two of the prettieſt Oaths 
(this morning in my Bed,) as ever thou heard'ſt, to 
proteſt withal in the Preſence. 

Ana. Prythee, let's hear em. 

Hed. Soft, thow'lt uſe *em afore me. | 

Ana. No (dam' me then) I have more Oaths than 
I know how to utter, by this Air. 

Hed. Faith, one is, by the tip of your Ear, "feet 
Lady. Is't not pretty, and gentile? | 

Ana. Yes, for the Perſon 'tis applyed to, a Lady, 
It ſhould be light, and 
_ Hed. Nay, the other is better, exceeds it much: 
the invention is farther fet too. By the white Yalley 
— lies ae the Alpine Hills of your Boſom, I pro- 
Fe C. | 

Ana. Well, you travel'd for that, Hedon. 

Mer. I, in a Map, where his Eyes were but blind 
Guides to his Underſtanding, it ſeems, | 

.Hed. And then I have a Salutation will nick all, 
by this Caper: hay! 

Ana. How is that? 

Hed. You know I call Madam Philautia, my Ho- 
nour; and ſhe calls me her Ambition. Now, (when 
I meet her in the Preſence anon) I will come to her, 
and ſay, Sweet Honour, I have hitherto contented my Senſe 
with the Lillies of your Hand, but now I will taſte the 
Roſes of your Lip; and (withal) kiſs her: to which 
ſhe cannot but bluſhing anſwer, nay, now you are too 
ambitious. And then do I reply; I cannot be too ambiti- 


_ Honour, ſweet Lady. Will't not be good? ha? 
a | 


Ana. O, aſſure your Soul. 
Hed. By Heav'n, I think *twill be excellent, and 
x very politick Atchievement of a Kiſs. 


Ana. I have thought upon one for Moria, of a 
ſudden too, if it take, 


Hed. 
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' Hed. What is't, my dear Invention? | 

Ana. 7 3 | will come to her, (and ſhe always 
wears a Muff, if you be remembred) and I will tell 
her, Madam, your whole ſelf cannot but be perfectiy wiſe : 
for your Hands have wit enough to keep themſelves warm. 

Hed; Now (before Fove) admirable! look, th 
Page takes it too; by Phebus, my ſweet facetious Raſ- 
cal, I could cat Water-gruel with thee a Month, for 
this Jeſt, my dear Rogue. 

Ana. O, (by Hercules) tis your only Diſh, above 
all your Potato's, or Oyſter-pyes in the World. 

d. T have ruminated upon a moſt rare With too, 
and the e to it, but I'll have ſome Friend to 
be the Prophet; as thus: I do wiſb my ſelf one of my 
Miſtreſs's cioppini. Another demands, hy would 
he be one of his Miftreſs's cioppini? a third anſwers, 
Becauſe he would make her higher. A fourth ſhall ſay, 
That will make her proud. And a fifth ſhall conclude 
Then do 1 prophefie Pride will have a fall, and he ſhall 
give it her. 

Ana, T'll be your Prophet. By Gods fo, it will 
be — 7 exquiſite; thou art a fine inventious Rogue, 
Sirrah. 

Hed. Nay, an' I have Poeſies for Rings too, and 
Riddles that they Dream not of. 

Ana. Tut, they'll do that, when they come to 
ſleep on 'em, time enough : but were thy Devices 
never in the Preſence yet, Hedon? : 

Hed. O, no I diſdain that. | 

Ana. *T were good we went afore then, and brought 
them acquainted with the Room where they ſhall 
Act, leaſt the ſtrangeneſs of it put them out of Coun- 
tenance, when they ſhould come forth. 

Cup. Is that a Courtier roo ? 

Mer. Troth no; he has two eſſential Parts of the 
Courtier, Pride, and Ignorance marry, the reſt come 
ſomewhat after the ordinary Gallant. Tis Impudence 
it ſelf, Anaides; one that ſpeaks all that comes in his 
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Cheeks, and will bluſh no more than a Sackbut, He 
lightly occupies the Jeſter's room at the Table, and 
keeps Laughter, Gelaia (a Wench in Pages attire) fol- 
lowing him in place of a Squire, whom he now and 
then tickles with ſome ſtrange ridiculous ſtuff, u- 
ter'd (as his Land came to him) by chance. He will 
cenſure or diſcourſe of any thing, but as abſurdly as 

ou would wiſh. His Faſhion is not to take Know. 
3 of him that is beneath him in Cloaths. He ne- 
ver drinks below the Salt. He do's naturally admire 
his Wit that wears Gold Lace, or Tiſſue. Stabs a- 
ny Man that ſpeaks more contemptibly of the Scholar 
than he. He is a great Proficient in all the illiberal 
Sciences, as cheating, ang, - ſwaggering, whor- 
ing, and ſuch like : never kneels bur to pledge 
Healths, nor prays but for a Pipe of Pudding-Tobac- 
co. He will Blaſpheme in his Shirt. The Oaths 
which he vomits at one Supper, would maintain a 
Town of Garriſon in goo ee a Twelve- 
month. One other genuine Quality he has, which 
Crowns all theſe, and that is this: to a Friend in 
want, he will not depart with the weight of a ſodred 
Groat, leaſt the World might cenſure him Prodigal, 
or report him a Gull: marry, to his Cockatrice, or 
Punguetto, half a Dozen Taffata Gowns, or Sattin 
Kirtles, in a Pair or two of Months, why they are 
nothing. | 

Cup. I commend him, he is one of my Clients. 


SCENE III. 
Amorphus, Aſotus, Cos, Proſaites, Cupid, Mercury. 


Amor. Come Sir. You are now within regard of 
the Preſence, and ſee, the privacy of this Room how 
ſweetly it offers it ſelf to our retir'd intendments. 
Page, caſt a vigilant and enquiring Eye about, that 
| we 
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we be not rudely ſurpriz'd, by the approach of ſome 
ruder Stranger. | 
Cos. I warrant you, Sir. I'll tell you when the 
Wolf enters, fear nothing. | | 

Mer. O, what a maſs of Benefit ſhall we poſſeſs, 
in being the inviſible Spectators of this ſtrange Show 
now to be Acted. 

Amo. Plant your ſelf there, Sir: and obſerve me. 
You ſhall now, as well be the Ocular, as the Ear- 
witneſs, how clearly I can refel that Paradox, or 
rather P/eudodox, of thoſe, which hold the Face to 
be the Index of the Mind, which (I aſſure you) is 
not ſo, in any politick Creature: for Inftance; I 
will now give you the particular, and diſtin& Face 
of every your moſt noted Species of Perſons, as 
your Merchant, your Scholar, your Soldier, 
your Lawyer, Courtier, &c. and each of theſe 
ſo truly, as you would ſwear, but that your Eye ſhall 
ſee the variation of the Lineament, it were my moſt . 
proper and genuine Aſpe&. Firſt, for your Mer- 
chant, or City-face, *tis thus, a dull, plodding Face, 
ſtill looking in a dire& Line, forward : there is no 
| uy matter in this Face. Then have you your Stu- 

ents, or academique Face, which is here, an honeſt, 
ſimple, and methodical Face : but ſomewhat more 
ſpread than the former. The third is your Soldiers 

ace, a menacing, and ae, Face, that looks 
broad, and big: the grace of this Face conſiſteth 
much in a Beard. The Anti-face, to this, is your 
Lawyers Face, a contracted, ſubtile, and intricate 
Face, full of quirks, and turnings, a Labyrinthean 
Face, now angularly, now circularly, every way af- 
pected. Next is your Statiſt's Face, a ſerious, ſolemn, 
and ſupercilious Face, full of formal and ſquare Gravi- 
ty; the Eye (for the moſt part) deeply and artifici- 
ally ſhadow'd: there is great Judgment required in 
the making of this Face. But now, to come to Fw 
Face of Faces, or Courtiers Face, tis. of three ſorts, 
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according to our ſubdiviſion of a Courtier, Elemen- 


tary, Practick, and Theorick. Your Courtier Theo- 
rick, is he, that hath arriv'd to his fartheſt, and doth 
now know the Court, rather by ſpeculation, than 
ractice; and this is his Face: a faſtidious and ob- 
ique Face that looks, as it went with a Vice, and were 
ſerew'd thus. Your Courtier Practick, is he, that 
is yet in his Path, his courſe, his way, and hath not 
touch'd the puntilio, or point of his hopes; his Face 
is here: a moſt 2 open, ſmooth, and over- 
flowing Face, that ſeems as it would run, and pour 
it ſelf into you. Some what a northerly Face. Your 
Courtier Elementary, is one but newly enter'd, or 
as it were in the Alphabet, or ut-re-mi-fa-/ol-la of 
Courtſhip. Note well this Face, for it is this you 
mult practiſe. 
Aſo. I'll practiſe em all, if you pleaſe, Sir. 
Amo. I, hereafter you may: and it will not be al- 
together an ungrateful Study. For, let your Soul 
be aſſur'd of this (in any rank, or profeſſion whate- 
ver) the more general, or major part of Opinion goes 
with the Face, and (ſimply) reſpects nothing elſe. 
Therefore, if that can be made exactly, curiouſly, 
exquiſitely, thoroughly, it is enough: But (for the 
preſent) you ſhall only apply your ſelf to this Face 
of the Elementary Courtier, a light, revelling, and 
eee rid now bluſhing, now ſmiling, which 
ou may help much with a wanton wagging of your 
lead, thus, (a Feather will teach you) or with 
kiſſing your Finger that hath the Ruby, or playin 
with ſome String of your Band, which is a mol 
joy kind of melancholy beſides: or (if among La- 
ies) laughing lowd, and crying up your own Wit, 
though perhaps borrow'd, it is not amiſs. Where 
is your Page? call for your eres. rig and place 
_ mirrour in your Hat, as I told you: ſo. Come, 
ook not pale, obſerve me, ſet your Face, and enter. 
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Mor. O, for ſome excellent Painter, to have ta'en 
the Copy of all theſe Faces! 

Aſo. Proſaites. | 

Amo. Fie, I premoniſh you of that: In the Court, 
Boy, Lacquey, or Sirrah. e 

Cos. Maſter, Lupus in ——O, ttis Proſaites. 

Aſo. Sirrah prepare my caſting- bottle, I think I 
muſt be enforc'd to purchaſe me another Page, you 
ſee how at hand Cos waits here. * 

Mer. So will he too, in time. | 

Cup. What's he, Mercury? 

Mer. A notable Smelt. One that hath newly en- 
tertain'd the Beggar to follow him, but cannot get 
him to wait near enough. Tis Aſotus, the Heir of 
Philargyrus; but firſt III give ye the other's Charact - 
er, which may make his the clearer, He that is 
with him is Amorphus a Traveller, one ſo made 
out of the mixture and ſhreds of Forms, that him- 
ſelf is truly deform'd. He walks moſt common» 
ly with a Clove or Pick-tooth in his Mouth, he is 
the very mint of Complement, all his Behavioursare 

rinted, his Face is another Volume of E/ays; and 
| his Beard is an Ariſtarchus. He ſpeaks all Cream 
skim'd, and more affected than a dozen of waiting 
Women. He is his own Promoter in every place. 
The Wife of the Ordinary gives him his Diet to 
maintain her Table in Diſcourſe, which (indeed) is a 
meer Tyranny over her other Gueſts, for he will 
uſurp all the talk: Ten Conſtables are not ſo tedious. 
He is no great ſhifter, once a Year his Apparel is 
ready to revolt. Hedoth uſe much toarbitrate Quar- 
rels, and fights himſelf, exceeding well (out at a Win- 
dow.) He will lye cheaper than any Beggar, and 
lowder than moſt Clocks; for which he is right pro- 
perly accommodated to the Mel ſtone, his Page. The 
other Gallant is his Zany, and doth moſt of theſe 
Tricks after him; ſweats to imitate him in every 
thing (to a Hair) except a Beard, which is not yet 
ll. U enxtant. 
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extant. He doth learn to make firange Sauces, to 
eat Anchovies, Maccaroni, Bouoù, Fagioli, and Caviare, 
becauſe he loves em; ſpeaks as he ſpeaks, looks, 
walks, goes ſo in Cloaths and Faſhion : is in all as if 
e were moulded of him. Marry (before they met) 
he had other very pretty ſufficieneies, which yet he 
retains ſome light impreſſion of; as frequenting a 
dancing School, and grievouſly torturing ſtrangen 
with Inquiſition after his grace in his Galliard. He 
buys a freſh acquaintance at any rate. His Eyes and 
his Raiment confer much together as he goes in the 
Street. He treads nicely like the Fellow that walks 
upon Ropes; eſpecially the firſt Sunday of his Silk- 
ſtockings; and when he is moſt neat and new, you 
hall ſtrip him with Commendations. 
Cup. Here comes another. 
Mer. I, but one of another ſtrain, Cupid: This 
Fellow weighs ſomewhar. [Crites paſſeth by. 
Cup. His name, Hermes? © 
Mer. Crites. A Creature of a moſt perfe@ and di- 
vine Temper: One, in whom the Humours and Ele- 
ments are peaceably met, without emulation of Pre- 
cedency z he is neither too phantaſtickly Melanchol- 
ly, too flowly Phlegmatick, too lightly Sanguine, or 
too raſhly Cholerick, but in all, fo compos d and or- 
der'd, as it is clear, Nature went about ſome full 
work, ſhe did more than make a Man when ſhe made 
him. His Diſcourſe is like his Behaviour, uncom- 
mon, bur not unpleaſing; he is prodigal of neither. 
He ſtrives rather to be that which Men call Judici- 
ous, than to be thought ſo; and is ſo truly Learned, 
that he affects not to ſhew it. He will think, and 
ſpeak his thought both freely; but as diſtant from 
| 1 another Man's Merit, as proclaiming his 
own. For his Valour, *tis ſuch, that he dares as lit- 
tle to offer an Injury as receive one. In ſum, he hath 
a molt ingenuous and ſweet Spirit, a ſharp and ſea- 
lon'd Wit, a ſtraight Judgment, and a * 
Fortune 


* 
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Fartane would never break him, nor make him leſi- 
He counts it his Pleaſure to deſpiſe Pleaſures, and is 
more delighted with good Deeds than Goods. It is 
a competency to him that he can be Virtuous. He 
doth neither covet nor fear; he hath too much Rea- 
ſon to do either ; and that commends all things to 


bim. | 
Gap. Not better than 2ercury commends him. 
Mer. O, Gupid, tis beyond my Deity to give him 
his due Praiſes: I could leave my place in Heav'n to 
ws _ Mortals, ſo I were ſure to be no other 
than he. ' | 
Cup. Slight, I believe he is your Minion, you 
ſcem to be ſo raviſht with him. 7 | g 
Mer. He's one I would not have a wry thought 
darted _ willingly. | 
Cup. No, but a ſtraight ſhaft in his Boſom; T'll 
promiſe him, if I am Citherea's Son. 
Mer. Shall we go, Capid? N 
Cup. Stay, and Te the Ladies now : they'll come 
preſently. I'll help to paint them. 
Mer. What! lay Colour upon Colour? that affords 
but an ill Aron. | | | 
Mer. Here comes Mettal to hap it, 3 
urion. | Argurion Paſſeth . 
F Mer. Mony, Mony. » 


Cup. The ſame. A Nymph ef a moſt wandring and 
ddy Diſpoſition, humorous as the Air, ce run 
m Gallant to Gallant (as they ſit at primero in the 
Preſence) moſt ſtrangely, and ſeldom ſtays with any. 
She ſpreads as ſhe goes. To Day you ſhall have her 
look as clear and freſh as the Morning, and to mor- 
row as melancholick as Midnight. She takes ſpecial - 
leaſure in a cloſe obſcure Lodging, and, for that 
uſe, viſits the City ſo oſten, where ſhe has many 
ſecret true concealing Favourites. When ſhe comes 
abroad, ſhe's more looſe and ſcattering than Duſt, 
and will fly from place Wr as ſhe were rapt with 
— 


2 


* 
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a Whirl-wind. Your young Student (for the mo, 
part) ſhe affects not, only ſalutes him, and away: a 
Poet, nor a Philoſopher, ſhe is hardly brought to take 
any notice of, no, though he be ſome part of an A.. 
chymiſt. She loves a Player well, and a Lawyer infi- 
nitely : but your Fool above all. She can do much 
in Court for the obtaining of any Sute whatſoever, 
no Door but flies open to her, her Preſence is above 
a Charm. The worſt in her is want of keeping State, 
and too much deſcending into inferior and baſe Of- 
fices, ſhe's for any courſe Employment you will put 
upon her, as to be your Procurer, or Pandar. 

Mer. Peace, Cupid, here comes more work for 
you, another Character or two. 


SCENE IV. 
Phantaſte, Moria, Philautia, Mercury, Cupid. 


Phan. Stay, ſweet Philautia, I'll but change my 
Fan, and go preſently. : oF 
Mor. Now (in very good ſerious) Ladies, I will have 
this Order reverſt, the Preſence muſt be better main- 
tain'd from you: a Quarter paſt Eleven, and ne'er a 
Nymph in proſpeftive? beſhrew my Hand, there muſt 
be a reform'd Diſcipline. Is that your new Ruff, 
3 Lady- bird? By my Truth, tis moſt intricate- 

rare. | 
g Mer. Good Jove, what Reverend Gentlewoman 
in Years might this be? | 

Cup. Tis Madam Moria, Guardian of the Nympbs. 
One that is not now to be perſwaded of her Wit, ſhe 
will think her ſelf wiſe againſt all the Judgments that 
come. A Lady made all of Voice and Air, talks any 
thing of any thing, She is like one of your igno- 
rant Poetaſters of the time, who when they have got 
© acquainted with a ſtrange Word, never reſt till . ey 

ave 
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have wrung it in, though it looſen the whole Fabrick 
of their Senſe. _ a | 
Mer. That was pretty and ſharply noted, Cupid. 

Cup. She will tell you, Philoſophy was a fine Re- 
yeller, when ſhe was young, and a Gallant, and that 
then (though ſhe ſay it) ſhe was thought to be the 
Dame Dido and Helen of the Court: As alſo, what 
a ſweet Dog ſhe had this time four years, and how 
it was call'd Fortune; and that (if the Fates had not 
cut his thread) he had been a Dog to have given en- 
tertainment to any Gallant in this Kingdom; and 
unleſs ſhe had whelpr it her ſelf, ſhe could not have 
loy'd a thing better i' this World. 

Mer. O, I prithee no more, I am full of her. 

Cup. Yes il muſt needs tell you) ſhe compoſes a 
pate well; and would court a young Page 
ſweetly, but that her breath is againſt it. 

Mer. Now, her Breath (or ſomething more ſtrong) 
protect me from her: th' other, th' other, Cupid. 

Cup. O, that's my Lady and Miſtreſs, Madam 
Philautia. She admires not her ſelf for any one par- 
ticularity, but for all: ſhe is fair, and ſhe knows it; 
ſhe has a pretty light wit too, and ſhe knows it; ſhe. 
can dance, and ſhe knows that too; play at Shittle- 
cock, and that too: no quality ſhe has, but ſhe ſhall 
take a very particular knowledge of, and moſt Lady- 
like commend it to ee, You ſhall have her at any 


time read you the | 


eee of her ſelf, and very ſub- 
tilly run over another Lady's Sufficiencies to come to 


her own. She has a good ſuperficial Judgment in 
Painting, and would ſeem to have fo in Poetry. A 
moſt compleat Lady in the Opinion of ſome three 
beſide her 1 1 REY Pig 

Phi. Faith, how lik'd you my quippe to Hedon, a- 
bout the Garter ? was't Sh 3 95 5 

Mor. Exceeding witty and integrate: you did ſo 
8 the Jeſt withal. 


hi. And did I not dance movingly the laſt night? 
; U 3 Mor 0 


4 


-- 
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4 he: Movingly? out of meaſure (in troth) ſweet 
aps 2h | 2 Bo” 
— A happy commendation, to dance out of 

meaſure. | 
Mor. Save only you wanted the ſwim i' the turn: 
O! when I was at Fourteen — : 57 
Phi. Nay, that's mine own from any Nymph in the 
Court (I am ſure on'tz) therefore you miſtake me 
in that, Guardian: both the /wim and the rip are 
properly mine; every body will affirm it, that has a 
ny . in danci aſſure you. 
ha. Come 9 ſhalt 


Phi. I, Phantaſs: What! have you chang' d 
your Head tire? 

Pha. Ves faith, th' other was ſo near the Com- 
mon: it had no extraordinary grace; beſides, I had 
worn it almoſt a day, in good troth. 

Phi, I'll be ſworn, this is moſt excellent for the 
Device, and rare, Tis after the /talian print we 
look'd on t'other night. 

Pha. 'Tis ſo: By this Fan, I cannot abide any 

thing that ſavours the poor over-Worn cut, that has 
any kindred with it; I muſt have variety, I: This 
mixing in faſhion, I hate it worſe than to burn Juni- 
per in my Chamber, I proteſt. 
Phi. And yet we cannot have a new peculiar 
Court- tire, but theſe Retainers will have it; theſe 
Suburb-ſunday-waitersz theſe Courtiers for high days; 
I know not what I ſhould call 'em —— 

Pha. O, I, they do moſt pitifully imitate, but I 
have a Tire a coming (y' faith) ſhall —- 

Mor. In good certain, Madam, it makes you look 
moſt heavenly z but (lay your Hand on your Heart) 
you never skin'd a new Beauty more proſperouſly in 
your life, nor more metaphyſically : look, good La- 
dy, ſweet Lady, look, 


am for you; 


we go? 


Phi, 


| would _ — W 
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Phy, "Tis very clear and well, believe me. But if 


you had ſeen mine — when 'twas young, you 
o's your Doctor, Phantaſte ? 
Nay, that's — Philautia, you ſhall par- 

* — on (FN aſſure you) he's the moſt dainty, 
ſweet, abſolute, rare Man of the whole College O. 
his very looks, his diſcourſe, his behaviour, all he 
does is Phyſick, I proteſt. 

Phj. For Heaven's fake, his name, good dear Phans 
ia 2— 

gie No, no, no, no, no, no, (believe me) not for 
a Million of Heavens: I will not make him cheap. 
1e | 
Cup. There is 4 Nymph too of a moſt curious and 
elaborate ſtrain li 2 all NY an abiquitary, the 
is every ip 1 Hay anta 

Mer. Her very name 1 N her, ler her paſs. But 
are theſe (Cup ) the Stars of Cynthia's Court? do 
theſe Nymphs attend upon Diana? 

Cup. They are in her Court (Mercury) but not as 
Stars, theſe never come in the Preſence of Cynthia. 
The Nymphs that make her Train are the Divine A- 
rete, Time, Phroneſis, Thauma, and others of that high 
ſort. Theſe are privately brought in by Moria in this 

licentious time, againſt her knowledge; and (like ſo 
many Meteors) will vaniſh when ſhe appears. 


SCENE v. 
Proſaites, Gelaia, Cos, Mercury, Cupid. 
S 
CHEE ME follow me, my wags, and ſay as I ſay. 
ere's no riches but in rags , hey day, hey day. 


You that profeſs this Art, come away, come away, 
And help to bear a Parr. thy day, hey day, &c. 


U 4 Mer. 
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Mer. What! thoſe that were our Fellow Pages but 
now, ſo ſoon preferr'd to be Yeomen of the Bottles? 
the Myſtery, the Myſtery, good wags ? 

Cup. Some Diect-drink they have the guard of. 
Pro. No, Sir, we are going in queſt of a ſtrange 
Fountain, lately found out. 

Cup. By whom? 

Cos. My Maſter, or the great Diſcoverer, Amorphus. 

Mer. Thou haſt well intitled him, Cos, for he will 
diſcover all he knows. | 

Gel. I, and a little more too, when the Spirit is 
upon him. | | 

Pro. O, the good travelling Gentleman yonder 
has caus'd ſuch a drought i' the Preſence, with re- 
8 the wonders of this new Water, that all the 

adies and Gallants lye languiſhing upon the Ruſhes, 
like ſo many pounded Cattle i' the midſt of Harveſt, 
ſighing one to another, and gaſping, as if each of 
them expected a Cock from the Fountain, to be 
brought into his Mouth; and (without we return 
quickly) they are all (as a youth would ſay) no bet- 
ter than a few Trouts caſt aſhore, or a Diſh of Eels 
in u Sand- bag. 0 | 

Mer. Well then, you were beſt diſpatch, and have 
a care of them. Come Cupid, thou and I'll go pe- 
ruſe this dry wonder. 


ACT WM. SCENE I. 
| Amorphus, Jſotus. 


Amo. 8 IR, let not this diſcountenance or diſgallant 
youa whit; you muſt not ſink under the firſt 

diſaſter. It is with your young Grammatical Courtier, as 
with your Neophyte Player, a thing uſual to be daunted 
at the firſt Preſence or Interview: you ſaw, there was 
[ Hedon, 


* 
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Hedon, and Anaides, (far more praftis'd Gallants than 
our ſelf) who were both out, to comfort you. It 
is no diſgrace, no more, than for your adventrous 
Reveller, to fall by ſome inauſpicious chance in his 
Galliard, or for ſome ſubtil polizick, to undertake the 
Baſtinado, that the State might think worthily of 
him, and reſpe& him as a Man well beaten to the 
World. What! hath your Taylor provided the Pro- 
perty (we ſpake of) at your Chamber, or no? 

Aſo. I think he has. 

Amo. Nay (I intreat you) be not ſo flat and me- 
lancholick, Erect your mind: you ſhall redeem this 
with the Courtſhip I will teach you againſt After- 
noon. Where eat you to day? 

Aſo. Where you pleaſe, Sir, any where, I. 

Amo, Come, let us go and taſte ſome light Dinner, 
a Diſh of flic'd caviare, or ſo; and after, you ſhall 
practiſe an hour at your LOCSING ſome few Forms 
that I have recall'd. If you had but ſo far gathered 
your Spirits to you, as to have taken up a Ruſh 
(when you were out) and wagg'd it thus, or cleans'd 
your Teeth with itz or but turn'd afide, and feign'd 
ſome buſineſs to whiſper with your Page, till you had 
recover'd your ſelf, or but found ſome ſlight ſtain in 

our Stocking, or any other pretty Invention (ſo it 
ad been ſudden) you might have come off with a 
moſt clear and courtly grace. | 

Aſo. A poyſon of all, I think I was foreſpoke, I. 

Amo. No, I muſt tell you, you are not audacious 
enough, you muſt frequent Ordinaries, a Month 
more, to initiate your ſelf; In which time, it will 
not be amiſs, if (in private) 2 ko good you ac- 
8 with Crites, or ſome other of his poor 

oat; viſit his Lodging ſecretly and often; become 
an earneſt Suiter to —— ſome of his Labours. 

Aſo. O Jove! Sir, I could never get him to read 
2 Line to me. 5 . 


- 


Amo. 


aſſure you, Men muft be 3 After this, you 


Fall loo 


* 
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Amo. Vou muſt then wiſely mix your ſelf in rank 
with ſuch as you know can * * Ears do 


meet with a new Phraſe, or an acute Jeſt, take it in: 


A quick nimble Memory will lift ir away, and, at 


your next publick Meal it is your own. 


Aſo. But I ſhall never urter it pays Sir, 
Amo. No matter, let it come lame. In or 
Talk you ſhall play it away, as you do your light 
Crowns at primers: It will paſs. | 
= I ſhall attempt, Sir. | | 
Do. It is your ſhifting age for wir, and I 


may to Court, and there fall in, firſt with the Wait- 
ing-woman, then with the Lady. Put caſe they do 
retain you there, as a fit Property, to hire Coaches 
ſome pair of Months, or ſoz or to read them af 
in Afternoons upon ſome pretty Pamphlet to brea 
you; why, it ſhall in time imbolden you to ſome 
farther Atchievement: In the interim, ”_ may fa- 
ſhion your ſelf to be careleſs and impudent. 

Aſo. How if they would have me to make Verſes? 


I heard Hedon ſpoke to for ſome. 


Amo. Why, you muſt prove the aptitude of your 
Genius; if you find none, you muſt harken out a 
Vein, and buy; provided you pay for the Silence as 
for the Work; then you may ſecurely call it your 
own. 

Aſo. Ves, and I'll give out my Acquaintance with 
all the beſt Writer, ro e ee me the more. 
Amo. Rather ſeem not to know em, it is your 
beſt. I. Be wiſe, that you never ſo much as menti- 
on the name of one, nor remember it mention'd; 
but if they be offer'd to you in Diſcourſe, ſhake your 
light Head, make between a ſad and a ſmiling Face, 
pity ſome, rail at all, and commend your ſelf: tis 
your _ ſafe and unſuſpected courſe. Come, you 
back upon the Court again to day, 
reſtor'd to your Colours: I do now partly aim at tha 
cauſe 
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ctuſe of your Repulſe— (which was ominous in- 
deed) for as you enter at the Door, there is oppog'd 
to you the frame of a Wolf in the Han ings, which 


(urprizing your Eye ſaddenly) gave a falfe Alarm to, 


the Heart; and that was it calPd' your Blood out of 
our Face, and fo ronted the whole rank of your 
pirits: I beſeech you labour to forget it. And . 
member (as I inculcated to you before, for your 
Comfort) Hedon, and Anaides. | 
SCENE If. 
| * * = there _ 8 an inven- 
tion thus unlucki e ſpoil'd by a whore 
ſon Book-worm, 2 Hendle-watter? ß f 


Ana. Nay, be not impatient, Hedon. 
Fed. Slight, I would fain know his Name. 


Ana. Hang was or Raſcal thee 
think not of Aim: Teend for bim to my Lodging, 
and have him blanketed when thou wilt, Man. 


Hed. By Gods-ſo, I would thou couldſt. Look, 


here he comes. Laugh at him, laugh at him, ha, 


ha, ha. [Crites paſſeth by. 
Aua. Fough, he fmells all Lamp-oyl with ſtudy- 
ing by Candle-light. S 


Hed. How confidently he went by us, and eare- 


leſly ! never movy'd! nor ftirr'd at any thing! did you 
obſerve him ? 


Ana. I, a pox on him, let him go Dormouſe: he 


is in a Dream now. He has no other time to ſleep, 
but thus when he walks abroad to take the Air. 
Hed: Gods precious, this affliets me more than all 
the reſt, that we ſhould fo particularly direct our 
Hate and Contempt againſt him, and he to carry it 
thus without wound or paſſion! tis inſufferable. 


Ana. 


* 


4 
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Ana. Slid (my dear Exvy) if thou but. Gift the 
word now, I'll undo him eternally for thee, | 
Hed. How, ſweet Anaides? | 
Ana. Marry, half a icore of us get him in (one 
Night) and make him pawn his Wir for a Supper. 
ed. Away, thou halt ſuch unſeaſonable Jeſts, By 
this Heaven, I wonder at nothing more than our 
Gentlemen-Uſhers, that will ſuffer a piece of Serge, 
or Perpetuana, to come into the Preſence ; eth 
they ſhould (out of their Experience) better diftin- 
3 the ſilken Diſpoſition of Courtiers, than to let 


ſuch terrible courſe Rags mix with us, able to fret 
any ſmooth or gentle Society to the Threads with 


their rubbing Devices. 5 

Ana. Unleſs 'twere Lent, Ember-weeks, or Faſting- 
days, when the Place is moſt penuriouſly empty of 
all other good Outſides. Dam me, if | ſhould ad- 
yenture on his Company once more, without a Sute 
of Buff to defend my Wit; he does nothing but 
ſtab the Slave: how miſchievouſly he croſs'd thy De- 
vice of the Propheſie there? and Moria, ſhe comes 
eh her Muff too, and there my invention was 
oſt. 5 | 

Hed. Well, I am reſolv'd what I'll do. 

Ana. W hat, my good ſpirituous Spark ? 

Hed. Marry, ſpeak all the Venom I can of him; 
and poiſon his Reputation in every Place where J 
come. | | 

Ana. Fore God, moſt courtly. 

Hed. And if I chance to be preſent where any que- 
ſtion is made of his Sufficiencies, or of any thing he 
hath done private or publick, I'll cenſure ir {lightly 
and ridiculouſly, | 

Ana. At any hand beware of that, ſo thou may'ſt 
draw thine own Judgment in ſuſpect. No, I'll in- 
ſtruct thee what thou ſhalt do, and by a ſafer means: 
Approve any thing thou heareſt of his, to the recei- 
ved Opinion of it; but if it be extraordinary, give 

1 
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it from him to ſome other whom thou more particu- 
larly affect ſt; that's the way to plague him, and he 
ſhall never come to defend himſelf, *Slud, I'll give 
out all he does is dictated from other Men, and 
ſwear it too (if thou'lt ha' me) and that I know the 
Time and Place where he ſtole it, though my Soul 
be guilty of no ſuch thing; and that I think, out 
of my heart, he hates ſuch barren Shifts: Vet to do 
thee a Pleaſure, and him a Diſgrace, 1'1l damn my 
ſelf, or do any thing. 

Hed. Gramercy, my dear Devil; we'll pur it ſeri- 
ouſly in practice, i faith. 


SCENE III. 
Crites. 


Do, good Detraction, do, and I the while 
Shall ſhake wi {pight off with a careleſs Smile, 
Poor pitious Gallants ! what lean idle flights 
Their Thoughts ſuggeſt to flatter their ſtary'd hopes? 
As if 1 knew not how to entertain 
Theſe Straw- devices; but, of force, muſt yield 
To the weak flroke of their calumnious Tongues. 
What ſhould I care what every Dor doth buz 
In credulous Ears? it is a Crown to me, 
That the beſt Judgments can report me wrong'd 
Them Liars; and their Slanders impudent. | 


Perhaps (upon the rumour of their Speeches) 


Some grieved Friend will whiſperto me; Crites, 

Men ſpeak ill of thee. So they be ill Men; 

If they ſpake worſe, twere better: for of ſuch 

To be diſprais'd, is the moſt perfect Praiſe. 

What can his Cenſure hurt me, whom the World 

Hath cenſur'd vile before me! If good Chreftus, 

Euthus, or Phronimus, had ſpoke the words, 

They could have moy'd me, and I ſhould have call'd 

My Thoughts, and Actions, to a ſtrict 1 
f | por 
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Upon the hearing: But when I remember, 

i Hedon and Anaidles ; alas, then, | 

I think but what they are, and am not ftirr'd. 
The one, a light voluptuous Reveller, 

The other, a ſtrange arrogating Puff, 

Both ee and ignorant enough; 

That talk (as they are wont) not as T merit: 
Traduce by cuſtom, as moſt Dogs do bark, 

Do — out of — but Diſeaſe, 

Speak ill, becauſe they never could ſpeak well. 
And who'd be angry with this Race of Creatures? 
What wiſe Phyſician have we ever ſeen 
Mov'd with a frantick Man? the ſame affects 
That he doth bear to his ſick Patient, 

Should a right Mind carry to ſuch as theſe: 

And I do count it a moſt rare Revenge, 
That I can thus (with ſuch a ſweet Neglect) 
Pluck from them all the Pleaſure of their Malice. 
For that's the-mark of all their ingenious drifts, 
To wound my Patience, howſoe'er they ſeem 
To aim at other Objects; which if miſs'd 
Their Envy's like an Arrow ſhot upright, 

That, in the fall, indangers their own Heads: 


Arete, Crites. 


a5 2 by Crites where have you drawn forth 
the da 
You have 2 viſited your jealous Friends? 

Cri. Where I have ſeen (moſt honour'd Arete) 
The ftrangeſt Pageant, faſhion'd like a Court, 
(Ar leaſt I dreamt I ſaw it) ſo diffus'd, 

So painted, pied, and full of Rainbow Straim, 
As never yet (either by Time, or Place) 


Was made the Food to my diſtaſted Senſe: 


Nor can my weak imperfect Memory N 
ow 
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Now render half the Forms unto my Tongue, 
That were convoly'd within this thrifry Room, 
Here, ſtalks by me a N and ſpangled Sir, 


That looks three handfuls higher than his Foretep; 
Savours himſelf alone, is only kind | 
And loving to himſelf; one-that will ſpeak 

More dark and doubtful than fix Oracles 

Salutes a Friend, as if he had a Stitch 

In his own Chronicle, and ſcarce can eat 

For regiſtring himſelf; is waited on 

By Mimicks, Jeſters, Pandars, Paraſites, 

And other ſuch like Prodigies of Men. 

He paſt, appears ſome mincing Marmoſet 

Made all of Cloaths, and Face; his Limbs fo ſer 
As if they had ſome voluntary act 

Without Man's Motion, muſt move juſt ſo 

In ſpite of their Creation: one that — 

His Breath between his Teeth, and dares not ſmile 
Beyond a Point, for fear t' unſtarch his Look; 
Hath travell'd to make Legs, and ſeen the Cringe 
Of ſeveral Courts, and Courtiersz knows the time 
Of giving Titles, and of taking Walls 

Hath read Court- common places; made them his: 
Studied the Grammar of State, and all the Rules 
Each formal Uſher in that politick School 

Can teach a Man. A third comes giving Nods 
To his repenting 'Creditors, proteſts 

To weeping Suitors, takes the coming Gold 

Of infolent and baſe Ambition, | 

That hourly rubs his dry and itchy Palms: 

Which grip'd, like burning Coals, he hurls away 
Into the Laps of Bawds, and Buffoons Mouths. 
With him t meets ſome ſubtle Proteus, one 
Can change, and vary with all Forms he ſees; 

Be any thing but honeſt; ſerves the time; 

Hovers bet wWixt two Factions, and explores 

The drifts of both; which (with croſs Face) he bears 
To the divided Heads, and is receiy d * 
| 1 


As would cnforce the common'ſt Senſe abhor 


* 
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With mutual grace of either: one that dares 
Do Deeds worthy the Hurdle, or the Wheel, 
To be thought ſomebody; and is (in ſooth) 
Such as the Satyriſt points truly forth, 


That only to his Crimes owes all his worth. 


Are. You tell us wonders, Crites. 

. Cri. This is nothing. 4 
There ſtands a Neophyte glazing of his Face, 
Pruning his Clothes, perfuming of his Hair, 
Againſt his Idol enters; and repeats 
(Like an unperfe& Prologue, at third Muſick) 


His part of 2 and confederate Jeſts, 


In paſſion to himſelf. Another ſwears | 


His Sceus of Courtſhip over; bids, believe him, 


Twenty times ere they will; anon, doth: ſeem 
As he would kiſs away his Hand in kindneſs 
Then walks as melancholick, and ſtands wreath'd, 
As he were pinn'd up to the Arras thus. 


A third is moſt in action, ſwims and frisks, 


Plays with his Miſtreſs's Paps, ſalutes her 2 
Adores her Hems, her Skirts, her Knots, her Curls, 
Will ſpend his Patrimony for a Garter, 
Or the leaſt Feather in her bounteous Fan, 

A fourth, he only comes in for a Mute. 


Divides the 4# with a dumb Shew, and Exit. 


Then muſt the Ladies laugh, ſtraight comes their Scene, 
A ſixth times worſe Confuſion than the reſt. 
Where you ſhall hear one talk of this Man's Eye; 
Another of his Lip; a third, his Noſe; | 
A fourth commend his Leg; a fifth, his Foot; 

A ſixth, his Hand; and every one a Limb: 
That you would think the poor diſtorted Gallant 
Muſt there expire. Then El they in diſcourſe 

Of Tires and Faſhions, how they muſt take place, 
Where they may kiſs, and whom, when to ſit down, 
And with what grace to riſe; if they ſalute, 

What Curt ſie they muſt uſe: Such cobweb Stuff 


Th' Arach- 
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Th' Arachnean workers. : 
Are. Patience, gentle Crites. 

This Knot of Spiders will be ſoon diſſolv'd, 

And all their webs ſwept out of Cynthia's Court, 

When once her glorious Deity appears, re 

And but preſents itſelf in her full light: 

Till when, go in, and ſpend your Hours with us 

Your honour'd Friends, Time and Phroneſis, 

In contemplation of our Goddeſs Name. 

Think on ſome ſweet and choice Invention now, 

Worthy her ſerious and illuſtrious Eyes, 

That from the Merit of it we may take 

Defir'd Occaſion to prefer your worth, 

And make your Service known to Cynthia. 

Ir is the Pride of Arete to grace 

Her ſtudious Lovers; and (in ſcorn of Time, 

Envy, and Ignorance) to lift their State 

Above a vulgar height. True Happineſs 

Conſiſts not in the Multitude of Friends, 

But in the Worth and Choice. Nor would I have 

Virtue a popular Regard purſue : | 

Let them be good that love me, though but few. 
Cri. I kiſs thy hands, divineſt Arete, 

And vow my ſelf to thee, and Cynthia. 


SCENE V. 
Amorphus, Aſotus, 


Amo. A little more forward: So, Sir. Now go 
in, diſcloke your ſelf, and come forth. Taylor, be- 
ſtow thy abſence upon us; and be not prodigal of 
this Secret, but to a dear Cuſtomer. Tis well en- 
ter'd, Sir. Stay, you come on too faſt; your Pace 
is too impetuous. Imagine this to be the Palace of 
your Pleaſure, or Place where your Lady is pleas'd to 
be ſeen. Firſt, you preſent your ſelf, thus: and ſpy- 
ing her, you fall off, and walk ſome two turns; in 

Vo. I. X = which 
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which time, it is to be ſuppos'd, your Paſſion hath 
ſufficiently whited your Facez then (ſtifling a Sigh 
or two, and cloſing. your Lips) with a trembling 
boldneſs, and bold terror, you advance your ſelf for- 
ward. Prove thus much, I pray you. 
Aſo. Yes, Sir, (pray Jove I can light on it.) Here, 
I come in, you ſay, and preſent my elf? 
Amo. Good, 
5 ' Aſo. And then I ſpy her, and walk off? 
1 Amo. Very good. | 
| Aſo. Now, Sir, I ſtifle, and advance forward? 
14 Amo. Trembling. . f 
it Aſo. Yes, Sir, trembling : I ſhall do it better when 
4 J come to it. And what mult I ſpeak now? 
Amo. Marry, you ſhall ſay; Dear Beauty, or Sweet 
1. 


Honour, (or by what other Title you pleaſe to re- 

14 member her) methinks you are melancholy. This is, 
lf if ſhe be alone now, and diſcompanied. 

7 Aſo. Well, Sir, I'll enter again; her Title ſhall 

14 be, My dear Lindabrides. | 

1.5 Amo. Lindabrides ? 

1 Aſo. I, Sir, the Emperor Alicandroes Daughter, 

i! and the Prince Meridian's Siſter (in the Knight of the 

hit Sun) ſhe ſhould have been married to him, but that 
= the Princeſs Claridiana 

Wi Ano. O, you betray your reading. | 

16 Aſo. Nay, Sir, I have read Hiſtory, I am a little 

Wi humanitian. Interrupt me not, good Sir. My dear 

1 Lindabribes, my dear Lindabrides, my dear Lindabri- 

|. | des, methinks you are melancholy. | 

18 p Amo. I, and take her by the Roſie- finger'd Hand. 

Aſo. "Mult I ſo? O, my dear Lindabrides, methinks 
you are melancholy. 

Amo. Or thus, Sir. All varicty of divine Pleaſures, 
choice Sports, ſweet Muſick, rich Fare, brave At- 
tire, ſoft Beds, and filken Thoughts, attend this 
dcur Brau:y, 


Aſs 


* 
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ſo. Believe me, that's pretty. All variety of dis 
vine Pleaſures, choice Sports, ſweer Muſick, rich 
Fare, brave Attire, ſoft Beds, and ſilken Thoughts, 
attend this dear Beauty. 0 
Amo. And then, offering to kiſs her hand, if ſhe 
ſhall coyly recoil, and ſignifie your Repulſe; you are 
to re-enforce your ſelf with, More than moſt fair 
Lady, let not the rigour of your juſt diſdain thus 
courſly cenſure of your Seryant's Zeal; and withal, 
proteſt her to be the only and abſolute unparalell'd 
Creature you do adore, and admire, and reſpect, and 
reyerence, in this Court, corner of the World, or 
Kingdom. 9 
Aſo. This is hard, by my faith. I'll begin it all again 
Amo. Do ſo, and I will act it for your Lady. 
Aſo. Will you vouchſafe, Sir? All variety of di- 
vine Pleaſures, choice Sports, ſweet Muſick, rich 
Fare, brave Attire, ſoft Beds, and filken Thoughts 
attend this dear Beauty. ; | 
Amo. So, Sir, pray you 2 
Aſo. More than moſt fair Lady, let not the Rigour 
of your juſt Diſdain thus courſly cenſure of your Ser- 
vant's Zeal I proteſt you are the only, and abſolute, 
unapparelled —— 
Amo. Unparalell'd. . 
Aso. Unparalell'd Creature, I do adore, and ad- 
mire, and reſpect, and reverence, in this Court, cor- 
ner of the World, or Kingdom. | 
Amo. This is, if the abide you. But now, put the 
caſe ſhe ſhould be paſſant when you enter, as thus: 
0 are to frame your Gate thereafter, and call upon 
er, Lady, Nymph, ſweet Refuge, Star of our Court. 
Then if ſhe be guardant, here; you are to come on, 
and (laterally diſpoſing yourſelf) ſwear. by her bluſh- 
ing and well-coloured Cheek, the bright dye of her 
Hair, her Ivory Teeth (though they be Ebony) or 
ſome ſuch white and innocent Oath, to induce you. 
If reguardant, then maintain your Station, brisk, and 
X 3 irpe; 
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irpe, ſhew the ſupple motion of your pliant Body, 


bur (in chief) of your Knee, and Hand, which can- 


not but arride her proud humour exceedingly. | 


Aſo. ] conceive you, Sir, I ſhall perform all theſe 
things in good time, I doubt not, they do ſohit me. 
Amo. Well, Sir, I am your Lady; make uſe of 
any of theſe beginnings, or ſome other out of your 
own invention; and prove, how you can hold up, 
and follow it. Say, ſay. | 

Aſo. Yes, Sir. My dear Lindabrides 

Amo. No, you affect that Lindabrides too much; 

d (let me tell you) it is not ſo courtly. Your Pe- 
aant ſhould provide you ſome parcels of French, or 
ſome pretty Commodity of Halian ro commence 
with, if you would be exotick and exquiſite. 
Ao. Yes, Sir, he was at my Lodging t'other 


Morning, I gave him a Doublet. 
| u 


Ano. Double your Benevolence, and give him the 
Hoſe too; cloath you his Body, he will help to ap- 
arel your Mind. But now, ſee what your proper 
Genius can perform alone, without he ien of any 
other Minerva. 
Aſo. J comprehend you, Sir. 
Amo. I do ſtand you, Sir: Fall back to your firſt 
place. Good, paſſing well; very properly purſu'd. 
Aſo. Beautiful, ambiguous, and ſufficient Lady, 
what! are you all alone: 
Amo. We would-be, Sir, if you would leave us. 
Aſo. I am at your Beauty's appointment, bright 
Angel; bur | | 
Amo. What but? 
Aſo. No harm, more than moſt fair Feature. 
Amo. That touch reliſhed well. 
Aſo. Bur, I proteſt | 
Amo. And why ſhould you proteſt? 
Aſo. For good-will (dear eſteem'd Madam) and I 
hope your Ladyſhip will ſo conceive of it: 


And 
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And will, in time, return from your Diſdain, 
Aud rue the' Suffrance of our friendly Pain. | 
Ano. O, that Piece was excellent! if you could 
pick out more of theſe hex eee and (as occaſi- 
on ſhall ſalute you) embroider or damask your Diſ- 
courſe with them, perſwade your Soul, it would moſt 
judiciouſly commend you. Come, this was a well 
diſcharg'd and auſpicious Bout. Prove the ſecond, 
Aſo. Lady, I cannot ruffle it in red and yellow. 
Amo. Why, if you can revel it in white, Sir, tis 
ſufficient. 
Aſo. Say you ſo, ſweet Lady? Lan, tede, de, de, de, 
dant, dant, dant, dante, Sc. No (in good faith) Madam, 
whoſoever told your _—_— ſo, abus'd you; bur 1 
would be glad to meet your Ladyſhip in a meaſure. 
Amo. Me, Sir? belike you meaſure me by your 
ſelf, then? fax 120 | 
Aso. Would I might, fair Feature. | 
Amo. And what were you the better, rae might? 
Aſo. The better it pleaſe you to ask, fair Lady. 
Amo. Why, this was raviſhing, and molt acutely 
continu'd. Well, ſpend not your humour too much, 
ou have now competently exerciſed your Conceit : 
This (once or twice a day) will render you an ac- 
compliſh'd, elaborate, and well levelled Gallanr. 
— in your Courting-ſtock, we will (in the 
heat of this) go viſit the Nymphs Chamber. 


ACTIV SCENE]. 


Phantaſie, Philautia, Argurion, Moria, Cupid. 


Pha. J Would this Water would arrive once, our 
| travelling Friend ſo commended to us. 
Arg. So would I, for he has left all us in travel 
with Expectation of it. a 
X 3 Pha. 
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Pha. Pray Jove I never riſe from this Couch, if 


ever I thirſted more for a thing in my whole time 


of being a Courtier. 

Phi. Nor I, I'll be ſworn: The very mention of 
it ſets my Lips in a worſe heat, than if he had ſprin- 
kled them with Mercury. Reach me the Glaſs, Sirrah. 

Cup. Here, Lady. 

Mor. They do not peel, ſweet Charge, do they? 

Phi. Yes, a little, Guardian. 

Mor. O, *tis an eminent good ſign. Ever when 
my Lips do ſo, Iam ſure to have ſome delicious good 
Drink or other approaching. 4 

Arg. Marry, and this may be good for us Ladies; 
for (it ſeems) 'tis far fer by their ſtay. 

Mor. My Palate for yours (dear Honour) it ſhall prove 
moſt elegant, I warrant you: O, I do fancy this 
that's long a coming, with an unmeaſurable ſtrain. 

Pha. Pray thee fit down, Philautia, that Rebatu 
becomes thee ſingularly. 

Phi. Is't not quaint | 

Pha. Yes faith. Methinks, thy Servant Hedon is 
nothing ſo obſequious to thee, as he was wont to be: 
I know not how, he's grown out of his Garb alate, 
he's wrapt. 

Mor. In trueneſs, and ſo methinks too; he's much 
converted: 1 | 

Pri. Tut, let him be what he will, 'tis an animal 
J dream not of. This Tire (methinks) makes me 
look very ingeniouſly, quick, and ſpirited; I ſhould 
be ſome Laura, or ſome Delia, methinks. 

Mor. As I am wiſe (fair Honours) that Title ſhe gave 
him, to be her Ambition, ſpoil'd him : Before, he was 
the moſt propitious and obſervant young Novice— 

Pha. No, no, you are the whole Heaven awry, 
Guardian; 'tis the ſwaggering Coach-horſe Anaides, 
draws with him there, — been the diverter of him. 

Phi. For Cupid's ſake ſpeak no more of him; would 
I might never dare to look in a Mirror again, if I 

| reſpect 
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reſpect &re a Marmaſet of 'em all, otherwiſe than l 
would a Feather, or my Shittle-cock, to make Sport 
with now and then. 

Pha. Come, fit down; troth (an' you be good 
Beauties) let's run over 'em all now: Which is the 
proper'ſt Man amongſt them! 1 ſay, the Traveller, 
Amorphus. Vis | 

Phi. O, fie on him, he looks like a Venetian 
Trumpeter, i' the Battel of Lepanto, in the Gallery 
vonder; and ſpeaks to the Tune of a Country Lady, 
that comes ever i' the rere ward, or train of a Faſhion. 

Mor. I ſhould have judgment in a Feature, ſweet 
Beauties. | | | 

Pha. A Body would think ſo, at theſe Years. 

Mor. And I prefer another now, far before him, 
a Million at leaſt. | 

Pha. Who might that be, Guardian? 

Mar. Marry (fair Charge) Anaides, 

Pha. Anaides ! you talk'd of a Tune Philantia, 
there's one ſpeaks in a Key; like the opening of ſome 
Juſtice's Gate, or a Poſt-boy's Horn, as if his Voice 
fear dan Arreſt for ſome ill Words it ſhould give, 
and. were loth to come forth, _ | 

Phi, I, and he has a very imperfect Face. | 

Pha. Like a Sea-monſter, that were to raviſh Au- 
dromeda from the Rock. | | 
Phi, His Hands too great too, by at leaſt a ſtraws 
breadth. | | 

Pha. Nay he has a worſe Fault than that, too. 

Phi. A long Heel? 

Pha. That were a Fault in a Lady, rather than 
him: No, they ſay, he puts off the Calves of his 
Legs, with his Stockings, every Night. 

hi. Out upon him: turn to another of the Pict- 

ures, for loves ſake. What ſays Argurion ? whom 
does ſhe commend, afore the reſt? 5 

Cup. J hope, I have inſtructed her ſufficiently for 


an anſwer. 
4 4 | Mor. 


or. Troth, I made the Motion to her Lady- 
ſhip for one to Day, i' the Preſence, but it appear d 
ſhe was ot herways furniſht before: She would none. 

Pha. Who was that, Argurion? 

2 Marry, the poor plain Gentleman, i'the black 
there. 

Pha. Who, Crite!s? | 

Arg. I, I, he. A fellow that no Body ſo much as 
look'd upon, or regarded, and ſhe would have had 
me done him particular Grace. 

Pha, That was a true trick of your ſelf, Moria, 
to perſwade Argurion to affect the Scholar. 

Arg. Tut, but ſhe ſhall be no chuſer for me. In 
good faith, I like the Citizen's Son there, A/otus; 
methinks, none of them all come near him. 

Pha. Not Hedon ? | 

Arg. Hedon? In troth no. Hedon's à pretty ſlight 
Courtier, and he wears his Cloaths well, and fome- 
times in Faſhion; Marry his Face is but indifferent, 
and he has no ſuch excellent Body. No, th' other 
is a moſt delicate Youth, a ſweet Face, a ſtraight 
Body, a well-proportion'd Leg and Foot, a white 
Hand, a tender Voice. | SES 

Phi. How now, Argurion? 

Pha. O, you ſhould have let her alone, ſhe was 
beſtowing a Copy of him upon us. Such a Noſe 
were enough to make me love a Man, now. 

Phi. And then his ſeveral Colours, he wears ; 
wherein he flouriſheth changeably, every Day. 

Pha. O, but his ſhort Hair, and his narrow Eyes! 

Phi. Why ſhe doats more palpably upon him, 
than &'er his Father did upon her. | 

Pha, Believe me, the young Gentleman deſerves 
it. If ſhe could doat more, 'twere not amiſs. He 
is an exceeding proper Youth, and would have made 
a moſt neat Barber-ſurgeon, if he had been put to it 
in time, 


Phi. Say you ſo? methinks he looks like a Taylor 
already. | 4 
ha. 
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Pha. I, that had ſayed on one of his Cuſtomers 
Sutes. His Face is like a ſqueez d Orange, or 

Arg. Well, Ladies, jeſt on: the beſt of you both 
would be glad of ſuch a Servant. £5 

Mor. I, I'll be ſworn would they, though he be 
a little ſhame-fac'd. | _ 

Pha. Shame-fac'd, Moria! out upon him. Your 
ſhame-fac'd Servant is your only Gull. | 
Mor. Go to, Beauties, make much of Time, and 
Place, and Occaſion, and Opportunity, and Favou- 
rites, and Fhings that belong to 'em, for I'll enſure 
you, they will all relinquiſh ; they cannot endure 
above another Year; I know it our of future Expe- 
rience; and therefore take exhibition, and warning. 
I was once a Reveller my ſclf, and though I ſpeak 
it (as mine own Trumpet) I was then efteem'd-—- 

Phi. The very March-bane of the Court, I war- 
rant you? | Es. 

Pha. And all the Gallants came about you like 
Flies, did they not ? i 

Mor. Go to, they did ſomewhat, that's no mat- 
ter now. | 

Pha. Nay, good Moria, be not angry. Put Caſe 
that we Four now had the grant from Juno, to wiſh our 
ſelves into what happy Eſtate we could, what would 
you wiſh to be, Moria? 2 

Mor. Whol? Let me ſee now. l would wiſh to be a 
Wiſe-woman, and know all the ſecrets of Court, City, 
and Country. I would know what were done behind 
the Arras, what upon the Stairs, what i' the Garden, 
what i“ the Nymphs Chamber, what by Barge, and 
what by Coach. I would tell you which Courtier 
were ſcabbed, and which not; which Lady had her 
ownFace to lye with her a- nights, and which not; who 
put off their Teeth with their Clothes in Court, who 
their Hair, who their Complexion; and in which 
Box they put it, There ſhould not a Oey 5 a: 

idow 


— 
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Widow be got with Child i“ the Verge, but 1 

would gueſs (within one or two,) who was the right 

Father; and in what Month it was gotten; with 

what Words; and which wy I would tell you, 
ie 


which Madam lov'd a Monſieur, which a Player, 
which a Page; who flept with her Husband, who 
with her Friend, who with her Gentleman-uſher, 
who with her Horſe-keeper, who with her Monkey, 
and who with all. Yes, and who jigg'd the Cock 
too. 

Pha. Fye, ne tell all, Moria. If I ſhould with 
now, it ſhould be to have your Tongue our. But 
what ſays Philautia? who would ſhe be? 

Phi. Troth, the very ſame lam. Only I would 
wiſh my ſelf a little more Command and Soyereign- 
ty; that all the Court were ſubje& to my abſolute 
beck, and all things in it depending on my look; as 
if there were no other Heaven bur in my ſmile, nor 
other Hell but in my frown; that I might ſend for 
any Man I liſt, and have his Head cut off when I 
have done with him, or made an Eunuch if he deni- 
ed me; and if I faw a better Face than mine own, 
I might have my Doctor to poyſon it. What would 
you wiſh, Phantaſte? 

Pha. Faith, I cannot (readily) tell you what : But 
(methinks) I ſhould wiſh my ſelf all manner of 
Creatures. Now I would be an Empreſs, and by 
and by a Dutcheſs; then a great Lady of State, then 
one of your mi/cellany Madams, then a Waiting- 
woman, then your Citizen's Wife, then a courſe 
Country Gentlewoman, then a Dairy-maid, then a 


Shepherd's Laſs, then an Empreſs again, or the Queen 


of Fayries: And thus I would prove the viciſſitudes 
and whirl of Pleaſures about and again. As I were 
2 Shepherdeſs, I would be pip'd and ſung to; as a 
Country Gentlewoman, keep a good Houſe, and 
come up to Term to ſce motions; as a Citizen's 
Wife, be troubled with a jealous Husband, and put 


to 
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to my ſhifts; (others miſeries ſhould be my Pleaſures.) 
As a Waiting-woman, I would taſte my Lady's de- 
lights to her; as a miſcellany Madam, invent new 

yres, and go viſit Courtiers; as a great Lady, lye 
a-Bed, and have Courtiers viſit me; as a Dutcheſs, 
I would keep my State; and as an Empreſs, I'd do 
any thing. And, in all theſe ſhapes, I would ever 
be follow'd with th' affections of all that ſee me. 
Marry, I my ſelf would affect none; or if I did, it 
ſhould not be heartily, but ſo as I might ſave my 
ſelf in 'em ſtill, and take wan in tormenting the poor 
wretches. Or, (now I think on't) I would, for one 
year, wiſn my ſelf one Woman, but the richeſt, 
faireſt, and delicateſt in a Kingdom, the very center 
of Wealth and Beauty, wherein all lines of Love 
ſhould meet; and in that Perſon I would prove all 
manner of Suiters, of all Humours, and of all Com- 
plexions, and never have any two of a ſort: I would ' 
ſee how Love (by the power of his Object) could 
work-inwardly alike, in a Cholerick Man and a San- 

ine, in a Melancholick and a Phlegmatick, in a 
Fool and a wiſe Man, in a Clown and a Courtier, 
in a valiant Man and a Coward; and how he could 
vary outward, by letting this Gallant expreſs bim- 
ſelf in dumb gaze; another with ſighing, and rub- 
bing his Fingers; a third, with Play-ends and piti- 
ful Verſes; -a fourth, with ſtabbing himſelf, ard - 
drinking Healths, or writing languiſhing Letters in 
his Blood; a fifth, in colour'd Ribbands and good 
Clothes; with this Lord to ſmile, and that Lord to 
court, and the t'other Lord to dote, and one Lord 
to hang himſelf, And then, I to have a Book made 
of all this, which I would call the Book of Hu- 
mours, and every night read a little Piece, cer I 
ſlept, and laugh at it. Here comes Hedon, 
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SCENE II. 


Hedon, Anaides, Mercury, Phantaſte, Philautia, Ma- 
7 ria, Argurion, Cupid. | 


Hed. Save you, ſweet and clear Beautics: By the 
Spirit that moves in me, you are all moſt pleaſingly 
beſtow'd, Ladies. Only I can take it for no good 
Omen, to find mine Honour fo dejected. 

Phi. Lou need not fear, Sir; I did of purpoſe 
humble my ſelf againſt your coming, to decline the 
pride of my Ambition. | 

Hed. Fair Honour, Ambition dares not ſtoop ; but if 
it be your ſweet pleaſure I ſhall loſe that Title, I 
will (as I am Hedon) apply my ſelf to your Bounties, 

Phi. That were the next way to dif-title my ſelf 
of Honour. O, no, rather be flat Ambitious, 1 pray 


ou. 
l Hd. J will be any thing that you pleaſe, whilſt 
it pleaſeth you to be your ſelf, Lady. Sweet Phan- 
taſte, dear Moria, moſt beautiful Argurion —— 

Ana. Farewel, Hedon. | 

Hed. Anaides, ſtay, whither go you? 

Ana. Slight, what ſhould I do here? an' you en- 
pa 'em all for your own ule, 'tis time for me to 
eck out. | 

Hed. I engroſs em? Away, Miſchief, this is one 
of your extravagant Jeſts now, becauſe I began to 
falute em by their Names — 5 

Ana. Faith, you might have ſpar'd us Madam 
Prudence, the Guardian > 6g though you had more 
covetoully aim'd at the reſt. | 

Hed. 'Sheart, take em all Man: what ſpeak you 
to me of aiming or covetous ? 

Ana. I, ſay you ſo? nay, then, have at em: La- 
dies, here's one hath diſtinguiſh'd you by your names 

already. 
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already. It ſhall only become me to ask how you 


do. 3 

Hed. Gods ſo, was this the deſign you travell'd 
with ? JEL | 

Pha. Who anſwers the brazen Head? it ſpoke to 
ſome body. „ 

Ana. ny Hiſdom, do you interpret for theſe 
Puppets = h 

| 2 In truth and ſadneſs (Honours) you are in 

eat offence for this. Go too; the Gentleman (111 
undertake with him) is a Man of fair Living, wy a- 
ble to maintain a Lady in her two Carroches a day, 
beſides Pages, Monkeys and Parachitoes, with ſuch 
Attendants as ſhe ſhall-think meet for her turn; and 
therefore there is more Reſpect requirable, howſoc'er 
you ſeem to connive. Hark you, Sir, let me di- 
ſcourſe a ſyllable with you. I am to fay to you, theſe 
Ladies are not of that cloſe and open behaviour, as 
haply you may ſuſpend their carriage is well known 


to be ſuch as it ſhould be, both gentle and extraor- 


dinary. 
Mer. O, here comes the other pair. 


SCENE III. 


Amorphus, Aſotus, Hedon, Anaides, Mercury, Cupid, 


Morus, Phantaſte, Philautia, Argurion, Moria. 


Amo. That was your Father's Love, the Nymph 
Argurion. I would have pb direct all your Court- 
ſhip thither; if you could but endear your (elf to 
her affection, you were eternally engallanted. 

. Aſo. In truth, Sir? pray Phebus I prove favour- 
ſome in her fair Eyes, 

Amo. All divine mixture, and increaſe of Beauty 
to this bright Bevy of Ladies; and to the Male- 
Courtiers, Compliment and Courteſie. 


Hed. 
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Fed. In the behalf of the Males, I gratifie you, 4 


morphus. | 

Pha. And I of the Females. 

Amo. Succinctly return'd. I do veil to both your 
thanks, and kiſs them; bur primarily to yours, moſt 
ingenious, rute, and polite Lady. 

Phi. Gods my life, how he does all to bequalifie 
her! ingenious, acute, and polite! as if there were not 
others in place as ingenious, acute, and polite as ſhe. 

Hed. Yes, but you muſt know, Lady, he cannot 
ſpeak out of a Dictionary method. 

Pha. Sit down, ſweet Amorphus : When will this 
Water come, think you? 0 | 

Amo. It cannot now be long, fair Lady. 

Cup. Now obſerve, Mercury. | 

Aſo. How! moſt ambiguous Beauty? love you? 
that I will by this Handkerchief. | 

Mer. Slid, he draws his Oaths out of his Pocket, 

Arg. But will you be conſtant ? 

Aſo. Conſtant, Madam? I will not ſay for Con- 
ſtantneſs; but by this Purſe (which I would be loth 
to ſwear by, unleſs it were embroider'd) I proteſt 
(more than moſt fair Lady) you are the only, abſo- 
lute, and unparalell'd Creature, I do adore, and ad- 
mire, and reſpect, and reverence in this Court, cor- 
ner of the World, or Kingdom : Methinks you are 
melancholy. 

Arg. Does your Heart ſpeak all this? 

Aſo. Say you? 

Mer. O, he is groping for another Oath. | 

Aſo. Now, by this Watch (I marle how forward 
the Day is) I do unfeignedly vow my ſelf (slight, 
'tis deeper than I took it, paſt five) yours entirely 
addicted, Madam. 

Arg. I require no more, deareſt Aſotus; henceforth 
let me call you mine, and in remembrance of me, 
vouchſafe to wear this Chain and this Diamond. 


Aſo. O God, ſweet Lady! 
Cup, 


4 
5 

/ 
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Cup. There are new Oaths for him: what? doth 
Hermes taſte no alteration in all this? 

Mer. Ves, thou haſt ſtrook Argurion enamour'd on 
Aſotus, methinks. 

Cup. Alas, no; I am no body, I; Ican do nothing 
in this diſguiſe. $5 

Mer. But thou haſt not wounded any of the reſt, 
Cupid. 

Cup. Not yet; it is enough that I have begun ſo 
proſperouſly. | 

Arg. Nay, theſe are nothing to the Gems I will 
hourly beſtow upon thee : be but faithful and kind 
to me, and I will lade thee with my richeſt Bounties : 
behold, here my Bracelets, from mine Arms. 

Aſo. Not fo, good Lady, by this Diamond. 

Arg. Take em, wear em; my Jewels, chain of 
Pearl, Pendants, all I have. | 

Aſo. Nay then, by this Pearl you make me a wanton. 

Cup. Shall ſhe not anſwer for this, to maintain 
him thus in ſwearing ? 

Mer. O no, there is a way to wean him from this, 
the Gentleman may be reclaim'd. 

ve I, if you had the airing of his Apparel, Couz, 
I think, 

Aſo. Loving? 'twere pity I ſhould be living elſe, 
believe me. Save you Sir, ſave you ſweet Lady, ſave 
you Monſieur Anaides, fave you dear Madam. 

Ana. Doſt thou know him that ſaluted thec, Hedon? + 

Hed. No, ſome idle Fungoſo, that hath got above 
the Cupboard ſince yeſterday. 

Ana. Slud, I never ſaw him till this Morning, and 
he ſalutes me as familiarly as if we had known to- 
Sn ſince the Deluge, or the firſt year of Troy- 
action. | 

Amo. A moſt right-handed and auſpicious Encoun- 
ter. Confine your ſelf to your fortunes. 

Phi. For ſports ſake let's have ſome Riddles or Pro- 
poſes; hough. | 


Pha. 
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- Pha. No faith, your Prophecies are beſt, the t'o- 
ther are ſtale. | 3. 
Phi. Prophecies ?. we cannot all fit in at them; we 
ſhall make a confuſion. No; what call'd you that 
we had in the Forengon? | 
Pha. Subſtantives and Adjectiues, is't not Hedon ? 
Phi. I, that; who begins? | 
Pha. I have thought; ſpeak your Adjectives, Sin. 
Phi. But do not you change then. 
Pha. Not I. Who ſays? | 
, Mor. Odoriferous. 
Phi. Popular. 
Arg. Humble. 
Ana. W hite-liver'd. 
Hed. Barbarous, 
Amo. Pythagorical. 5 
Hed. Yours, Signior. 1 
_ Aſo. What mult ] do, Sir? | 
Amo. Give forth your Adjgive with the reſt; us 
proſperous, good, fair, ſweet, well — | | 
Hed. Any thing that hath not been ſpoken. 
Aſo. Yes, Sir, well-ſpoken ſhall be mine; 
. . Pha, What, ha'you all done? 
„ | | 
- Pha. Then the Subſtantive is Breeches. Why o- 
doriferous Breeches, Guardian? 11 
Mor. Odoriferous, becauſe odoriferous; that which 
contains moſt variety of ſavour and ſmell we ſay is 
moſt odoriferous: now Breeches, I preſume, are in- 
cident to that, variety, and therefore odoriferous 
Breeches. 5 . 
Pha. Well, we muſt take it howſoever. Who's 
next? Philautia? 2 | 
Phi. Popular. 4 
Pha, Why popular Breeches? 
Phi. Marry, that is, when they are not content 
to be generally noted in Court, but will preſs forth 
| on 


7 
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on common Stages and Brokers Stalls, to the publick 
view of the World. | TY 

Pha. Good. Why humble Breeches, Argurion? 

_ 4rg. Humble? becauſe they uſe to be ſate upon; 
beſides, if 0 tie em not up, their Property is to 
fall down about your Heels. 

Mer. She has worn the Breeches, it ſeems, which 
have done ſo. | 1 of 

Pha. But why white-liver'd? 5 | 

Ana. Why? are not their Linings white? beſides, 
when they come in ſwaggering Company, and will - 
pocket up any _— may they not properly be ſaid 
to be white-liver'd | Alton 

Pha. O yes, we muſt not deny it. And why bar- 
barous, Hedon ? | 

Hed. Barbarous? becauſe commonly, when you 
have worn your Breeches ſufficiently, you give them 
to your Barber. . 

Amo. That's good; but how Pythagorical? 

Phi. I, Amorphus, why Pythagorical Breeches? 

Amo. O moſt kindly of all; *tis a conceit of that 
fortune, I am bold to hug my Brain for. 

Pha. How is't, exquiſite Amorphus? 
. = O, I am wrapt with it, tis ſo fit, ſo proper; 
0 ha — 

Ph Nay do not rack us thus. _ 

Amo. I never truly reliſht my ſelf before. Give 
me your Ears. Breeches Pythagorical, by reaſon of 
their tranſmigration into ſeveral ſhapes. 

Mor. Moſt rare, in ſweet troth. Marry this young 
Gentleman for his 1 

Pha. I, why well-ſpoken Breeches? 8 

Aſo. Well - ſpoken? marry, well - ſpoken, becauſe--- 


wrhhatſoever they ſpeak is well taken; and whatſoe» 


ver is well- taken is well-ſpoken. 
Mor. Excellent! believe me. 
Aſo. Not ſo Ladies, neither. 
Hed. But why Breeches, now? 
Vo „ I a Pha, 
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Pha. Breeches, quaſi bear · riches; when a Gallant 
bears all his Riches in his Breeches. 

Amo. Moſt fortunately etymologiz' d. 

Pha. Nay, we have another ſport afore this, of 
A thing _ and Yho did it, &c. 

Phi. I, good Phantaſte let's have that: Diſtribute 
the places. 

Pha. Why, I imagine, A thing done 3 Hedon thinks 
Who did it: Moria, With what it was done; Anaides, 
Where it was done; Argurion, When it was done; A. 
morphus, For what cauſe was it done; you Philautia, 
What followed upon the doing of it; — this Gentle- 
man, who would have done it better. What? is't con- 
cciv'd about? 

All. Yes, yes 

Pha. Then ſpeak you, Sir, Mo would have done 
it better? 

Aſo. How! does it begin a t me? 

Pha. Ves, Sir: This Play b is called the Crab, it 

es back ward. 

Aſo, May I not name my ſelf? 

Pha. If you pleaſe, Sir, and dare abide the ven- 
ture of it. 
Aſo. Then, I would have done it better, what 
ever it is. 
Pha. No doubt on't, Sir; a good confidence. 
M hat followed upon the Att, Philautia. 
Phi. A few heat drops, and a Months Mirth, 
Pha. For what Cauſe, Amorphus? 
Amo. For the delight of Ladies. 
Pha. When, Argurion? 
g. Laſt ha, ney 
Pha. Where, Anaides? 
Ana. Why, in a pair of pain'd Slops. 
Pha. With what, ef 
Mor. With a Glyſter. 
Pha. Iho, Hedon? 
Jed. A Traveller. 


\ 


Pha; 
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Pha. fo The thing done was, An Oration was 
made. 
Rehearſe. An Oration was made. 

Hed. By a Traveller. © 

Mor. e a Glyſter. = 

Ana. In a pair of pain'd Slops. 

Arg. Laſt Progreſs * 

Amo. For the delight of Ladies. | 

Ar A few heat . and a Months mirth fol- 
lowed. 

Pha. And, this ſilent Gentleman would have done 
it better. 

Aſo. This was not ſo good, now. 

Phi, In good Faith, theſe unhappy Pages would 
be whipt for ſtaying thus. 8 

Mor. Beſhrew my Hand, and my Heart elſe. 

Amo. I do wonder at their Protraction! 

Ana. Pray Venus my Whore have not diſcover'd 
her ſelf to ho raſcally Boys, and that be the Cauſe 
of their ſtay. ; 

Aſo. ] muſt ſure my ſelf with another Page: this 
idle Proſaites will never be brought to wait well. 

Mor. Sir, I have a Kinſman I could willingly wiſh 
to your Service, if 2 will deign to accept of him. 

Aſo. And I ſhall be glad (moſt ſweet Lady) to em- 
brace him: where is he? 


Mor. I can fetch him, Sir, but J would be loth - 


to make you turn away your other Page. 

Aſo. You ſhall not, moſt ſufficient Lady, I will 
keep both: pray you let's go ſee him. 

Arg. Whither goes my Love? 

Aſo. I'll return preſently, I go but to ſee a Page, 
with this Lady, | 

Ana, As ſure as Fate, tis ſoz ſhe has opened all: 
A Pox of all Cockatrices. Dam' me, if the have play'd 
looſe with me, I'll cut her Throat, within a Hairs 
breadth, ſo it may be heal'd again. | 

Mer. What, is he jealous of his Hermaphrodite? 


3-4 Cup. 
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Cup. O, I, this will be excellent ſport; | 
Phi. Phantaſte! Argurion! what? you are ſudden- 
ly ſtruck, methinks! for Loves ſake let's have ſome 


Muſick till they come. Ambition, reach the Lyra, 


I pray you. 

Hed, Any thing to which my Honour ſhall dire& 
me. | 

Phi. Come, Amorphas, chear up Phantaſte. 

Amo. It ſhall be my pride, fair Lady, to attempt 


all that is in my Power. But here is an Inſtrument 


that (alone) is able to infuſe Soul into the moſt Me- 
lancholick and dull diſpos'd Creature upon Earth. 
O! let me kils thy fair Knees. Beautcous Ears at- 
tend it. 

Hed. Will you have the Kiſs, Honour? 

Phi. I, good Ambition. 


$6.40 NG. 


That Joy ſo ſoon ſhould waſte ! 
Q, Or ſo ſweet a Bliſs 
as a Kiſs, 
light not for ever laſt ! 5 
$9 ſugred, ſo melting, ſo ſoft, ſo delicious, 
e Dew that lyes on Roſes, 
When the Morn her ſelf diſcloſes, 
is not ſo precious. 
O rather than I would it ſmother, 
J ere I to taſte ſuch another; 
Ii ſhould be my wiſhing 
That I might die kiſſing. 


ed. 1 made this Ditty, and the Note to it, upon 
that my Honour gave me; how like you it, 
Sur 


Once 
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one almoſt of the ſame Nature, but much before it, 


and not ſo long, in a Compoſition of mine own. I 


think I have both the Note and Ditty about me. 

Hed. Pray you, Sir, ce. | | 

Amo. Yes, there is the Note; and all the Parts, 
if I mi-think not. I will read the Ditty to your 
Beauties here; but firſt I am to make you familiar 
with the Occaſion, which preſents it ſelf thus. Up- 
on a time going to take my leave of the Emperor, 
and kiſs his great Hands; there being then preſent 
the Kings of France, and Arragon, the Dukes of 
Savoy, Florence, Orleance, Bourbon, Brunſwick, the 
Lantgrave, Count Palatine; all which had ſeverally 
Feaſted me; beſides, infinite more of inferiour Perſons, 
as Counts and others: it was my chance (the Em- 
peror detain'd by ſome exorbitant Affair) ro wait him 
the fifth Part of an Hour, or much near it. In 
which time (retiring my ſelf into a Bay-window) the 
beauteous Lady Annabel, Neice to the Empreſs, and 
Siſter to the King of Arragon, who having ne- 
ver before eyed me, (but only heard the common 
report of my Virtue, Learning, and Trave) fell in- 
to that extremity of Paſſion, for my Love, that ſhe 
there immediately ſwooned: Phyſicians were ſent for, 
ſhe had to her Chamber, ſo to her Bed; where 
(languiſhing ſome few Days) after many times call- 


ing upon me, with my Name in her Lips, ſhe ex- 


3 As that (I mult mourningly ſay) is the only 
ault of my Fortune, that, as it hath ever been my 
hap to be ſued to, by all Ladies and Beauties, where 1 
have come; ſo, I never yet ſojourn'd, or reſted in that 
place, or part of the World, where ſome high - born, 
admirable, fair Feature died not for my Love. 

Mer. O, the ſweet power of Travel! are you guil— 
ty of this, Cupid ? 

Cup. No, Mercury, and that his Page (Cos) knows, 
if he were here preſent to be ſworn. 


Phi. But, how doth this draw on the Ditty, Sir? 


| 
[ 


——— — 
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Mer. O, ſhe is too quick with him; he hath not 
devis'd that yer. | 
Amo. Marry ſome Hour before ſhe departed, ſhe 
bequeath'd to me this Glove: which golden Legacy, 
the Emperor himſelf took care to ſend after me, in 
ſix Coaches, cover'd all with black Velvet, attend- 
ed by the State of his Empire; all which he freely 
preſented me with: and J reciprocally (out of the 
ſame Bounty) gave to the Lords that brought it: onl 
reſerving the Gift of the deceas'd Lady, upon whic 
I compos'd this Ode, and fer it to my moſt affected 
Inſtrument, the Lyra. „„ 


SON G. 
T HOU more than moſt fiveet Glove, 


Unto my more ſweet Love, 
Suffer me to ſtore with Kiſſes 
This empty Lodging that now miſſes 
The pure roſie Hand, that wear thee, 
Whiter than the Kid that bare theo. 
Thou art ſoft, but that was ſofter 3 
Cupid's /elf hath kiſt it ofter 
Than &er he did his Mothers Doves, 
Suppoſing her the Queen of Loves, 
That was thy Miſtreſs, 
- Beſt of Gloves. 


Mer. Blaſphemy, Blaſphemy, Cupid. 

Cup. I, Ill revenge it time enough, Hermes. 

J hi. Good Amorphus, let's hear it ſung. 

Amo. I care not to admit that, ſince it pleaſeth 
Philautia to requeſt if. 

Hed. Here, Sir. [ After ſhe hath ſung. 

Amo. Nay, play it, I pray you, you do well, you 
do well — How like you it, Sir? 


{{ed. Very well in troth. 
| Am. 
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Amo. But very well? O, you are a meer Mammo- 
thrept in Judgment, then. Why, do you not ob- 
ſerve how excellently the Ditty is affected in every 
place? that I do not marry a Word of ſhort quan- 
tity to a long Note? nor an aſcending Syllable to a 
deſcending Tone? Beſides, upon the Word (beſt) 
there, you ſee how I do enter with an odd minnum, 
and drive it through the brief, which no intelligent 
Muſician (I know) but will affirm to be very rare, 
extraordinary, and pleaſing. 

Mer. And yet not fit to lament the Death of a 
Lady, for all this, 

Cup. Tut, here be they will ſwallow any thing. 

Pha. Pray you, let me have a Copy of it Amorphus. 

Phi. And me too, in troth, I like it exceedingly. 

Amo, I have denied it to Princes, nevertheleſs to 
you (the true female Twins of perfection) I am won 
to depart with all. 

Hed. I hope, I ſhall have my Honours Copy. 

Pha. You are Ambitious in that, Heron, 

Amo. How now, Anaides! what is it hath con- 
jur'd up this diſtemperature in the circle of your 
Face? [ho is return'd from ſeeking bis Page. 

Ana. Why, what have you to do? A Pox upo' 
your filthy travelling Face, hold your Tongue. 

Fed. Nay, do'ſt hear, Miſchief ? 

Ana. Away, Musk-cat. 

Amo. I ſay to thee, thou art rude, debaucht, im- 
pudent, courſe, impoliſhr, a frapler, and baſe. 

Hed, Heart of my Father, what a ſtrange altera- 
tion has half a Year's haunting of Ordinaries wrought 
in this Fellow! that came with a 7uf-:afata Jerkin 
to Town but the other Day, and a Pair of penylels 
Hoſe, and now he is turn'd Hercules, he wants bur 

a Club. 

Ana. Sir, you with the Pencil on your C'in; I 
TY arter my Hoſe with your Guts, ad that tha l 

e all. | 

Mer. Slid, what rare Fire- works be he: e? laſh flaſn. 

Y 4 Pha: 
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Pha. What's the matter Hedon? can you tell? 

Fed. Nothing, but that he lacks Crowns, and 
thinks we'll lend him ſome to be Friends, 

Aſo. Come ſweet Lady, in good truth I'll haveit, 

ou ſhall not deny me. Morus, perſwade your Aunt 
1 may have her Picture, by any means. 
Aſotus returns with Moria and Morus. 

Mo. Yea, Sir: good Aunt now, let him have it, he 
will uſe me the better; if you love me, do good Aunt. 

Mor. Well, tell him he ſhall have it. 

Mo. Maſter, you ſhall have it, ſhe ſays. 

Aſo. Shall 1? thank her, good Page. 

Cup. What, has he entertain'd the Fool? 

Mer. I, he'll wait cloſe, you ſhall ſee, though the 
Beggar hang off a while. ; 

Mo. Aunt, my Maſter thanks you. 

Mor. Call him hither. 

Mo. Yes, Maſter. 

Mor. Yes, in verity, and gave me this Purſe, and 
he has promis'd me a moſt fine Dog which he will 
have drawn with my Picture, he ſays: and deſires 
moſt vehemently to be known to your Ladyſhips. 

Pha. Call him hither, 'tis good groping ſucha Gull, 

Mo. Maſter Aſotus, Maſter Aſotus. 

Aſo. For loves ſake, let me go: you ſee, I am 
call'd to the Ladies. . | 

Arg. Wilt thou forſake me then? 

Aſo. God ſo, what would you have me do? 

Mor. Come Either, Maſter Aſotus. I do enſure 
your Ladyſhips, he is a Gentleman of a very worthy 
Deſert: and of a moſt bountiful Nature. You muſt 
ſhew and infinuate your ſelf reſponſible, and equiva- 
lentnow to my Commendment. Good Honours grace 
him. 5 2 | 
Aſo. I proteſt (more than moſt fair Ladies) I do 

wiſh all variety of divine Pleaſures, chcice Sport, 
ſweer Muſick, rich Fare, brave Attire, ſoft Beds, and 

+ ſilken Thoughts, attend theſe fair Beauties. 128 
| pleaſe 
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pleaſe your Ladythip to wear this Chain of Pearl, 
and this Diamond, for my ſake? | 


Arg. O. | 

he a you, Madam, this Jewel and Pendants. 

Arg. O. | | 

Pha We know not how to deſerve theſe Bounties, 
out of {6 flight Merit, Aſotus. | 

Phi. No, in faith, bur there's my Glove for a fa- 
your. 

Pha. And ſoon after the Revels, I will beſtow a 
Garter on you. | 

Aſo. O Lord, Ladies! it is more grace than ever 
I could have hop'd, but that it pleaſeth your Lady- 
ſhips to extend. I proteſt, it is enough, that you 
but take knowledge of my if your Ladyſhips 
want embroider'd Gowns, Tires of any faſhion, Re- 
batues, Jewels, or Carkanets, any thing whatſoever, 
if you vouchſafe to accept 

Cup. And for it they will help you to Shooe-ties, 
and Devices. 

Aſo. I cannot utter my ſelf (dear Beauties) but, 
you can conceive 

Arg. O. 

Pha. Sir, we will acknowledge your Service, doubt 
not; henceforth, you ſhall be no more Aſetus to us, 
but our Gold. inch, and we your Cages. 

Aſo. O Venus Madams! how ſhall I deſerve this? 
if I were but made acquainted with Hedon, now, I'll 
try : pray you away. 

Mer. How he prays Mony to go away from him! 

Aſo. Amorphus, a word with you; here's a Watch 
I would beſtow upon you, pray you make me known 
to that Gallant. 

Amo. That I will, Sir. Monſieur Hedon, I muſt 
entreat you to exchange Knowledge with this Gen- 
tleman. 

Hed. Tis a thing (next to the Water we expect) 
I thirſt after, Sir. Good Monſieur Aſotus. 


Aſo. 
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Aſo. Good Monſieur Hedon, I would be glad to 
be lov'd of Men of your Rank and Spirit, I proteſt. 
Pleaſe you to accept this pair of Bracelets, Sir; they 
are not worth the beſtowing —— 

Mer. O Hercules, how the Gentleman purchaſes! 
this muſt needs bring Argurion to a Conſumption, 

Hed. Sir, I ſhall never ſtand in the merit of ſuch 
Bounty, I fear. 

Aſo. O Venus, Sir; your acquaintance ſhall be ſuf. 
ficient. And if at any time you need my Bill, or 
my Bond 

Arg. O, O. [ Argurion ſwoors, 

Amo. Help the Lady there. 

Mor. Gods-dear, Argurion! Madam, how do you? 

Arg. Sick. 

Pha. Have her forth, and give her Air. 

Aſo. I come again ſtrait, Ladies. 

Mer. Well, I doubt, all the Phyſick he has will 
ſcarce recover her; ſhe's too far ſpent. 


SCENE Iv. 


Philautia, Gelaia, Anaides, Cos, Proſaites, Phantaſie, 
Moria, Amorphus, Hedon. 


Phi. O here's the Water come; fetch Glaſſes, Page. 

Gel. Heart of my Body, here's a Coil indeed, with 
_ jealous Humours: Nothing but Whore and 
Bitch, and all the villanous ſwaggering Names you 
can think on? 'Slid, take your Bottle, and put it in 
your Guts for me, I'll ſce you poxt ere I follow you 
any longer. 

Ana. Nay, good Punk, ſweet Raſcal; dam me if 
I am jealous now. 

Gel. That's true indeed pray let's go. 

Mor. What's the matter, there? 

Gel. *Slight he has me upon Interrogatories, (nay, 
my Mother ſhall know how you uſe me) key reve 

aye 


i wy ww 


an 


YE 
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have been? and, why 1 ſhould ſtay ſo long? and, 
how is't poſſible? and withal calls me at his pleaſure 
I know not how many Cockatrices, and things. 

Mor. In truth and ſadneſs, theſe are no good Epi- 
taphs, Anaides, to beſtow upon any Gentlewoman 
and (I'll enſure you) if I had known you would have 
dealt thus with my Daughter, ſhe ſhould never have 
fancied you ſo deeply as ſhe has done. Go too. 

Ana. Why, do you hear, Mother Moria. Heart ! 

Mor. Nay, I pray you, Sir, do not ſwear. 

Ana. Swear? why? I have ſworn afore now, I 
hope. Both you and your Daughter miſtake me. I 
have not honour'd Arete, that is held the worthieſt 
Lady in Court (next to Cynthia) with half that ob- 
ſervance and reſpect, as I have done her in private, 
howſoever outwardly I have carried my ſelf careleſs, 
and negligent. Come, you are a feoliſh Punt, and 
know not when you are well employ'd. Kiſs me, 
come on; do it I ſay. 

Mor. Nay, indeed, I muſt confeſs, ſhe is apt to 
miſpriſion. But I muſt have you leave it, Minion. 

Amo. How now, Aſotus? how does the Lady? 

Aſo. Faith, ill, I have left my Page with her, at 


her Lodging. 


Hed. O here's the rareſt Water that ever was taft- 
ed: fill him ſome. bz 

Pro, What! has my Maſter a new Page? 

Mer. Yes, a Kinſman of the Lady Moria's: You 
muſt wait better now, or you are caſhier'd, Proſaites. 

Ana. Come Gallants, you muſt pardon my fooliſh 
humour; when I am angry, that any thing croſſes 


me, I grow impatient ſtrait. Here, I drink to you, 


Phi. O, that we had five of ſix Bottles more of 
this Liquor, ; 
Pha. Now I commend your Judgment, Amorphus; 
who's that knocks? look, Page. 
Mor. O, moſt delicious; alittle of this would make 
Argurion well. 
Pha. 
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Pha. O, ws) her no cold Drink, by any means. 


Ana. This Water is the Spirit of Wine, I'll be hang'd 
Cos. Here's the Lady Arete, Madam. "LOR. © 


, | " 
Arete, Moria, Phantaſte, Philautia, Anaides, Gelaia, Cos, 
Proſaites, Amorphus, Aſotus, Hedon, Mercury, Cupid. 


Are. What, at your Bever, Gallants? 
Mor. Will't pleaſe your Ladyſhip to drink? 'tis 
of the new Fountain Water. 

Are. Not I, Moria, I thank you. Gallants, you 
are for this Night free tõ your peculiar Delights; 
Cynthia will have no Sports: when ſhe is pleas'd to 
come forth, you ſhall ee knowledge. In the mean 
time, I could wiſh you did provide for ſolemn Re- 
vels, and ſome unlook'd- for Device of wit, to enter- 
tain her, againſt ſhe ſhould vouchſafe to grace your 
Paſtimes with her Preſence. 

Amo. W hat ſay you to a Mask ? 

Iled. Nothing better, if the Project were new and 

rare. | 
Aire. Why, I'll ſend for Crites, and have his Ad- 
vice: Be you ready in your Endeavours; he ſhall di- 
ſcharge you of the inventive part. 

Pha, But will not your Ladyſhip ſtay? 

Are. Not now, Phantaſie. 

Phi. Let her go, I pray you, good Lady Sobriety, 
I am glad we are rid of her. | 

Pha. What a ſet Face the Gentlewoman has, as 
ſhe were ſtill going to a Sacrifice? 

Phi. O, the is the Extraction of a dozen of Puri- 
tans, for a look. . Sus 

Mor. Of all Nymphs i' the Court, I cannot away 
with her; 'tis the courſeſt thing —— 

Phi. 1 wonder how Cynthia can affect her ſo above 
the reſt! Here be they are every way as fair as ſhe, 
and a thought fairer, I trow. 

Pha. 
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Pha. I, and as ingenious and conceited as ſhe. 

Mor. I, and as politick as ſhe, for all ſhe ſets 
ſuch a Forehead on't. 

Phi. Would I were dead, if I would Change to 
be Cynthia. 

Pha. Or J. 

Mor. Or I. 

Amo. And there's her Minion Crites! why his ad- 
vice more than Amorphus? have not I invention a- 
fore him? Learning to better that invention above 
him? and infanted with 1 8 Travel 

Ana. Death, what talk you of his Learning? he 
underſtands no mere than a School-boy; I have put 
him down my ſelf a thouſand times (by this Air) 
and yer I never talk'd with him but twice in my 
life: you never ſaw his like. I could never get him 
to argue with me but once, and then, becauſe [ 


could not conſtrue an Author I quoted at firſt fight, 


he went away, and laugh'd at me. By Hercules, I 
ſcorn him, as I do the ſodden Nymph that was here 
e' en now, his Miſtreſs Arete: And I love my ſelf for 
nothing elſe, | 

Hed. I wonder the Fellow does not hang himſelf, 
being thus ſcorn'd and contemn'd gf us that are 
held the moſt accompliſh'd Society of Gallants. 

Mer. By your ſelves, none elle. 

Hed. I proteſt, if I had no Muſick in me, no 
Courtſhip, that I were not a Reveller and could 
dance, or had not thoſe excellent Qualities that give 
a Man Life and Perfection, but a meer poor Scholar 
as he is, I think I ſhould make ſome deſperate way 
with my ſelf; whereas now (would I might never 
breathe more) if I do know that Creature in this 
Kingdom with whom I would change. | 
. Cup. This is excellent well, 1 muſt alter all this 
oon. 

Mer. Look you do, Cupid. The Bottles have 


Je. 


. wrought, it ſcems, 
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Aſo. O, I am ſorry the Revels are croſt. I ſhould 
ha' tickled it ſoon, I did never appear till then, 
'Slid, J am the neatlieſt- made Gallant i' the Compa- 
ny, and have the beſt Preſence; and my dancing --- 


well, I know what our Uſher ſaid to me laſt time 


was at the School: would I might have led Philau- 
tia in the meaſures, an' it had been the Gods will, 
I am moſt worthy, I am ſure. 

Morus. Maſter, I can tell you news; the Lady 
kiſs'd me yonder, and plaid with me, and ſays ſhe 
lov'd you once as well as ſhe does me, but that you 
caſt her off. | 

Aſo. Peace, my moſt eſteemed Page. 

Morus. Yes. 

Afo. What luck is this, that our Revelsare daſh'd? 
Now was I beginning to gliſter, i' the very high- 
way of Preferment. And Cynthia had but ſeen me 
dance a ſtrain, or do but one trick, I had been kept 
in Court, I ſhould never have needed to look towards 
my Friends agen. 

Amo. Contain your ſelf, you were a fortunate 
young Man, if you knew your own good; which 


have now projected, and will preſently multiply 


upon you. Beauties and Yalours, your vouchſat'd 
applauſe to a motion. The humorous Cynthia hath, 
for this night, withdrawn the light of your de- 
light — 3 
> ha 'Tis true, Amorphus; what may we do to 
redeem it? 0 
Amo. Redeem that we cannot, but to create a 
new Flame is in our Power. Here is a Gentleman, 
my Scholar, whom (for ſome private Reaſons me 
ſpecially moving) I am covetous to gratifie with title 
of Maſter in the noble and ſubtile Science of Couri- 
ſhip : For which Grace, he ſhall this night in Court, 
and in the long Gallery, hold his publick Act, by o- 
pen challenge, to all Maſters of the Myſtery what- 
ſoever, to play at the four choice and principal Wea- 
pons 


* 
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thereof, viz. the bare Accoſt, the better Regard, 


1 Addreſi, and the perfect Cloſe, What ſay 
ou? 
f All. Excellent, excellent, Amorphus. 
Amo. Well, let us then take our time by the Fore- 
head: I will inſtantly have Bills drawn, and advanc'd 


in every Angle of the Court. Sir, wen not your 


too much joy. Anaides, we muſt mix this Gentle- 
man with you in acquaintance, Monſieur Aſotus. 
l Ana. 1 am cafily entreated to grace any of your 


Friends, Amorphus. 5 

Aſo. Sir, and his Friends ſhall likewiſe grace you, 
Sir. Nay, I begin to know my ſelf now. 

Amo. G, ou muſt continue your Bounties. | 

Aso. Muſt I? why, I'll give him this Ruby on 
my Finger. Do you hear, Sir? I do heartily wiſh 
your acquaintance, and I partly know my ſelf wor- 
thy of it; pleaſe you, Sir, to accept this poor Ruby 
in a Ring, Sir. The Poeſie is of my own device, 
Let this bluſh for me, Sir. 

Ana. So it muſt for me too, for I am not aſham'd 
to take it, 

Morus. Sweet Man! by my troth, Maſter, I love 
you, will you love me too? for my Aunt's fake? I'll 
wait well, you ſhall ſee. I'll ſtill be here. Would 
I might never ſtir, but you are a fine Man in theſe 
Cloaths z Maſter, ſhall I have 'em when you have 
done with them? 

Aſo, As for that, Morus, thou ſhalt ſee more here- 
after; in the mean time, by this Air, or by this Fea- 
ther, I'll do as much for thee, as any Gallant ſhall do 
for his Page, whatſoever, in this Court, corner of 
the World, or Kingdom. 

Mer. I wonder this Gentleman ſhould affect to 
keep a Fool! methinks he makes ſport enough with 
_ himſelf, 44 

Cup. Well, Proſaites, twere good you did wait 
cloſer. 1 

ro. 
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Pro. I, I'll look to it; tis time. 

Coſ. The Revels would have been moſt ſumptuous 
to night, if they had gone forward,  — + 

Mer. They muſt needs, when all the choiceſt ſin- 
gularities of the Court were up in Pantofles; ne'er a 
one of them but was able to make a whole ſhew of 
it ſelf. 52 4 

"Aſo. Sirrah, a torch, a terch. + within. 

Pro. O, what a call is there! I will have a Can- 
zonet made, with nothing in it but Sirrabh; and the 
burthen ſhall be, I come. * 

Mer. How now, Cupid, how do you like this 
change? | | 

Cup. Faith, the thread of my device is crack'd, I 

may go _— 'till the revelling Muſick awake me. 

Mer. And then too, Cupid, without you had pre- 
vented the Fountain. Alas, poor God, that remem- 
bers not Self-love to be proof againſt the violence of 
his Quiver! Well, I have a Plot upon theſe Prizers, 
for which I muſt preſently find our Crites, and with 
his aſſiſtance purſue it to a high ſtrain of Laughter, 
or Mercury hath loſt of his Mettle. 


_> a 


ACTV. SCENETL 


Mercury, Crites. 


Mer. IT is reſolv'd on, Crites, you muſt do it. 

Cri. The Grace divineſt Mercury hath done 

In this vouchſafed diſcovery of himſelf,  [me, 

Binds my obſervance in the utmoſt term 

Of ſatisfaction to his godly Will: | 

Though I profeſs (without the affectation 

Of an enforc'd and form'd auſterity) 

I could be willing to enjoy no place 


With 
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With ſo unequal Natures. 
Mer. We believe it. 
But for our ſake, and to inflict juſt pains 
On their prodigious Follies, aid us now: 
No man is, preſently, made bad, with ill. 
And good men, like the Sea, ſhould till maintain 
Their noble taſte, in midſt of all freſh humours 
That flow about them, to corrupt their Streams, 
Bearing no ſeaſon, much leſs falt of goodneſs. 
It is our purpoſe, Crites, to correct, | 
An&punith, with our laughter, this night's ſport, _ 
Which our Court-Dors ſo heartily intend : 
And by that worthy ſcorn, to make them know 
How far beneath the dignity of Man 
Their ſerious and moſt praCtis'd Actions are. 
Cri. I, but though Mercury can warrant out 
His Undertakings, and make all things good, 
Out of the Powers of his Divinity, | 
Th' offence will be return'd with weight on me, 
That am a Creature ſo deſpis'd and poor; 
When the whole Court ſhall take it ſelf abus'd 
By our /ronical Confederacy. 3 
Mer. You are deceiv'd. The better Race in Court 
That have the true Nobility call'd Virtue, 
Will apprehend it, as a grateful right 
Done to their ſeparate Merit; and approve 
The fit rebuke of ſo ridiculous Heads, 
Who with their apiſh Cuſtoms and forc'd Garbs, 
Would bring the name of Courtier in contempt, 
Did it not live unblemiſh'd in ſome few, 
Whom equal Jove hath lov'd, and Phebus form'd 
Of better Mettal, and in better Mould. 
Cri. Well, ſince my leader-on is Mercury, 
I ſhall not fear to follow. If I fall, 
My proper Virtue ſhall be my relief, . 
That follow'd ſuch a Cauſe and ſuch a Chief. 


„ Z2ͤ - 
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SCENE IL. 
Aſotus, Amorphas. 


Aſa. No more, if you love me, good Maſter; 
you are incompatible to live withal: Send me for 
the Ladies. 

Amo. Nay, but intend me. 

Aſo. Fear me not; I warrant you, Sir. 

Amo. Render not your ſelf a Refractory on»the 
ſudden. I can allow well, you ſhould repute highly, 
heartily. (and to the moſt) of * own Endow- 
ments; it gives you forth to the World the more aſ- 
fur'd : but with reſervation of an Eye, to be always 
turn'd dutifully back upon your Teacher. 

Aſo. Nay, good Sir, leave it to me. Truſt me 
with truſſing all the Points of this action, I pray, 
*Slid, I hope we ſhall find Wit to perform the Sci- 
ence, as well as another. 

Amo. I:confeſs you to be of an aped and docible 
Humour. Yet there are certain puntilioes, or (as 1 
may more nakedly inſinuate them) certain intrinſecate 
ſtrokes and wards, to which your activity is not 
yet amounted, as your gentile dor in Colours. For 
ſuppoſition, your Miſtreſs appears here in prize, rib- 
banded with green and yellow; now it is the part of 
every -obſequious Servant, to be ſure to have daily a- 
bout him copy and variety of Colours, to be pre- 
ſently anſwerable to any hourly or half-hourly change 
in his Miſtreſs's Revolution | 

Aſo. (1 know it, Sir. 

Amo. Give leave, I pray you) which if your Antago- 
niſt, or Player againſt you, ſhall ignorantly be with- 
gut, and your ſelf can produce, you give him the der. 

Aſo. 1, I, Sir. 

Amo. Or, if you can poſſeſs your Oppoſite, that 
the green your Miſtreſs wears, is her rejoycing * ex- 

Ultation 
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ultation in his Service; the yellow, ſuſpicion of his 
truth, (from her n of affection:) and that he 


(greenly credulous) ſhall withdraw thus, in private, 
and from the abundance of his Pocket (to diſplace 
her jealous Conceit) ſteal into his Hat the Colour, 
whoſe bluene/s doth expreſs truneſs, (ſhe being nor 
ſo, nor ſo affected) you give him the dor. 

Aſo. Do not I know it, Sir? | 

Amo. Nay, good —— ſwell not above your un- 
derſtanding. There is 7” a third dor in Colours. 

Aſo. T know it too, I know it. 

Amo. Do you know it too? what is it ? Make 
good your knowledge. | 

Aſo. Why it is no matter for that, 

Amo. Do it, on pœne of the dor. 

Aſo. Why; what is't ſay you? 

Amo. Lo, 2 have given your ſelf the dor. But 
I will remonſtrate to you the third dor, which is not, 
as the two former dors, indicative, but deliberative : 
As how? As thus. Your Rivalis, with a dutiful and 
ſcrious care, lying in his Bed, meditating how to 
obſerve his Miſtreſs, diſpatcheth his Lacquey to the 
Chamber early, to know what her Colours are for 
the day, with purpoſe to apply his wear that day 
accordingly : You lay wait before, pre-occupy the 
Chamber-maid, corrupt her to return falſe Colours; 
he follows the fallacy, comes out accoutred to his 
beliey'd Inſtructions; your Miſtreſs ſmiles, and you 
give him the dor. | 

Aſo. Why, ſo I told you Sir, I knew it. 

Amo. Told me? It is a ſtrange outrecuidance ! 
your humour too much redoundeth. | 

Aſo. Why, Sir, what, do you think you know more? 
Amo. I know that a Cook may as ſoon and proper- 
ly be ſaid to ſmell well, as you to be wiſe. 1 know 
theſe are moſt clear and clean ſtrokes. But theft, 
you have your Paſſages and Imbroccata's in Courtſbip z 
as the bitter Bob in Wit; the Reverſe in Face or 

2 2 Wry- 
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Wry- mouth; and theſe more ſubtil and ſecure Of. 
fenders. I will example unto you3 your Opponent 
makes entry, as you are ingag'd with your Miſtreſs, 
You ſeeing him, cloſe in her Ear with this whiſper 
here comes your Babion, diſgrace him) and withal, 

epping off, fall on his Boſom, and turning to her, 
politickly, aloud ſay, Lady, regard this noble Gen- 
tleman, a Man rarely parted, ſecond to none in this 
Court; and then, ſtooping over his Shoulder, your 
Hand on his Breaſt, your Mouth on his Backſide, 
you give him the Rever/e ſtroke, with this Sanna, or 
_ 's-bill, which makes up your Wits Bob moſt 

itter. 

| 4fo. Nay, for Heaven's ſake, teach me no more. 
I know all as well —— lid, if I did not, why was 
I nominated. ? why did you chuſe me? why did the 
Ladies prick out me ? 7 ſure there were other 
Gallants. But me of all the reſt? by that light, and 
as I am a Courtier, would I might never ſtir, but 
tis ſtrange. Would to the Lord the Ladies would 
come once. 


SCENE ll. 


Morphides, Amorphus, Aſotus, Hedon, Anaides, the 
hrong, Ladies, Citizen, Wife, Pages, Taylor, Mer- 
cer, Perfumer, Jeweller, &c. 


Mor. Signior, the Gallants and Ladies are at hand. 
Are you ready, Sir? 
Amo. Inſtantly. Go, accompliſh your Attire: 
Couſin Morphides, aſſiſt me, to make good the Door 
with your officious Tyranny. 
Cit. By your leave my Maſters there, pray you 
let's come by. 
Pag. You by? why ſhould you come by more 
than we ? 


Wif. 
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Wif. Why, Sir? Becauſe he is my Brother that 
plays the Pylzes. WES. 

Mor. Your Brother ? | 

Cit. I, her Brother, Sir, and we muſt come in. 

Tay. Why, what are you ? | 

Cit. Jam her Husband, Sir. 

Tay. Then thruſt forward your Head. 

Amo. What Tumult is there? a 

Mor. Who's there? bear back there, Stand from 
the Door. | 

Amo. Enter none but the Ladies and their Hang- 
bies; welcome Beauties and your kind Shadows. | 

Hed. This Country Lady, my Friend, good Sig- 
nior Amorphas. 

Ana. And my Cockatrice here. 

Amo. She is welcome. 

Mor. Knock thoſe ſame Pages there; and Good- 
man Coxcomb the Citizen, who would you ſpeak 
withal? | | | 

Amo. With whom? your Brother? 

Mor. Who is your Brother? 

Amo. Maſter Aſotus? Is he your Brother? He is 
taken up with great Perſons; he is not to know you 


to night. 

Mt O Jove, Maſter! an' there come e' er a Citi- 
zen Gentlewoman in my name, let her have en- 
trance, I pray you. It is my Siſter. 

MWif. Brother. 

Cit. Brother, Maſter Aſotus. 

Aſo. Who's there? 

HY if. Tis I, Brother. | | 
4/0, Gods me! There ſhe is, good Maſter, in- 
trude her. 

Mor. Make place; bear back there. 

Amo. Knock that ſimple Fellow there. 

Wif. Nay, ae Sir, it is my Husband. „ 

Mor. The ſimpler Fellow he. Away, back with 


your Head, Sir. | | 
; I. 
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Aſo. Brother, you muſt pardon your Non-entry : 
Husbands are not allow'd here in truth. I'll come 
home ſoon with my Siſter, pray you meet us with a 
Lanthorn, Brother. Be merry, Siſter; I ſhall make 
you laugh anon. | | 

Pha. Your Prizer is not ready, Amorphus. 

Amo. Apprehend your places, he ſhall be ſoon, 
and at all points. 


Ana. Is there any body come to anſwer him ? 
Shall we have any ſport? 
Amo. Sport of importance; howſoever, give me 
the Gloves, 
Fed. Gloves! why Gloves, Signior? 
Phi. What's the Ceremony? | He diſtributes Gloves. 
Amo. Beſide their receiv'd fitneſs, at all Prizes, they 
are here properly accommodate to the Nuptials of 
my Schelar's haviour to the Lady Courtſhip. Pleaſe 
you apparel your hands. Madam Phantaſte, Madam 
Philautia, Guardian, Signior Hedon, Signior Anaides, 
Gentlemen all, Ladies. 
All. Thanks, good Amorpbus. 
Amo. I will now call forth my Provoſt, and pre- 
ſent him. 


Ana. Heart! why ſhould not we be Maſters as 
well as he? 


Hed. That's true, and play our Maſters prizes as 
well as the t'other? 


; Mor. In ſadneſs, for uſing your Court- weapons, 
1 methinks you may. 
1 Pha. Nay, but why ſhould not we Ladies play 
„ our Prizes, I pray? I ſec no reaſon but ſhould 
take em down at their own Weapons. 
Phi. Troth, and ſo we may if we handle 'em well. 
Fif. 1 indeed, forſooth, Madam, if 'twere i' the 
2 we would think foul ſcorn but we would, for- 
ooth. | 
Pha. Pray you, what ſhould we call your name? 
MWif. My name is Downfall, 


Hed 
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Hed. Good Miſtreſs Downfal! Tam ſorry your Huſ- 
band could not get in. {; By 

Wif. Tis no matter for him, Sir. 

Ana. No, no, ſhe has the more liberty for her 
elf. | | 75 
. Pha. Peace, peace: They come. [A Floariſh, 

Amo. So, keep up your Ruff; the Tincture of your 
Neck is not all ſo pure, but it will ask it. Maintain 
your Sprig upright; your Cloke on your half - ſnoul · 
der falling: So: I will read your Bill, advance it, 
and preſent you. Silence. 


The CHALLENGE. 


E it known to all that profeſs Courtſhip, by theſe Pro- 

[ents (From the white Sattin Reveller, to the Cloth 
of Tiſſue and Bodkin) that we, Ulyſſes-Politropus- 
Amorphus, Maſter of the noble and ſubtle Science of 
Courthip, do give leave and licence to our Provoſt, 'A- 
colaſtus-Polypragmon- Aſotus, fo play his Maſter's Prize, 
againſt all Maſters whatſoever, in this ſubtle ' Myſtery, 
at theſe four, the choice and moſt cunning Weapons of 
Court-complement, viz. the bare Accoſt; ihe better 
Regard the ſolemn Addreſs; and the perfect Cloſe. 
Theſe are therefore to give Notice to all Comers, that he, 
the ſaid Acolaſtus-Polypragmon-Aſotus, is here preſent 
(by the help of his Mercer, Taylor, Millener, Sempſter, 
and fo forth) at his deſigned Hour, in this fair Gallery, 
the preſent day of this preſent Month, to perform and do 
bis uttermoſt for the Atchievement and bearing away of 
the Prizes, which are theſe : viz. For the bare Accoſt, 
two Wall-eyes in a Face forced: For the better Re- 
gard, a Face favourably ſimpring, with 4 Fan wa- 
ving : For the ſolemn Addreſs, I Lips wagging, 
and never a wiſe ward For the perfect Cloſe, a wring 
by the Hand, with a Banquet in à Corner, And Phazs 
bus ſave Cynthia. | 


£4 . Ap-⸗ 
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Appeareth no Man yet, to anſwer the Prizer? no 
Voice? Muſtek, give them their Summons. 

| 5 [ Muſick ſounds, 

Pha. The ſolemnity of this is excellent. 
Amo. Silence. ell, I perceive your Name is 

their 'Terror, and keepeth chem back, 
Aſo. I' faith, Maſter, let's go; no body comes. 
 Viftus, vitta, victum; Vitti, vitte, vitti Let's 
be retrograde. 
Amo. Stay. That were diſpunct to the Ladies. 
Rather, our ſelf ſhall be your Encounter. Take your 
State up to the Wall. 7 Lady, may we implore 


you to ſtand forth, as firſt term or bound to our 
3 | 


Hed. Fore Heaven, twill ſhew rarely. 

Amo. Sound a Charge. [ 4 Charge. 

Ana. A pox on't. Your Vulgar will count this 
fabulous and impudent now; by that Candle, they'll 
ne'er conceit it. | 

Pha. Excellent well! admirable ! | 

Phi. Peace. | They act their Accoſt ſeverally to the 


Lady that flands forth. 
Hed. Moſt faſhionably, believe it. 


Phi, O, he is a well-ſpoken Gentleman. 
Pha. Now the other. | 

Phi. Very good. | 

Hed. For a Scholar, Honour. 8 
Ana. O, tis too Dutch. He reels too much. 
Hed. This Weapon is done. [4 Flouriſb. 


Amo. 8 we have our two bouts at every Wea» 


SCENE IV. 


To them, Crites, Mercury. 
Cri. Where be theſe Gallants, and their brave Pri- 


Mor. 


zer here. 
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Mor. Who's there? bear back: Keep the Door. 

Amo. What are you, Sir? f 

Cri. By your Licence, Grand- maſter. Come for- 
ward, Sir. | | 

Ana. Heart! who let in that there, amongſt 
us? Put him out, an impecunious Creature. 

Hed. Out with him. 

Mor. Come, Sir. 

Amo. You muſt be retrograde. 

Cri. Soft, Sir, I am Truchman, and do flouriſh be- 
fore this Monſieur, or French-behay'd Gentleman, hero; 
who is drawn hither by report of your Chartels, ad- 
vanced in Court, to prove his fortune with your Pri- 


zer, ſo he may have fair play ſhewn him, and the li- 
berty to chuſe his Stickler. a 


Amo. Is he a Maſter? | 

Cri. That, Sir, he has to ſhew here; and confir- 
med under the hands of the moſt skilful and cunning 
Complementaries alive: Pleaſe you read, Sir. 

Amo. W hat ſhall we do? 

Ana. Death, diſgrace this Fellow i the black Stuff, 
whatever you do. | 

Amo, W hy, but he comes with the Stranger. 

Hed. That's no matter. He is our own Country- 
man, 

Ana. I, and he is a Scholar beſides. You may diſ- 
grace him here with Authority. 2 
Amo. Well, ſee theſe firſt. 3 

4/0, Now ſhall I be obſerv'd by yon” Scholar, till 
I ſweat again; I would to Jove it were over. 

Cri. Sir, this is the Wight of worth, that dares 
you to the Encounter. A Gentleman of ſo pleaſing 
and ridioulous a Carriage; as, even ſtanding, carries 
Meat in the Mouth, you ſee; and I aſſure you, al- 
though no bred Courtling, yet a moſt particular Man, 
of goodly havings, well faſhion'd *haviour, and of 
as hard'ned and excellent a Bark, as the moſt natu- 


rally-qualified amongſt them, inform'd, — 
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and transform'd, from his original Citycifm ; by this 
Elixir, or meer Magazine of Man, And, for your 
Spectators, you behold them what they are: The 
moſt choice Particulars in Court: This tells Tales 
well; this provides Coaches; this repeats Jeſts; this 
preſents Gifts; this holds up the Arras; this takes 
down from Horſe this proteſts by this Light; this 
ſwears by that Candle; this delighteth ; this adoreth. 
Yet all but three Men. Then for ae Ladies, the 
moſt proud witty Creatures, all things apprehend- 
ing, nothing underſtanding, perpetually laughing, 
curious Maintainers of Fools, Mercers, and Min- 
Drels, coſtly to be kept, miſerably keeping, all diſ- 
daining, but their Painter, and Apothecary, twixt 
whom and them there is this reciprock Commerce, 
their Beauties maintain their Painters, and their 
Painters their Beauties. 

Mer. Sir, you have plaid the Painter your ſelf, 
and limn'd-them to the Life. I deſire to deſerve be- 
fore em. 

Amo. This is authentick. We muſt reſolve to en- 
tertain the Monſieur, howſoever we neglect him. 
Having read the Certificate. 

Hed. Come, let's all go together, and ſalute him. 

Ana, Content, and not — o' the other. 

Amo. Well devis'd; and a moſt puniſhing Diſgrace. 

Hed. On. 

Amo. Monſieur, we muſt not ſo much betray our 
ſelves to Diſcourtſbip, as to ſuffer you to be longer 
unſaluted: Pleaſe you to uſe the State, ordain'd for 

the Opponent; in which nature, without Envy we 
receive you. | 

Hel. And embrace you. 

Ana. And eee us to you, Sir. 

Phi. Believe it, he is a Man of excellent Silence. 

Pha. He keeps all his Wit for Action. 

Ana. This hath diſcountenanc'd our Scholaris, molt 


ichly. | 
richly Lhd. 
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Hed. Out of all Emphaſis. The Monſieur fees we 
regard him not. 8 3 

Amo. Hold on; make it known how bitter a thing 
it is, not to be look'd on in Court. | 

Hed. Slud, will he call him to him yet! does not 
Monſieur perceive our Diſgrace? | 

Ana. Heart! he is a Fool, I ſee. We have done 
our ſelves wrong to grace him. . 

Hed. Slight, what an Aſs was I to embrace him? 

Cri, Illuſtrious and fearful Judges | 

Hed. Turn away, turn away. 1 

Cri. It is the ſute of the ſtrange Opponent (to 
whom you ought not to turn your Tails, and whoſe 
Noſes I muſt follow) that he may have the Juſtice, 
before he encounter his reſpected Adverſary, to ſee 
ſome light ſtroke of his Play, commenc'd with ſome 
other. 

Hed. Anſwer not him, but the Stranger, we will 
not believe him. | 0 

Amo. I will demand him my ſelſ. | 
Tri. O dreadful Diſgrace, if a Man wore ſo fooliſh 

to feel it! | | 

Amo. Is it your ſuit, Monſieur, to ſee ſome Præ- 
lade of my Scholar? Now, ſure the Monfieur wants 
Language ! | 

tea And take upon him to be one of the accom- 
pliſh'd ? *Slight, that's a good Jeſt; would we could 


take him with that Nullity, Non ſapette voi parlar 
Itagliano? g 


Ana. Sfoot, the Carp has no Tongue. 
Cri. Signior, in Courtſhip, you are to bid your A- 
bettors forbear, and ſatisfie the Monſieur's Requeſt, 
Amo. Well, I will ſtrike him more ſilent with ad- 
miration, and terrifie his daring hither. He ſhall be- 
hold my own Play, with my Scholar. Lady, with 
the touch of your white Hand, let me re- enſtate you. 
Provoſt, begin to me, at the bare Accoſt. Now, for 
the honour of my diſcipline, [4 W 
ed. 
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Hed. Signior aps, reflect, reflect: what mean 
he by that mouthed wave? 

Cri. He is in ſome diſtaſte of your Fellow-diſciple. 

Mer. Signior, your Scholar might have plaid well 
Kill, if he could have kept his | longer: I have 
enough of him, now. He is a meer piece of Glaſs, 
I ſee through him, by this time. | 
1 You come not to give us the ſcorn, Mon- 

Mer. Nor to be frighted with a Face, Signior!“ I 
have ſeen the Lyons. You muſt pardon me. I ſhall 
be loth to hazard a Reputation with one that has 
not a Reputation to loſe! | | 

Amo. How ! 

Cri. Meaning your Pupil, Sir. 

Ana. This is that black Devil there. 

Amo. You do offer a ſtrange Affront, e 

Cri. Sir, he ſhall yield you all the honour of a com- 
petent Adverſary, if you pleaſe to undertake him 

Mer. 1 am preſt for the Encounter. 

Amo. Me? challenge me? . 

Aſo. What! my Maſter, Sir? *Slight, Monſſeur, 
meddle with me, do you hear? but do not meddle 
with my Maſter. . 

Mer. Peace, good ſquib, go out. 

Cri. And ſtink, he bids you. 

Aſo. Maſter ? 

Amo, Silence, I do accept him. Sit you down, 
and obſerve. Me? He never profeſt a thing at more 
Charges. Prepare your ſelf, Sir. Challenge me? 1 
will proſecute what diſgrace my hatred can dictate 
to me. | 

Cri. How tender a Traveller's Spleen is? compari- 
ſon, to Men that deſerve leaſt, is ever moſt offenſive. 

Amo. You are inſtructed in our Chartell, and know 
our Weapons? | | 
Mer. I appear not without their notice, Sir. 

Aſo. But muſt I loſe the Prizes, Maſter ? 


Ams. 
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Amo. 1 will win them for you, be patient. Lad 
youchſafe the Tenure of this akg FW ho ſhall be 
your ſtickler ! | 

Mer. Behold him. 5 

Amo. I would not wiſh you a weaker. Sound Mu- 
ſicks. I 2 you, at the bare accoſt. [A Charge. 

Pha. Excellent 5 3 

Cri. And worthily ſtudied. This is th' exalted Fure- 


2% O, his Leg was too much produc'd. 
Ana. And his Hat was carried skurvily. 

Phi. Peace; Let's ſee the Monſieur s . Rare? 

Pha. Sprightly, and ſhort: £ 

Ana. True, it is the French courteau: He lacks but 
to have his Noſe ſlit. 

Hed. He does hop. He does bound too much. 

Amo. The ſecond bout, to conclude this Weapon. 

a A flouriſh. 

Pha. Good, believe it! A Charge. 

Phi, An excellent offer! 3 

Cri. This is call'd the ſolemn band-firing. 

Hed. Foh, that Cringe was not put home. 

Ana. He makes a Face like a ſtab'd Lucrece. 

Aſo. Well, he would needs take it upon him, but 
would I had done it for all this. He makes me fit 
ſill here, like a Babioun as I am. 

Cri. N villanous Faces. 

Phi. See, the French prepares it richly. 

Cri. I, this is ycleped the ſerious trifle. 

Ana. Slud, tis the hor/e-ftart out o' the brown-ſtudy. 

Cri. Rather the Bird- ey d ſtrote, Sir. Your obſer- 
vance is too blunt, Sir. 

Amo. Judges, award the Prize. Take breath, Sir. 
This bout hath been laborious. [ 4 flouriſh. 

Aſo. And yet your Critick, or your Beſſo gno, will 
think theſe things Foppery, and eaſie, now. 

Cri, Or rather meer Lunacy. For would any rea- 
ſonable Creature make theſe his ſerious Studies * 

, Cr. 
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actions? Much leſs; only live to theſe ends? to 
ale fl Pleaſure of a few, the true Love of none, 
and the juſt Laughter of all? 

Hed, We muſt prefer the Monſicur, we Courtiers 
muſt be partial, | 1 

Ana. Speak, Guardian, Name the Prize, at the 
bare Abl. „ 
Mor. A pair of Wall eyes in a Face forced. 

5 Ana. Give the Monſieur. Amorphus hath loſt his 
yes: 
Amo. I! is the Palate of your Judgment down? 

Gentiles, I do apyeal. | 
Aſo. Yes, Maſter, to me. The Judges be Fools, 
na. How now, Sir? Tye up your Tongue, Mun- 

gril. He cannot appeal. f 
Aſo. Say you, Sir? 

Ana. Sit you ſtill, Sir. | 
Aſo. Why, ſo I do. Do not I, I pray you? 

5 Mer. Remercy, Madam, and theſe honourable Cen- 

on: 

Amo. Well, to the ſecond Weapon, The better 
Regard : | 
I will encounter you better. Attempr. 

Hed. Sweet Honour. 

Phi. What ſays my good Ambition? 

Hed, Which take you at this next Weapon? I lay 
a Diſcretion, with you, on Amorphus's Head. 

Phi. Why, I take the French-behay'd Gentleman. 

Hed. Tis done, a Diſcretion. 

Cri. A Diſcretion? A pretty Court-wager! would 
any diſcreet Perſon hazard his Wit, ſo? 

Pha. I'll lay a diſcretion with you, Anaides. 

Ana. Hang em. I'll not venture a doit of Diſcre- 
tion on either of their Heads 
Cri. No, he ſhould venture all then. 

Ana. I like none of their Plays. 

Hed.. See, ſee, this is ſtrange play! [A Charge. 


Ana. 
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Aua. Tis too full of uncertain Motion. He hob - 
bles too much. 8 | | 

Cri. *Tis call'd your Court-ſtaggers, Sir. 

Hed. That ſame Fellow talks ſo, now he has a 
Place. | 3 
Ana. Hang him, neglect him. 

Mer. Your good Ladyſhips aſfectioned. 

Wif. Gods ſo! they ſpeak at this Weapon, Bro- 
wer! | 

Aſo. They muſt do ſo, Siſter, how ſhould'it be 
the better Regard, elſe? | 

Pha. Methinks he did not this reſpectively enough. 

Phi. 3 the Monfieur but dallies with him. 

Hed. Dallies? Slight ſee, he'll put him too'r, in 


earneſt. Well done Amorphas: 


Ana. That puff was good indeed. | 
Cri, Gods me! This is deſperate play. He hits 
himſelf o' the Shins. | 
Hed. An' he make this good through, he carries 
it, I warrant him, | | 
Cri. Indeed he diſplays his Feet, rarely. 
: , ſee: He does the reſpective Leer damna - 
ly well. N 
1 The true idolater of your Beauties, ſhall never 
paſs their Deities unadored : I reſt your poor Knight. 
Hed. See, now the oblique Leere, or the Janus: He 
ſatisfies all with that aſpect moſt nobly. | 
Cri. And moſt terribly he comes off: like your 
Rodomantada. [ 4 flouriſh. 
Pha. How like you this Play Anaides ? © 
Ana. Good play; but tis too rough and boiſterous. 
Amo. I will ſecond it with a ſtroke eaſier, wherein 
I will prove his Language. BE 125 
Ana. This is filthy, and grave, now. [A Charge. 
Hed. O, 'tis cool and wary Play. We muſt not 
diſgrace our own camerade, too much. | 
Amo. Signora, ho tanto obligo per ye fawore reſcinto da 
lei; che veramente deſſidero con tutto il core, & remu = 
rarla 
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rarla in parte: & ficurative fignora mea cara, cho joſe 
ra ſempre pronto 2 ſervirla, & honorarla. Baſcio le ma- 
ne de vo ſignoria. | 
- Cri. The Venetian Dop this. Ja 
Pha. Moſt unexpectedly excellent! The 7ren;h 
goes down certain. | | 
Aſo. As Buckets are put down into a Well: 
Or as a Scbool-boy 
Cri. Truſs up your fimile, Fack-daw, and obſerye, 
Hed. Now the Monſieur is mov'd. | 
Ana. Boe-peep. 
Hud. O, moſt anticx. 
Cri. The French Quirt, this Sir. 
Ana. Heart, he will over-run her! 
Mer. Madamoyſelle, Fe voudroy que pouvoy monſtrer 
mon affettion, mais je ſuis tant mal heureuſe, ci froid, ci 
layd, ci Je ne ſcay qui di dire excuſe moy, Je 
ſuis tout voſtre. [4 flouriſh, 
© Phi, O brave, and ſpirited! He's a right Jovialiſ. 
Pha. No, no: Amorphus's Gravity outweighs it, 
Cri. And yet your Lady, or your Feather would 
outweigh. both. _ 3 
Ana. What's the Prize, Lady, at this better Regard? 
Mor. A Face favourably ſimpring, and a Fan waving. 
Ana. They have done Joubthully Divide. Give 
the wg Face to the Signior, and the Light wave 
to the Monſieur. 2 
Amo. You become the Simper well, Lady. 
Mer. And the Wag, better. 
Amo. Now, to our /olemn Addre/5. Pleaſe the Well- 
ee to relieve the Lady Sentinel; ſhie hath 
ong. | e 
Phi. With all my Heart; come Guardian, reſign 
your Place. 3 O44 | 
Amo. Monſieur, furniſh your ſelf with what ſolem- 
nity of Ornament you think fit for this third Wea- 
pon; at which you are to ſhew all the cunning of 
{ſtroke your Devotion can poſſibly deviſe. 


Mer, 


129 
- 
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Mer. Let me alone, Sir. II ſüffeientiy decypher # 
Four amorous Solemnities. Crijes, have patience. 

ce, if I hit not all their pra&ick obfervance, with 
which they lime T wigs, to catch their phantaſtick 
Lady-birds. | . 

Cri. I, but you ſhould do more charitably, to do 
it more openly, that they might diſcover themſelves 
mock'd in theſe monſtrous Affections. 

Mer. Lacſuey, where's the Taylor? [A Charge. 

Zay. Here, Sir. ; 

Hed. See, they have their Taylor, Barber, Perfu- 
mer, Millener, Jeweler, Feather-maker, all in com- 
mon! e | 0 | 

Ana. I, this is pretty. EA 1 8 

Amo. Here is a Hair too much, take it off. Where 
are thy Mullets? | e <A. 
| [ They make themſelves ready on the Stage. 

Mer. Is this Pink of equal proportion to this cur, 
ſtanding off this diſtance from it? 

Tay. That it is, Sir. E 

Mer. Is it fo, Sir, you impudent Poultroun? you 
Slave, you Lift, you Shreds, you --—— — | 

Hed. Excellent. This was the beſt yet. $5.06 

Ana. Why, we muſt uſe our Taylors thus. This 
is our true Magnanimity. 0 BAC (7? 

Mer. Come, go to, put on; we muſt bear with 
you for the rimes ſake. : | | . 

Amo, 1s the Perfume rich, in this Jerkin? . 

Per, Taſte, ſmell; I aſſure you, Sir, pure Benja- 
nin, the only ſpirited ſcent that ever awak'd a Nea- 
politans Noſtril. You would wiſh your ſelf all Noſe 
for the love on't. I frotted a Jerkin, for a new-re- 
venu'd Gentleman, yielded me Threeſcore Crowns 
but this Morning, and the. ſame Tirillation. 

Amo. I favour no Sampſuchine in it. . 

Per. Jam a Nulli-fidian, if there be not three 
thirds of a ſcruple more of Sampfuchiaum, in this 
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Conſection, than ever I put in any. III ell you all 


the Ingredients, Sir. nom n eee 
* You: ſhall, be: i to diſcover, 3 your im- 
Pes. 1 8 1 i. FR 


Per. Simple? why ri hat 9 to whom 1 
diſcover? I ; wing in it Must, Civit, Amber, Phœnico- 
balanus, the Decoction of Tus merict, Seſana, Nard, 
Spikenard, Calamus odoratus, State, Opobalſamum, 4. 
momum, Storax, Ladanum,,., A(palathum, þCpopaner, 
Ozpanthe. "And what of all thee now ?., what are 
you the better? Tut, it is the ſorting, and ay divi- 
ding, and the mixing, and the tempering, and the 
ſearching, and the decocting, iy n the wa 
gation and the ſuffumigation.,, «1, 

Amo. Well, indue me with it. 3 

Der. I will, Sir. * 


. , 
: - : 
T 4 


Hed. An excellent 1 3 

Cri. And moſt wortby a true, Wel cc Jore! 
what a Coil theſe. Musk - worms take to purchaſe a · 
nother's delight? for, themſelves, who bear the O- 
dors, have ever the leaſt ſenſe of them. Vet, I do 
like better the prodigality of Jewels and Cioaths, 
whereof one paſſeth to a Man's Heirs, the other at 
leaſt, wears out time. This preſently ex ere. 0 
without continual riot in reparation is loſt: which 

wholo ſtrives to keep, it is one ſpecial argument to 
me, that (affecting to ſmell better than other Men) 
he:doth indeed ſmell far worſe: .,,, , 0 

Mer. I know you will ſay it ſits well, Sir. 

Tay. Good Rauh, if it do not, Sir, let your Mi- 
ſtreſs be Judge. | 

- Mer. By eaven, if my Miſtreſs do not like it, I'll 
make no more Conſcience to Sgt re than to yt 
do an Oyſter. Nr 

Tay. Believe it, here's. ne'er pn Mitre 1˙ the 
World can miſlike it. 

Mer. No, not Good wife Taylor, your Miſtreſs 3 


that has only the Judgment 0 heat your Fe 


tool. 
\ 


® 
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tool, But for a Court-Miſtreſs; that ſtudies 'theſs} " 
Decorums, and knows the proportion of every cut, 


to a hair, knows why ſuch a Colour is cut upon ſuchi 
a Colour, and, when a Satten is cut upon ſix Taffa⸗ 
taes, will look that we ſhould dive into the depth 
of the cut Give me my Scarf Shew ſome Rib- 


bands, Sirrah. Ha' Ton the Feather? 


Fei I, Sir. | 4. 
Mer. Hs" you the Jewel S 
Jew. Ves Sir. 

Mer. What muſt J give for the "Ty on c 

Jet. You'll give me {ix Crowns, Sir? 


Mer. Six Crowns! By Heaven 'tyere a good deed : 
to borrow it of thee to ſhew; and never let thee 


have it again. 

Jew. I hope your Worſhip will not do ſo, Sir: | 

Mer. By Jews Sir, there be ſiich 'tiicks ſtirring, 
I can tell you, and worthily too. Extorting Knaves, 
that live by theſe Court. decorums, and 505 — What' 3 
your Jewel worth, I pray? 

Jew." A hundred Crowns, Sir: 

Mer. A hundred Crowns? and fix for the loan 
on't an hour? what's that i' the hundred for the 
year? Theſe Impoſtors would not be hang'd? your 
Thief is not comparable to 'em, by Hercules. Well, 
put it in, and the Feather; you will ha't and you 
thall, and the Pox give you good or't. 


Ano. Give me my Confects; my Maſeartiniy and 


place thoſe Colours in my Har. 
Mer. Theſe are Bolognian Ribbands, 1 warrant you: 


Mil. In truth, Sir; if they be not Nec Granado 


Silk 

Mer. A Pox on yotiz you'll all fey 00. 

Mil. You give me not a Penny, Sir. 

Mer. Come, Sir, perfume” my Devant; may it a- 
frend, like ſolemn Sacrifice, into the Noſtrils of the 
Outen of Love. 

Hed; Your French Garen are the b eſt. 

A a z And: 
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Aus. Monſieur, Signior, your ſolemn Addreſs i is too 


ng; the Ladies long to have you come on. 

Amo. Soft, Sir, our coming on is not 1 eaſily 
prepared, Signior Fig. 

Per. I, Sir. 

Amo. Can you help my erden here? 

Per. O yes, Sir, I have an excellent mineral Fucus 
for the purpoſe. The Gloves are right, Sir, you ſhall 
bury em in a Muck-hill, a draught, ſeven _— and 
take 'em out, and waſh 'em, they ſhall ſtill retain 
their firſt (cents, true Spaniſh, There's $ Ane r the 
Umbre. T | ro 

Mer. Your Prige, ſweer Fig. 

Per. Give me what you will, Sir; the Sigmior pays 
2 two Crowns a pair z you ſhall give me e your Love, 

ir 

Mer. My Love? with 2 n to you, Goodman 
Saſafras. WN 

Per. 1 come, Sir. There s an excellent Diapaſm 
in a Chain too, if you like it. 

Amo. Stay, what are the ingredients to your Fucys? 

Per. Nought but Sublimate; and crude Mercury, Sir, 
well prepar'd and dulcified, with the e Facyrnn of a 
Sow, burnt, bcaten, and ſearced. 

Amo. I approve it. Lay it on. 

Mer. I'll have your Thain of Panade Sirrah; 
what's your price? 

Per. We'll agree, Monſieur 3 I'll aſſure you, it was 
both decocted and dried where no Sun came, and 
Fehr! in an Onyx ever ſince it was ball e. 

Mer. Come, invert my een and we have 1 7 
Amo. Tis good. 

Bar. Hold ſtill I pray you, Sir. 
Per. Nay, the Fucus is exorbitant, Sir. 


Mer. Death! doſt thou burn me, Harlot? 


Bar. I beſeech you, Sir. 
Mer. Beggar, Varlet, eee | 
Hed, Excellent, excellent? ," 4 TS | avi. 
. Ana. 


2 — 
— - 
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Aua. Vour French Beat is the moſt natural Beat of 
the World ĩñ, eee ee eee 
Aſo O that I had plaid at this Weapon. 
Pha. Peace, now they come on; the ſecond part. 
6-4 | ene. 
Amo. Madam, your Beauties being ſo attrackive, I 
muſe you are left thus alone 
Phi. Better be alone, Sir, than ill- accompanied. 
Amo. Nought can be ill, Lady, that can come 
near your Goodneſss. | 
Mer. Sweet Madam, on what part of you ſoever 
a Man caſts his Eye, he meets with Perfection; 
you are the lively Image of Venus throughout; all 
the Graces ſmile in your Cheeks your Beauty nou- 
riſnes, as well as delights; you have a Tongue 
ſteep'd in Honey, and a Breath like a Panthar; your 
Breaſts and Ferehead are whiter than Goat's Milk, 
or May Bloſſoms; a Cloud is not ſo ſoft as your 


* 


kin — 


Hed. Well ſtrook, Monſieur; he charges like a 
Frenchman indeed, thick and hotly. 

Mer. Vour Cheeks are Capid's Baths, wherein he 
uſes to ſteep himſelf in Milk and Nectar: He does 
light all his Torches at your Eyes, and inſtructs you 
how to ſhoot and wound with their Beams. Vet I 
love nothing, in you, more than your Innocence; 
you retain ſo native a ſimplicity, ſo unblam'd a be- 

aviour. - Methinks, - with ſuch a Love, I ſhould 
find no Head, nor Foot of my Pleaſure: You are 
the very Spirit of a Lad. 

Ana. Fair play, Monſieur, you ate too hot on the 
Quarry; give your Competitor Audience. | 

Amo. Lady, how ſtirring. ſoever the Monſieur's 
Tongue is, he will lie by your fide more dull than 


your Ennarbyu nr 


Ana. A good ſtroke; that mouth was excellently 

put ov ss. | | 
Amo. You are fair, Lady 
s Aa3 | Crit 
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Cri. You offer foul, Signior, to eloſe, keep Your 
diſtance; for all your Bravo rampant here; 

Amo. J ſay you are fur nen let your choice be 
fit, as you are fair. 

Mer. I fay Ladies do never believe they are fir 
till ſome Fool begins to doat upon em. 

Phi. You play too rough, Gentlemen. [4 Floarifp, 

Amo. Y our frenchified Fool is your only Fool, La- 
dy: I do yield to this honourable Monenr in al ci- 
vil and human Courteſie. VE. 

Mer. Buz. | 1 *. 

Ang. Admirable. Give him as Prize, give him 
the Prize; that mouth, again, was . courtly hit, 
and rare. 

Amo. I knew I ſhoulg pas upon him with the bits 
ter Bob. | 

Hed. O, but the Reverſe was angular. 

Pha, It was moſt ſubtile, Amorphus. 

Aſo. If I had done't, it ſhould have been better, 
Mar. How heartily they applaud this, Crites f' 

Cri. You ſuffer em too long. 

Mer. I'll take off their edge inſtantly, . 
Ana. Name the Prize, at the feen af 
Phi. Two Lips wagging.” 

Cri. And never a wiſe Word, * it 

Ana. Give to Amorpbus. Bac upon him «gain ; 
let him not draw free breath. 

Amb. Thanks, fair Deliverer, Gi my 1 

Judges; Madam Phantaſte, you are our eg ob- 
ject at this next Weapon. 

Pha. Moſt covetingly ready, en | 

fed. Your' Monfieur is greſlkall / 10 

Apa. So are moſt of em once a yar. 

Amo. You will fee, | ſſiall now give him the gentle 

dor preſently; he ſorgetting to ſhift the Colours, 3 
are now ghang'd with alteration'of the Miſtreſs. At 

your Haſt Weapon, Sir. The perfect Cloſe. Set 527 

ward, intend your approach, Monſieur. [ 4 Charge. 

22 Tis yours, Signor. Amo. 


ur 


pls 
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Amo. With your examples, og” Wo UT OREY I v02” 
Mer. Not I, Sir. ''s | 
Amo. It is your right. 
Mer. 5 no poſſible means. 
Amo. You have the way. 
Mer. As I am Noble———- 
Amo. As I am Virtuou ———— 
Mer. Pardon me, Sir. 
Amo. I will die farſt. ' 
Mer. You are a Tyrant in mb 
_ He is remov'd — Judges, bear witneſs. 
1 Amorphus ſays the other on his —_— 
Man What of 'that, Sir? 
Amo. You are remov'd, Sir. 
Mer. Well. t g 
Amo, 1 challenge you; you have receiv d the Dor. 
Give me the Prize. 
Mer. Soft, Sir. How the Dor? | 
Amo. The common Miſtreſs, yo ſee, is changed. 
Mer. Right, Sir. 

Amo. And you have ſtill in your Hat, the former 
Colours. 7 
Mer. Lou lye, Sir, I have none: 4 have pull 4” em 
out. I meant to play diſcolour'd. | ; 
Cri. The Dor, the Dor, the Dor, the Dor, aha The / 
the palpable Dor. IA Flouriſh: 

Ana. Heart of my Blood, Amorphus, what ha' you 
done? ſtuck a diſgrace upon us all, ad at TAs laſt 
Weapon? 6 boil 

Aſo. I could have done no more. 

Hed, By Heayen, it, was moſt unfortunate Lack. 

Ana. Luck! by that Candle, it was meer raſnneſs, 
and overſight would any Man have ventur'd to play 
fo open, and forſake his Ward? Dam' me if he have 
not eternally undone himſelf, in Court; and diſcoun- 
tenanc'd us, that were his main countenance, by it. 
Amo. Forgive it now. It was liens Soleciſm of BY 


Stars. ro F 


2 
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Cri. The W'ring by the Hand, and the Banquet, is ours. 

Mer. O, here's a Lady feels like a Wench of the 
firſt Vear; you would think ber hand did melt in 
your Touch; and the Bones of her Fingers ran out 
at length, when you . em, they are fo Sate 
delicate! He that had the grace to print a Kiſs on 
theſe Lips, ſhould taſte Wine and Roſe- leaves. O, 
ſhe kiſſes as cloſe as a Cockle. Let's rake em down, 
as deep as our Hearts, Wench, till our very Souls 
mix. Adieu, Signior. Good faith I thall drink to 
you ar Supper; irt. oo) 

Ana. Stay, Monſieur. Who awards you the Prize? 

Cri. Why, his proper Merit, Sir; you ſee he has 
plaid down your grand Garb-maſter,' here. 

Ana. That's not in your Logick to determine, Sir: 
you are no Courtier. This is none of your ſeven or 
nine beggarly Sciences, but a certain Myſtery above 
*em wherein we that have Skill muſt pronounce, and 

ot ſuch Ereſhmen as you are. 

Cri. Indeed, I muſt declare my ſelf to you no pro- 
feſt Courrling ; nor to have any excellent ſtroke at 
your ſubtile Weapons; yet if you pleaſe, I dare ven- 
| _ a hit with you, or your Fellow, Sir Dagonet, 

Ana. With me? "4 

Cri. Yes, Sir. n V : 

Ana. Heart, I ſhall never have ſuch a fortune to 
ſave my ſelf in a fellow again, and your two Repu- 
tations, Gentlemen, as in this. I'll undertake! him. 

Hed. Do, and ſwinge him ſoundly, good Anaides. 

Aua. Let me alone, I'll play other manner of play, 
than has been ſeen yet. T would the Prize lay on't. 

Mer. It ſhall if you will, J forgive my Right. 

Ana. Are you ſo confident? what's your Weapon? 

Crs. At any, I Sir. | £ 

Mer. The perfect Cloſe, that's now the beſt. 

Ana. Content. I'll pay your Scholarity. W ho offers? 
Cri. Marry, that will I; I dare give you that ad- 


vantage too. Ana. 
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Ana. You dare? Well, look to your liberal Sconce: 
Amo. Make your play ſtill, upon thę anſwer, Sir. 
Ang. Hold your Peace, you are a Hobby-horle, - - 
Aſo. Sit by me, Maſter. 11 | 
Mer. Now Crates ſtrike home. we! 479.29 
Cri. You ſhall ſee me undo the aſſur'd Swaggerer- 
with a trick, inſtantly: I will play all his o-,]n Play, 
betore him; court the Wench in his Garb, in his 
Phraſe, with his Face; leave him not ſo much as a 
Look, an Eye, a Stalk, or an imperſect Oath, to 
expreſs himſelf by, after me. A Charges: 
Mer, Excellent, Crites. at: ee e 
Ana. When begin you, Sir? Have you conſulted? 
Cri. To your coſt, Sir; which is the Piece ſtands 
forth to be courted? O, are you ſhe? Well, Madam, 
or ſweet Lady, it is ſo, I do love you in ſome ſort, 
do you conceive! and though I am no Mauſſeur, nor 
no Signior, and do want (as they ſay) Logick and So- 
phiſtry, and good words, to tell you why it is ſo; 
yet by this Hand, and by that Candle it is ſoz And 
though I be no Book- worm, nor one that deals by: 
Art, to give you Rherorick and Cauſes, why it ſhould: 
be ſo, or make it good it is ſo; yet dam me, but 
know it is ſo, and am aſſur'd it is ſo, and I and my 
Sword ſhall make it appear it is ſo, and give you rea- 
ſon ſufficient how it can be no otherwiſe but ſo— 
Hed. Slight Anaides, you are mockt; and ſo we 
are aun ef ein it * NH D n 
Mer. How no Signior! what, ſuffer your ſelf to- 
be cozen'd of your Courtſhip before your Face? 
Hed. This is plain Confederacy to diſgrace us: 
Let's be gone, and plot ſome Revenge 
Amo. When Men Diſgraces ſnare, 
The leſſer is the ca e. 
Cri, Nay, ſtay, my dear Ambitian, I can do you 
over too. You that tell your Miſtreſs, her Beauty is 
all compos'd of Theft; her Hair ſtole from Apallos 
Goldy-locks; her white and red, Lillies and * 
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Koln out of Paradiſe; her Eyes two Stars, pluckt 
from the Sky; her Noſe the Gnomon of Loves Dial, 
that tells you how the Clock of your Heart gocs: 
And for her other Parts, as you cannot reckon 'em, 
they are ſo many; ſo you cannot recount them, they 
are ſo manifeſt, Yours, if his own, unfortunate Hoy- 
don, inſtead of 'Hedon, - ly ay age z 
. Siſter come away, I cannot endure em longer. 
| 5 IA Flouriſb. 
Mer, Go Dors, and you, my Madam Courting-ftocks, 
Follow your {corned and derided Mates; i 
Tell to your guilty Breaſts, what meer gilt Blocks 
You are, and how. unworthy human States. 
Cri. Now, ſacred God of Wit, if you can make 
Thoſe, whom our Sports tax in theſe apiſh, Graces, 
Kiſs (like the fighting Snakes), your.peaceful Rod; 
Theſe times ſhall canonize you for a Gd. | 
Mer. Why Crites, think you any noble Spirit, 
Or any, worth the Title of a Man, 
Will be incens'd to fee the inchanted Vails 
Of Self. conceit, and ſervile Flattery, 
(Wrapt in ſo many Folds, by time and cuſtom) 
Drawn from his wronged and bewitched Eyes? 
Who ſees not now their ſhape and nakedneſs, 
Is blinder than the Son of Earth, the Mole; 
Crown'd with no more Humanity, nor Soul. 

Cri. Tho' they may ſee it, yet the huge Eſtate 
Fancy, and Form, and ſenſual Pride have gotten, 
Will make them bluſh for Anger, not for Shame, 
And turn ſhewn Nakedneſs to Impudence. | 
Humour is now the Teſt we try things in: 

All Power is juſt: Noughr that delights is Sin. 
And yet the Zeal of every knowing Man 
(Oppreſt with hills of by arg caſt on Virtue 
By the light Fancies of Fools, thus tranſported) 


* 


Cannot but vent the Atna of his Fires, 
T' enflame beſt Boſoms with much worthier Love 
Than of theſe out ward and effeminate — 

| at 
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That theſe rin oh in which their Wills conſume 
Such Powers of Wit and Soul as are of force 
To raiſe their Beings to Eternity, 
May be converted on Works fitting Meg: 
And, for the practice of a forced Look, phy 
An antick Geſture, or a fuſtian Phraſe, : 
Study the native frame of a true Heart, I, 
An inward Comelineſs of Bounty, Knowledge, 
And Spirit, that may conform them actually _ 
To God's high Figures, which they have in power; 
Which to neglect for a ſelf-loving Neatneſs, | 
Is Sacrilege of an unpardon'd Greatneſs. 5 

Mer. Then let the Truth of theſe things ſtrengthen 


* 


thee, | 
In thy exempt and only man- like Courſe 
Like it the more, the leſs it is reſpefted: F 
Though Men fail, Virtue is by Gods protected. 
Sec, here comes Arete, I'll withdraw my ſelf. 


ENEV. 


Arete, Crites. 
( AF aw 1 8 ' i 1 


Are. Crites, you muſt provide ſtrait for a Mask, 
'Tis Cynthia's Pleaſure. Bro args” 
Cri. How, bright Arete / 
Why, 'twere a Labour more for Hercules; 
Better and ſooner durſt T undertake, | 
To make the different' Seaſons of the Year, 
The Winds, or Elements, to ſympathize, 
Than their unmeaſurable Vanity 
Dance truly in a Meaſure, They "gree? 
What though all Concord's born of Contraries? 
So many Follies will Confuſion prove, 
And like a fort of jarring Inſtruments, 
All out of tune; becauſe' (indeed) we ſee _ 
There is not that Analogy 'twixt Diſcords, 
As between things but meerly oppoſite. 18 58 
4 F Are, 


No leſs unfit to be in 
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Are. There is your Error: For as Hermes wand 


Charms the Diſorders of tumultuous Ghoſts; 
And as the ſtrife of Chaos then did ceale,, 
When better Light than Nature's did arrive: 
So, What could never in ER agree, 
Forgetteth the Eccentrick Property, 

And at her ſight turns brei Regular, 

W hole Scepter guides the flowing Ocean: 
And though it Fi not, yet the moſt of them 


(Being either Courtiers, or not 2 15 


Reſpe& of Majeſty, the Place, and Preſence, 
Will keep them within Ring, eſpecially . | 
When they are not preſented as — nth 
Bur mask'd like others: For (in troth) not ſo 
T' incorporate them, could be nothing elſe, 
Than like a State ungovern'd, without Laws, 
Or Body made of nothing but Diſeaſes: 


The one, through Impotency poor and wretched, | 


The other, for the Anarchy abſurd. 

Cri. But, Lady, for the Revellers themſclyes, 
It would be better (in my poor Conceit) 
That others were employ'd; for ſuch as are 
Unfit to be in Cynthia Caan, ean ſeem 

Cynthia' Sports. 

Ane. That, Crites, is not purpoſed without 
Particular knowledge of the Goddeſs Mind, 
(Who holding true Intelligence, what Follies 
Had crept into her Palace) ſhe. reſolv d 
Of Sports and Triumphs, under that Pretext } 


To have them muſter in their Pomp and Fulneſs, 


That ſo ſhe might more ſtrictly, and to root, 
Effect the Reformation ſhe intends. 1 
Cri. I now conceive her heav'nly drift in all, 
And will apply my Spirits to ſerve her Will. 
O thou, the very Power by which I am, 
And but for which it were in vain to be, 
Chief next Diana, Virgin heavenly fair, 
Admired Arete (of them admir d 


"WM Whoſe 
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Whoſe Souls are not enkindled by the Senſe) 

Diſdain not my chaſte Fire, but feed the Flame 

Devoted truly to thy gracious Name. / 
Are. Leave to ſuſpect us: On well ſhall find 


As we are now moſt dear we'll moſt 
Hark, I am calld. BOP TY . 


Cri. I follow inſtantly. | 
Phebus Apollo, if with ancient Mn 
And due Devotions, I have ever hung 
Elaborate Pays on thy golden Shrine, 8 
Or ſung thy Triu ps ook in a lofty ſtrain, _,, 
Fit for a Theater of Gods to hear; 1 
And thou, the other Son of might 4 | 
Cyllenian Mercury (ſweet Maia's Joy) 3 
If in the buſie Tumults of the Mind, 7 F 
My Path thou ever haſt illumined, ig 
For which thitie Altars I have oft perfum'd, 
And deckt thy Statues with diſcolour'd Flowers i 
Now thrive Invention in this goin Court, 

That not of Bounty only, but of Ri 


f 
Cynthia may grace, and give it Life 57 7 . 


NN 
Heſperus, Cynthia, Arete, 77 ime, beni, Mau. 


The HYMN. 


Deen, and Huntreſs, thaſte and fair, 
Now the Sun is laid 10 Seep, 
Seated in thy Silver Chair, 
State in wontell manner keep. 
Heſperus entreats thy om”. 
0 od excellently bright. * ot 


= 2. 


Earth,” ler not thy envious Shade | 
Dare it 25 to Were 6055 4 


Cynthia's was mad: 8 


A hen Day did 1555 .in 
5 Bleſs 
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Space to breathe, how ſhort ſoe ver- 


Cynthia“ Rewe l. 
Biſi us then with wiſbed Sight, 
Le rr 
Lay thy Bow' of Pearl apart, 
And thy Cryſtal ſhining Quiver; 
Give unto the lying Hart 


Thou that mat ſt a Day of Night, 


Goddeſs excellently bright. © - 


(py 


Ii 


Cyn. When hath Diana (like/an envious Wretch, 
That glitters only to his ſoothed ſelf, '' ' | 
Denying to the world the precious uſe © 


Of hoarded wealth) with-held her frien 


Monthly we ſpend our ſtill-repaired- Shine, 
And not forbid our Virgin-waxen Torch 


To burn and blaze, while Nutriment doth laſt ; k 


ndly Aid? 


That once conſum'd, out of 'Fove's Treafury ' 
Anew we take, and ſtick it in our Sphere, 


To 


Their look'd-for light. Yet what is their 
„% Bounty is wrong'd,' interpreted as due; 
« Mortals can challenge nor a Ray, by right, 
« Yet do expect the Whole of Cynthia's Li 
But if that Deities withdrew their Gifts © 
For humane Follies, what could Men deſerve 
But Death and Darkneſs? It behoves the High, 
For their own ſakes, to do things worthily. + | 


ive the mutinous kind of wanting Men 
Deſert? 


ght. 


Are. Moſt true, moſt ſacred Goddeſs; for the Heay'ns 
Receive no Good'of all the Good they do: 


Nor Jove, nor you, nor other Heav'nly Pow'rs, 
Are fed with Fumes which do from Incenſe riſe, 
Or Sacrifices reeking in their Gre: 
you of Mortals 
W hoſe proper Good it is that they be ſo) 


Vet, 


* 


for the Care which 


IAM fl 


have, 


ou well are 'pleas'd with Odours redolent: 
But ignorant is all the Race of Men, ; 


| Which ftill complains, not knowing why; or when. 


Gyn; 
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"yn. Elſe, Noble Arete, they would not blame, 
And tax, or for unjuſt, ar for as proud, ; 
Thy Cynthia, in the things which are indeed 
The greateſt Glories in gur Starry Crown; 
Such is our Chaſtity, which ſafely ſcorns 
(Not Love, for who more fervently doth. love 
Immortal Honour, and divine Renown? 
But) giddy Cupid, Venus frantick Son. 
Yer, Arete, if by this veiled Light 5 
We but diſcover'd (what we not diſcern) | | 
Any the leaſt of Imputations ſtand; _ 1 
Ready to ſprinkle our unſpotted ame 
With Note of Lightneſs, from theſe Revels near; 
Not, for the Empire of the Univerſe, 70 
Should Night, or Court, this whatſoever ſnine, 
Or Grace of ours unhappily enjoy. 
« Place and Occaſion are two priyy Thieves, 
« And from poor innocent Ladies often ſteal 
“(The beſt of things) an honourable Name: 
„To ſtay with Follies, or where Faults may be, 
&« Infers a Crime, although the Party fre. 
Are. How Cynthian-ly. (that is, how worthily | 
And like her (elf) the matchleſs Cynthia ſpeaks! | - 
Infinite Jealouſies, infinite Regards | 
Do watch about the true Virginitj: 130010 
But Phebe lives from all, not only Fault, 1 
But as from Thought, ſo from Suſpicion fre. 
“Thy Preſence Broad - ſeals our Delights for pure; 
« What's done in Cynthia's fight, is done ſecure. 
Cyn. That then ſo anſwer'd (deareſt Arete 
What th' Argument, or of what ſort our Sports 
Are like to be this Night, I not demand. 75 
Nothing which Duty, and Deſire to pleaſe 
ö Bears written in the Forehead, comes amiſs. 


L 
2144 


But unto whoſe Invention muſt we owe FRY 
Complement of this Night's Furniture? 
Are. Excellent Goddeſs, to a Man's,whoſe Worth 
(Without Hyperbole) L thus may praiſe,; ph 10 
"ke TEE | | 1 ne 


/ 
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One (at leaſt) ſtudious of deſerving well, 
And (to ſpeak truth) indeed deſerving well. 
“ Potential Merit ſtands for actual, 
« Where only Opportunity doth want, 
« Not Will, nor Power; both which in him abound. 
One whom the Muſes and Minerva love. 
For whom ſhould they, than Crites, more eſteem, 
W hom#Phebus (though not Fortune) holdeth dear? 
And (which convinceth Excellence in him) 
A principal Admirer of your ſelf. 
Even through. th' ungentle Injuries of Fate, 
And Difficulties, which do Virtue choak, 
Thus much of him appears: , What other things 
Of farther Note do lye unborn in him, 
Them I do leave for cheriſhment to ſhew, 
And for a Goddeſs gracioufly to judge. 
Cyn. We have already judg'd —_ Arete z 
Nor are we ignorant, how noble Minds 
Suffer too much through thoſe Indignities 
Which Times and vicious Perſons caſt on them. 
Our ſelf have ever vowed to eſteem _ 
(As Virtue for it ſelf, ſo) Fortune baſe; | 
Who's firſt in Worth, the ſame be firſt in Place. 
Nor farther Notice (Arete) we crave 
Than thine Approvals, ſovereign Warranty: 
Let't be thy Care to make us known to him; 
« Cynthia ſhall brighten what the World made dim. 


SCENE VI. 

The Firſt Maſque. 
Cupid, like Auteros. [To them. 
Cup. Clear Pearl of Heav'nz- and, not to be far⸗ 
ther ambitious in Titles, Cynthia: The Fame of this 
illuſtrious Night, among others, hath alſo drawn 


theſe four fair Virgins from the Palace of their 
. „„ Sang Queen 
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Queen Perfeckion, (a Word which makes no ſuffici- 
ent difference *rwixt hers and thine) to viſit thy Im- 
perial Court: For ſhe, their Sovereign, not finding 
where to dwell among Men, before her return to 
Heav'n, adviſed them wholly to conſecrate them- 
ſelves to thy, Celeſtial Service, as in whoſe clear Spi- 
rit (the proper Element and Sphere of Virtue) they 
ſhould behold not her alone, (their ever- honour'd 
Miſtreſs) but themſelves (more truly themſelves) to 
live inthroniz'd. Her ſelf would have commended 
them unto thy Favour more particularly, but thar 
ſhe knows no Commendation is more available with 
thee, than that of proper Virtue. Nevertheleſs, ſhe 
will'd them to preſent this Chryſtal Mound, a Note 
of Monarchy, and Symbol of Perfection, to thy more 
worthy Deity; which, as here by me they moſt hum- 
bly do, ſo amongſt the Rarities thereof, that is the 
chief, to ſhew whatſoever the World hath Excel- 
lent, howſoever remote and various. But your irra- 
diate Judgment will ſoon diſcover the Secrets of this 
little Chryſtal World. Themſelves (to appear more 
plainly) becauſe they know nothing more odious 
than falſe Pretexts, have choſen to expreſs their ſe- 
veral Qualities thus in ſeveral Colours. | 
The firſt, in Citron Colour, is Natural Affection, 
which given us to procure our Good, is ſometime 
called Horge; and as every one is neareſt to himſelf, 
ſo this Handmaid of Reaſon, allowable Self- love, as 
it is without harm, ſo are none y'ithout it: Her 
Place in the Court of Perfection was to quicken 
Minds in the purſuit of Honour. Her Device is a 
Perpendicular Level, upon a Cube or Square; the 
Word, Se ſuo Modulo; alluding to that true Mea- 
ſure of ones ſelf, which as every one ought to make, 
ſo is it moſt conſpicuous in thy diving Example. 
The ſecond, in Green, is Aglaia, Alectable and pleas 


- ſant Converſation, whoſe Property js ĩo move a kindly 
Vol. I. : Bd... Delight, 
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Delight, and ſometime not without Laughter: Her 
Office, to entertain Aſſemblies, and keep Societies 
e with fair Familiarity. Her Device, within 
a Ring of Clouds, a Heart with Shine about it; the 
Word, Curarum Nubila Pello: An ee of Cyn- 
thia's Light, which no leſs clears the Sky than her 
fair Mirth the Heart. ; 
The third, in the diſcolour'd Mantle ſpangled all 
over, is Euphantaſte, a well- conceited Wittine(s, and 
n in honouring the Court with the Riches 
of her pure Invention. Her Deviee, upon a Petaſus 
or Mercurial Hat, a Creſcent; the Word, Sic Laus 
Ingenii; inferring that the praiſe and glory of Wit 
doth ever increaſe, as doth thy growing Moon, 
The Fourth, in White, is Apheleia, a Nymph as 
pure and ſimple as the Soul, or as an Abraſe Table, 
and is therefore called Simplicity z without Folds, 
without Plaits, without Colour, without Coun- 
terfeit; and (to ſpeak Danny) er it ſelf. Her 
Device is no Device. The Word under her Silver 
Shield, Omnis abeſt Fucusz alluding to thy ſpotleſs 
ſelf, who art as far from Impurity as from Morta- 


ity. | | 
My ſelf (Celeſtial Goddeſs) more fit for the Court 
of Cynthia than the Arbors of Cytheree, am call'd 
Anteros, or Loves Enemy; the more welcome there- 
fore to thy Court, and the fitter to conduct this 


Quaternion, who as they are thy profeſſed Votaries, 
and for that Cauſe adverſaries to Love, yet thee (per- 


petual Virgin) they both love, and vow to love e- 
ternally. 
SCENE VIII. 


Cynthia, Arete, Crites. 


n. Not without wonder, nor without delight, 
Mine Eyes have view'd (in Contemplations depth) 
This work of Wit, divine and excellent : 

What ſhape, what ſubſtance, or what unknown Fee 
. 
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In Virgins habit, crown'd with Lawrel Leaves, 
And Olive Branches woven in berween, 
On Sex-girt Rocks, like to a Goddeſs thines? 
O Front! O Face! O all Czleſtial ſure, 
And more than mortal! Arete, behold 
Another Cynthia, and another Queen, 
Whoſe glory (like a laſting Plenilune) 
Seems ignorant of what it is to wane. 
Nor under Heav'n an object could be found 
More fit to pleaſe. Let Crites make approach. 
Bounty forbids to pall our thanks with ſtay, 
Or to defer our Favour, after view: | 
« The time of Grace is, when the cauſe is new. 
Are. Lo, here the Man (Celeſtial Delia) 
Who (like a Circle bounded in it ſelf) 
Contains as much as Man in fullneſs may. 
Lo, here the Man, who not of uſual Earth, 
But of that nobler and more precious mould 
Which Phebus ſelf doth temper, is compos'd: 
And, who (though all were wanting to reward) 
Yet, to himſelf he would not wanting be: 
Thy favours gain is his Ambitions moſt, _ 
And Labours beſt z who (humble in his height) 
Stands fixed ſilent in thy glorious ſight. 
Cyn. With no leſs Pleaſure, than we have beheld 
This precious Chryſtal work of rareſt wit, 
Our Eye doth read thee (now enſtil'd) our Crites; 
Whom learning, virtue, and our favour laſt, 
Exempte th from the gloomy Multitude. 
With common Eye the Supreme ſhould not ſee. 
Henceforth be Ours, the more thy ſelf to be. 
Cri.Heay*ns pureſt light, whoſe Orb may beeclips'd, 
But not thy Praiſe ; (krineſt Cynthia) 
How much too narrow for ſo high a grace, 
Thine (fave therein) the moſt unworthy Cr:tes, 
Doth find himſelf ! for ever ſhine thy Fame; 
Thine honours ever, as thy Beautics do? 
In me they muſt, my * chiefeſt Lights, . 
: TE 


. 
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= whoſe propitious Beams my Powers are rais'd 
o hope fome part of thoſe moſt lofty Points, 

Which bleſſed Arete hath pleas'd to name, 


As marks, to which my 'ndeavours ſteps ſhould bend: 
Mine, as begun at thee, in thee muſt end. | 


SCENE 1X. 


The Second Maſque. 
5 Mercury, as a Page. 


Mer. Siſter of Phoebus, to whoſe bright Orb we 
owe, that we not complain of his abſence: Theſe four 
Brethren (for they are Brethren, and Sons of Eutaxia, 
a Lady known, and highly belov'd of your reſplen- 
dent Deity) not able to be abſent, when Cynthia held 
a Solemnity , officiouſly inſinuate themſelves in- 
to thy preſence : For, as there are four Cardinal Vir- 
tues, upon which the whole Frame of the Court doth 
move, ſo are theſe the four Cardinal properties, with- 
out whichthe body of Complement moveth not. Wich 
theſe four Silver Javelin (which they bear in their 
Hands) they ſupport in Princes Courts the ſtate 
of the Preſence, as by Office 4s are obliged; 
which, though here they may ſeem ſuperfluovs, yet 
for honours ſake, they thus preſume to viſit thee, hav- 
ing alſo been employ'd in the Palace of Qucen Per- 
 fettion. And though to them that would make them- 
ſelves gracious to a Goddeſs, Sacrifices were fitter 
than Preſents, or Impreſſes, yet they both hope thy 
Favour, and (in place of either) uſe ſeveral Symbols, 
containing the Titles of thy Imperial . e 
Firſt, the hithermoſt, in the changeable blue and 
ee Robe, is the commendably-faſhion'd Gallant, 

ucoſmos z whoſe Courtly Habit is the grace of the Pre- 
ſence, and ov, of the . ye: whom La- 
dies underſtand by the Names of Neat and . 
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His Symbol is Dive Virgini, in which he would ex- 
reſs thy Deity's principal Glory, which hath ever 
wh Virginity. e ä 
The Second, in the rich Accoutrement, and Robe 
of Purple, empaled with Gold, is Eupathes; who en- 
tertains his mind with an harmleſs, but not incurious 
variety: All the objects of his Senſes are ſumptuous, 
himſelf a Gallant, that, without exceſs, can make uſe 
of ſuperfluity, go richly in Embroideries, Jewels, 
and what not, without vanity, and fare delicately 
without gluttony; and therefore (not without cauſe) 
is univerſally thought to be of fine Humour. His 
Symbol is, Dive Optimæ; an Attribute to expreſs 
thy Goodneſs, in which thou ſo reſembleſt ove thy 
Father. 
The Third, in the blyfh-colour'd Suit, is Eutolmos, 


as duly reſpecting others, as never neglecting him- 


ſelf; commonly known by the Title of good Audacity; 
to Courts and courtly Aſſemblies a Gueſt moſt acce- 
ptable. His Symbol is, Dive Viragini; to expreſs 
thy hardy courage in chace of ſavage Beaſts, which 
harbour in Woods and Wilderneſſes. 

The Fourth, in watchet Tinſel, is the kind and 
truly benefique Eucolos, who imparteth not without 
reſpect, but yet without difficulty, and hath the hap- 
pineſs to make every kindneſs ſeem double, by the 


timely and —_ beſtowing thereof. He is the chief 


of them, who ( / the vulgar) are ſaid to be of good 

nature. His Symbol is, Dive Maxime; an Adjunct 

to ſignifie thy Greatneſs, which in Heaven, Earth, 

and Hell is formidable. 3 on 
* 
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24 The Maſques joyn, and they dance. 
Cupid, Mercury. 


Cup. Is not that Amorphus, the Traveller? 
Mer. As though it were not! do you not ſee how 
his Legs are in travel with a meaſure? 

Cup. Hedon, thy Maſter, is next. | 

: Mor. What, will Cupid turn Nomenclator, and cry 

them: 

Cup. No faith, but I have a Comedy toward, that 
would not be loſt for a Kingdom. 

Mer. In good time, for Cupid will prove the Comedy). 
Cup. Mercury, Jam ſtudying how to match them. 
Mer. How to miſmatch them were harder. 

Cup. They are the Nymphs muſt do it; I hall 
ſport my ſelf with their Paſſions above meaſure. 

Mer. Thoſe Nymphs would be tam'd a little indeed, 
but I fear thou haſt not Arrows for the purpoſe. 

Cup. O yes, here be of all ſorts, Flights, Rovers, 
and But- ſnafts. But I can wound with a Brandiſh, 
and never draw Bow for the matter. 

Mer. | cannot but believe it, my inviſible Archer, 
and yet methinks you are tedious. 

Cup. It behoves me to be ſomewhat circumſpect, 
Mercury; for if Cynthia hear the twang of my Bow, 
ſhe'lt go near to whip me with the ſtring: there- 
fore, to prevent that, I thus diſcharge a brgndith up- 
on — ir makes no matter which of the couples. 
Phantaſte and Amorphus, at you. 

Mer. Will the ſhaking of a Shaft ſtrike 'em into 
ſuch a Feaver of Affection? 

Cup. As well as the wink of an Eye: but, I pray 
thee, hinder me not with thy prattle. 


Mer. 
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Mer. Jove forbid IJ hinder thee. Marry, all that 
I fear is Cynthia's preſence, which, with the cold of 
her Chaſtity, caſteth ſuch an Antiperi ſtaſis about the 
place, that no heat of thine will tarry with the Pa- 
tient. 

Cup. It will tarry the rather, for the Autiperiſtaſis 
will keep it in. 

Mer. | long to ſee the experiment. 

Cup. muy their Marrow boils already, or they 
are all turn Funuchs. 

Mer. Nay, and't be fo, I'll give over ſpeaking, 
and be a Spectator only. 112 firſt ſtrain done, 

Amo. Cynthia (by my bright Soul) is a right ex- 
quiſite and ſplendidious Lady; yet Amorphas, | think, 
hath ſeen more Faſhions, I am ſure more Countries: 
but whether I have or not, whether need we gaze 
on Cyathia, that have our ſelf to admire? 

Pha. O, excellent Cynthia! yer if Phantaſte ſate 
where ſhe does, and had ſuch Attire on her Head 
(for Attire can do much) I ſay no more bur 
Goddeſſes are Goddeſſes, and Phantaſte is as ſhe is! 
I would the Revels were done once, I might go to 
my School of Glaſs again, and learn to do my ſelf 
right after all this ruffling. 

Mer. How now, Cupid? here's a wonderful change 
with your brandiſh! do you not hear how they dote? 

Cup. What Prodigy is this? no word of Love, 
no mention, no motion? | 

Mer. Not a word, my little Ignis fatue, not a word. 

Cup. Are my Darts inchanted? is their vigour 
gone? is gheir vertue -—— 
: _— What? Cupid turn'd jealous of himſelf? ha, 

a, ha. . 

Cup. Laughs Mercury? 

Mer. Is Cupid angry? 

Cup. Hath he not cauſe, when his purpoſe is fo de- 
luded? | 

Mer. A rare Comedy, it ſhall be intitled Cupid's? 

B b 
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Cup. Do not ſcorn us, Hermes. 

Mer. Choler and Cupid are two fiery things; l 
ſcorn em not. But I ſee that come to paſs, which 
I preſag'd in the beginning. | 

Cup. You cannot tell: perhaps the Phyſick will 
not work ſo ſoon upon ſome as upon others. It may 
be the reſt are not ſo reſty. 

Mer. Ex ungue; you know the old adage, as theſe, 
ſo are the remainder. *« : 

Cup. I'll try: this is the ſame Shaft with which 
I wounded Argurion. 

Mer. I, but let me ſave you a labour, Cupid: there 
were certain Bottles of Water fetch'd, and drunk off 
(fince that time) by theſe Gallants. 

Cup. Jove ſtrike me into Earth; the Fountain of 
Self-love. 

Mer. Nay, faint not, Cupid. 

Cup. I remember'd it not. 

Mer. Faith, it was ominous to take the name of 
Anteros upon you; you know not what Charm or 
Inchantment lies in the word: you ſaw, I durſt not 
venture upon any device in our preſentment, but was 
content to be no other than a ſimple Page. Your Ar- 
rows properties (to keep decorum) Cupid, are ſuited 
(it ſhould ſeem) to the nature of him you perſo- 
nate. 

Cup. Indignity not to be horn. | 
. Mer. Nay rather, an attempt to have been for- 

ern. , 

Cup. How might I revenge my ſelf on this inſult- 
ng Mercury? there's Crites, his minion, he has not 
taſted of this Water. It ſhall be ſo. Is Crites turn'd 
Dotard on himſelf too? [ The ſecond Strain. 

Mer. That follows not, becauſe the Venom of 
your Shafts cannot pierce him, Cupid. 

Cup. As though there were one Antidote for theſe, 
and another for him. 


Aer. 
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Mer. As though there were not; or as if one ef- 
fe& might not ariſe of divers cauſes? What ſay you 
| ro Cynthia, Arete, Phroneſis, Time, and others there? 

Cup. DT are Divine. 90 115 
| Mer. And Crites aſpires to be ſo. 
| Cup. Bur that ſhall not ſerve him. | 

Mer. Tis like to do it, at this time. But Cupid 

is grown too covetous, that will not ſpare one of a 
multitude. | 

Cup. One is more than a multitude, [The third train. 

Mer. Arete's favour makes any one Shot-proof a- + 

gainſt thee, Cupid. I pray thee, light Hony-bee, re- 
member thou art not now in Adonis Garden, but in 
Cynthia's Preſence, where Thorns lie in Garriſon a- 
bout the Roſes. Soft, Cynthia ſpeaks. 


SCENE XI. 
Cynthia, Arete, Crites, Maſquers, * 


u. Ladies and Gallants of our Court, to end 
And give a timely period to our Sports, 
Let us conclude them with declining Night 
Our Empire is but of the darker half. 
And if you judge it any recompence 
For your fair pains, t' have carn'd Diana's thanks, 
Diana grants them, and beſtows their Crown. 
To gratifie your acceptable Zeal. 
For you are they, that not (as ſome have done) 
Do cenſure us, as too ſevere and ſowre, 
But as (more rightly) gracious to the - on 3 
Although we not deny, unto the proud, 
Or the prophane, perhaps indeed auſtere: 
For ſo Alton, by RON far, 
Did (to our grief) incur a fatal doom; 
And ſo, ſwoln Niobe (comparing more 
Than he preſum'd) was trophzcd into Stone, 
But are we therefore judged too extreme? 


Seems 
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Seems it no crime, to enter ſacred Bowers, 
And hallowed Places, with impure aſpect, 
Moſt lewdly to pollute? Seams it no crime 
To brave a Deity? Let Mortals learn 
To make Religion of offending Heaven, 
And not at all to cenſure Powers Divine. 
To Men this argument ſhould ſtand for firm, 
« A Goddeſs did it, therefore it was good: 
&« We are not cruel, nor delight in Blood. 
But what have ſcrious repetitions 
To do with Revels, and the Sports of Court? 
We not intend to ſowre your late delights 
With harſh expoſtulation. Let 't ſuffice 
That we take notice, and can take revenge 
Of theſe calumnious and lewd Blaſphemies. 
For we are no leſs Cynthia than we were, 
Nor is our Power (but as our ſelf) the ſame: 
Though we have now put on no tire of ſhine, 
But mortal Eyes undazl'd may endure. ' [weak 
« Years are beneath the Spheresz and time makes 
„Things under Heaven, not Powers which govern 
And though our ſelf be in our ſelf ſecure, Heaven. 
Yet let not Mortals challenge to themſelves 
Immunity from thence. Lo, this is all : 
« Honour hath ſtore of Spleen, but wanteth Gall. 
Once more, we caſt the {lumber of our thanks 
On your ta'en toil, which here let take an end. 
And that we not miſtake your ſeveral worths, 
Nor you our favour, from your ſelves remove [ Mask : 
W hat makes you not your ſelves, thoſe Clouds of 
% Particular Pains particular Thanks do ask. 

[ They unmask. 
How! let me view you. Ha! are we contemn'd? 
Is there ſo little awe of our Diſdain, 
That any (under truſt of their Diſguiſe) 
Should mix themſelves with others of the Court, 
And (without Forehead) boldly preſs fo far, 
As farther none? How apt is Lenity 


To 
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To be abus d? Severity to be loath'd? | 

And yet, how much more doth the ſeeming Face 
Of Neighbour-Virtues, and their borrowed Names, 
Add of lewd Boidneſs to looſe Vanities? | 
Who would have thought that Philautia durſt 

Or have uſurped noble Storge's Name, 5 
Or with that Theft have ventur'd on our Eyes? 
Who would have thought, that all of them ſhould 
So much of our Continence, as to come [ hope 
To grace themſelves with Titles not their own? 
Inſtead of Med'cines, have we Maladies? 

And ſuch Impoſthumes as Phantaſte is, 

Grow in our Palace? We muſt lance theſe Sores, 
Or all will⸗putrifie. Nor are theſe all, | 
For we ſuſpect a farther Fraud than this: 

Take off our Veil, that Shadows may depart, 

And Shapes appear: Beloved Arete / So, 
Another Face of things preſents it ſelf, | 
Than did of late. What! feather'd Cupid mask'd, 
And mask'd like Anteros? And ſtay! more ſtrange! 
Dear Mercury, our Brother, like a Page, 

To countenance the Ambuſh of the Boy? 

Nor endeth our Diſcovery as yet : 

Gelaia, like a Nymph, that but c'er-while 

(In male Attire) did ſerve Anaides ? 

Cupid came hither to find Sport and Game, 

Who heretofore hath been too converſant 

Among our Train, but never felt Revenge; 

And Mercury bare Cupid company. 

Cupid, we muſt confeſs, this time of Mirth 
(Prochaim'd by us) gave opportunity 

To thy Attempts, although no Privilege: 

Tempt us no farther z we cannot endure 

Thy Preſence longer; vaniſh hence, away. 

You, Mercury, we mult entreat to ſtay, 

And hear what we determine of the reſt; 

For in this Plot we well perceive your Hand. 

But (for we mean not a Cenſorian Task, 


And 
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And yet to lance theſe Ulcers grown fo ripe) 

Dear Arete, and Crites, to you two 

We give the Charge; impoſe what Pains you pleaſe: 

Th' incurable cut off, the reſt reform, 

Remembring ever what we firſt decreed, 

Since Revels were proclaim'd, let now none bleed. 
Are. How well Diana can diſtinguiſh Times, 

And ſort her Cenſures, keeping to herſelf | 

The Doom of Gods, leaving the reſt to us? 

Come, cite them, Crites, firit, and then proceed. 
Cri. Firſt Philautia, (for ſhe was the firſt) 

Then light Gelaia in Aglaia's Name; 

Thirdly, Phantaſie, and Moria next; 

Main Follies all, and of the Female Crew: 

Amorphus, or Eucoſmos Counterfeit, 
oluptuous Hedon, ta'en for Eupathes, 

Brazen Anaides, and Aſotus laſt, 

With his two Pages, Morus ind Proſaites 

And thou, the Traveller's Evil, Cos, approach, 

Impoſtors all, and Male Deformitics ——— _ 
Are. Nay, forward, for I delegate my Power, 

And will that at thy Mercy they do ſtand, 

M hom they ſo oft, ſo plainly ſcorn'd before. 

« 'Tis Virtue which they want, and wanting it, 

« Honour no Garment to their Backs can fit. 
Then, Crites, practiſe thy Diſcretion. 

Cri. Adored Cynthia, and bright Arete, 

Another might ſeem fitter for this Task, 

Than Crites far, but that you judge not ſo: 

For I (not to appear vindicative, | 

Or mindful of Contempts, which I contemn'd, 

As done of Impotence) muft be remiſs; 

Who, as I was the Author, in ſome ſort, 

To work their Knowledge into Cynthia's ſight, 

So ſhould be much ſeverer to revenge 

Th' Indignity hence iſſuing to her Name: 

But there's not one of theſe who are unpain'd, 

Or by themſelves unpuniſhed; for Vice 


Is 
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Ts like a Fury to the vicious Mind, 

And turns Delight it ſelf ro Puniſhment. 

But we muſt forward, to deſign their Doom. 
* You are Offenders, that muſt be confeſt; 

Do you confeſs it? All. We do. 

Cri. And that you merit ſharp Correction? 

All. Yes. ; 

Cri. Then we (teſerving unto Delia's Grace 
Her farther Pleaſure, and to Arete | | 
What Delis granteth) thus do ſentence you. 
Thar from this Place (for Penance known of all, 
Since you have drunk ſo deeply of Self-love) 
You (two and two) ing a Palinade, 

March to your ſeveral Homes by Nzobe's Stone, 
And offer up two Tears apiece thereon, -— 
That it may change the Name, as you muſt change, 
And of a Stone be called ZYeeping-croſs, | 
Becauſe it ſtandeth croſs of Cynthia's way, 

One of whoſe Names is Sacred Trivia. 

And, after Penance thus perform'd, you paſs 

In like ſet Order, not as Midas did, | 

To waſh his Gold off into Tagus Stream; 

But to the well of Knowledge, icon; 

Where purged of your preſent Maladies, 

(Which are not few, nor lender) you become 
Such as you fain would ſeem, and then return, 
Offering your Service to great Cynthia. 

This is your Sentence, if the Goddeſs pleaſe 

To ratifie it with her high Conſent, \ 
« The ſcope of wiſe Mirth unto Fruit is bent. 

n. We do approve thy Cenſure, belov'd Crites; 

Which Mercury, thy true prepitious Friend, 
(A Deity next Jove beloy'd of us) | 
Will undertake to ſee exactly done. 

And for this Service of 8 
Perform'd by thee, in honour of our Name, 
We vow to guerdon it with ſuch due Grace 


As ſhall become our Bounty, and thy Place. 
| | Princes 
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cc Princes that would their People ſhould do well, 
« Muſt at themſelves begin, as at the Head; 

& For Men, by their Example, pattern out 

& Their Imitations, and regard of Laws: 

« A yirtuous Court a World to Virtue draws. 


PALINODE. 


Amo. From Spaniſh Shrugs, French Faces, Smirks, 
Irps, and all affedted Humours, 
' Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Pha. From ſecret Friends, ſweet Servants, Loves Doves, 
and ſuch fantaſtick Humours, : 
. Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Amo. From ftabbing of Arms, Flap-dragons, Healths, 
Whiffs, and all ſuch ſwaggering Humours, 
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Pha. From waving Fans, coy Glances, Glicks, Crin- 
ges, and all ſuch ſimpring Humours, 
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Amo, From making Love by Attorney, courting of 
Puppets, and paying for new Acquaintance, 
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Pha. From perfum'd Dogs, Monkeys, Sparrows, Dil- 
does, and Parachitoes, 
| Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Amo. From wearing Bracelets of Hair, Shoe-ties, 


Gloves, Garters, and Rings with Poeſies, 
| Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Pha. From pargetting, painting, ſlicking, glazing, and 
renewing old riveld Faces, 
Chorus, Good Mercury defend us. 
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Amo. From Squiring to Tilt-yards, Playhouſes, Pa- 
grants, and all ſuch Publick Places, 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


and making Fools of either, 
Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 


Pha. From entertaining one Gallant to gull another, 


Amo. From belying Ladies Favours, Noblemens Coun- 
tenance, coyning counterfeit Employments, vain-glorious 
taking to them other Mens Services, and all ſelf· loving 
Humours, a 


Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 
S0 N G. | - 


N ON each one dry his weeping Eyes, 
And to the Well of Knowledge haſte 3 
Where purged of your Maladies, 
You may of ſweeter Waters taſte, 
And, with refined Voice, report 
The Grace of Cynthia, and her Court. 


. 


The EPILOGUE. 


Enteels, be't known to you, fince I went in, 
Jam turn'd Rimer, and do thus begin- 
The Author (jealous how your Senſe doth take 
0 His Travels) hath enjoyned me to make 
Some ſhort and ceremonious Epilogue ; 
But if I yet know what, 1 am a Rogue : 
He ties me to ſuch Laws as quite diſtract 
My Thoughts, and would a Year of Time exact: 
I neither muſt be faint, remiſs, nor ſorry, 
Sowr, ſerious, confident, nor peremptory ; 
But betwixt theſe. Let's ſee z to lay the Blame 
Upon the Childrens Action, that were lame. 
0 crave your Favour, with a begging Knee, 
Mere to diſtruſt the Writer's Faculty. 
To promiſe better at the next we bring, 
Prorogues Diſgrace, commends not any thing. 
Stiffly to ft = þ on this, and proudly approve 
The Play, might tax the Maler of Selt- lovc. 
PII only ſpeak what I have heard him ſay, 
By — 'tis good, and if you like't, you may. 


Ecce rubet quidam, pallet, ſtupet, oſcitat, odit. 
Hoc volo: nunc nobis carmina noſtra placent. 
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To the Virtuous, and FD Worthy Friend, 
Mr. Richard Martin. 


S 1 R, 


Thankful Man owes a Courteſie ever; 
A the Unthankful but when he needs it, 
o make mine own Mark appear, and 
ſhew by which of theſe Seals I am known, I 
{end you this Piece of what may live of mine; 
for whoſe Innocence, as for the Author's, 
you were once a noble and timely Underta- 
ker, to the greateſt Juſtice of this Kingdom. 
oy now the Delight of your Goodneſs, 
which is to ſee that proſper you preſerv'd, 
and Poſterity to owe the reading of that, 
without Offence, to your Name, which ſo 
much Ignorance, and Malice of the Times, 
then conſpir'd to have ſuppreſt. 


Your true Lover, 


BEN, JOHNSON, 


Vor. I; ge: 


Avguſtus Czar. 
Mecznas. 
Marc. Ovid. 
Cor. Gallus. 
Propertius. 
Fuſ. Ariſtus. 
Pub. Ovid. 
Virgil. 
Horace. 
Trebatius? 
Lupus. 
Tucca, 


Criſpinus; 


SCENE ROME. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Hermogenes. 
De. Fannius. 
Albius. 
Minos. 
Hiſtrio. 
Pyrgus. 
Lictors. 


P O E- 


After the Second Sounding, 
Envy, ariſing in the midſt of the Stage. 


Fl Hr, I ſalute the, but with 
SD) wounded Nerves, 
. Wiſhing thy golden ſplendor, pitchy 
„ dar hes 4 
What's here ? ' Arraignment? I; this, 
this is it, 
That our ſunk Eyes have wak'd for all this while: 
Here will be ſubject for my Snakes and me. 
Cling to my Neck and Wriſts, my loving Worms, 
And caſt you round in ſoft and amorous folds, 
Till I do bid uncurl; then break your Knots, 
Shoot out your ſelves at length, as your forc'd Stings 
Would hide themſelves within his malic'd ſides, 
To whom [I ſhall apply you. Stay! the ſhine- 
Of this Aſſembly here offends my fight 
I'll darken that firſt, and out-face their Grace. 
Wonder not, if I ſtare: theſe fifteen Wecks 
(So long as ſince the Plot was but an Embrion) 
Have I, with burning Lights mix'd vigilant Thoughts, 
In expectation of this hated Play, 8 
To which (at laſt) I am arriv'd as Prologue. 
Nor would I you ſhould look for other Looks, 
Se Ges 


* 
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Geſture, or Complement from me, than what 

Th' infected bulk of Euvy can afford: 

For J am riſs here with a covetous hope, 

To blaſt your Pleaſures and deſtroy your Sports, 

With Wreſtings, Comments, Applications, 

Spy-like 8 privy Whiſperings, 

And thouſand ſuch en ſleights as theſe. 

Mark, how-I will begin : The Scene is, ha! 

Rome? Rome? and Rome? Crack Eye-ſtrings, and 

your Balls 

Drop into Earth ; let me be ever blind. 

I am prevented; all my hopes are croſt, 

Check'd, and abated; fie, a freezing ſweat 

Flows forth at all my Pores, my Entrails burn : 

What ſhould I do? Rome? Rome? O my vext Soul, 

How mighr I force this to the preſent State? 

Are there no Players here? no Poet-apes, 

That come with Baſilisks Eyes, whoſe forked Tongues 

Are ſtcept in venom, as their Hearts in Gall? 

Either of theſe would help me; they could wreſt, 

Pervert, and poyſon all they hear, or ſee, 

With ſenſele s Gloſſes, and Alluſions. 

Now if you be good Devils, fly me not. 

Vou know what dear and ample Faculties 

I have endow'd you with : I'll lend you more. 

Here, take my Snakes among you, come, and eat, 

And while the ſqueez'd juice flows in your black Jaws, 

Help me to damn the Author. Spit it forth 

Upon his Lines, and ſſiew your ruſty Teeth 

Ar every Word, or Accent: or elſe chuſe 

Out of my longeſt Vipers, to ftick down 

In your deep Throats; and let the Heads come forth 

At your rank Mouths; that he may ſee you arm'd 

With tripple Malice, to hiſs, ſting, and tear 

His work and him; to forge, and then declaim, 

Traduce, corrupt, apply, enforce, ſuggeſt, 

O theſe are gifts wherein your Souls are bleſt. 

What? do you hide your ſelves? will none pon! 
one 


qa 


| 
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None anſwer ? what, doth this calm Troop affrightyou? 
Nay, then I do deſpair; down, ank again. | 
This travail is all loſt with my dead hopes. 

If in ſuch Boſoms Spight have left to dwell, 

Envy is not on Earth, nor ſcarce in Hell. 


The Third Sounding. 
PROLOGUE, 


8 Monſter, ere thou ſink, thus on thy Head 

) Set we our bolder Foot; with which we tread 

Thy Malice into Earth: So Spight ſhould dye, 

Deſpis'd and ſcorn'd by noble Induſtry. 

If any muſe why I falute the Sage, 

An armed Prologue; know, tis a dangerous Age- 

Wherein, who writes, had need preſent his Scenes 

Forty-fold proof againſt the conjuring means 

Of baſe Detractors, and illiterate Apes, 

That fill up Rooms in fair and formal ſhapes. 

Gainſt theſe, have we put on this forc'd Defence: 

Whereof the Allegory and hid Senſe hs 

Is, that a well erected Confidence | 

Can fright their Pride, and laugh their Folly hence. 

Here now, put caſe our Author ſhould, once more, 

Swear that his Play were good; he doth implore, 

You would not argue him of Arrogance : 

How e'er that common Spawn of Ignorance, 

Our fry of Writers may beſlime his Fame, 

And give his Action that adulterate Name. 

Such full-blown Vanity he more doth loath, 

Than baſe Dejection: There's a Mean 'twixt both. 

Which with a conſtant firmneſs he purſues, 

As one that knows the ſtrength of his own Muſe. 

And this he hopes all free Souls will allow; 

Others, that take it with a rugged brow, 

Their Moods he rather pities than envies: 

His Mind it is above their Injurics, 
Cc 4 „ 
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ACT L SCENE I. 


Ovid, Luſcus. 


-Ovid. 5 8 H EN, when this Body falls in Funeral Fire, 


My Name ſhall live, and my beſt Part aſpire. 
It ſhall go ſo. 

Luſc. Young Maſter, [Maſter Ovid, do you hear? 
Gods a me! away with Jour Songs, and Sonnets, and 
on with your Gown and Cap, quickly: here, here, 
your Father will be a Man of this Room preſently; 
Come, nay, nay, nay, nay, be brief. Theſe Verſes 
too, a poyſon on em, I cannot abide em, they 
make me ready to caſt by the Banks of Helicon. Nay 
look, what a raſcally untoward thing this Poetry is; 
I could tear 'em now. 

Ovid. Give me, how near's my Father? 


Luſc. Heart a Man: get a Law-book in your hand, | 


I will not anſwer you elſe. Why ſo : now there's 


ſome formality in you. By Jove, and three or four 


of the Gods more, I am right of mine old Maſter's 
humour for that; this villanous Poetry will undo you, 
by the welkin. | 
Ovid. What, haſt thou Buskins on, Luſcus, that 
thou ſwear'ſt ſo ne and high? 
Luſc. No, but I have Boots on, Sir, and ſo has 


your Father too by this time: for he call'd for em 


e'er I came from the Lodging. 

Ovid. Why? was he no readier ? 

Luſc. O no; and there was the mad skeldrin 
Captain, with the Velvet Arms, ready to lay hol 
on him as he comes down: he that preſſes every 
Man he meets, with an Oath, to lend him Mony, 
and cries, (Thou muſt do't old Boy, as thou art 2 
Man, a Man of Worſhip.) | 

Ovid. Who? Pantilius Tucca? 

= RP Liſe. 
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Luſc. I, he; and I met little Maſter Lupus, the 
Tribune, going thither too. 

Ovid. Nay, an' he be under their Arreſt, T may 
(with ſafety enough) read over my Elegy before he 
come. | 5 js 

Luſc. Gods a me! What'll you do? wh young - 
Maſter, you are not Caſtalian Mad, Lunatick, Fran- 
tick, Deſperate? ha? : 5 | 

Ovid. What aileſt thou, Luſcus? | 5 

Luſc. God be with you, Sir, LIl leave you to your 
Poetical Fancies, and Furies. I'll not be guilty, I. 

Ovid. Be not, good ignorance: I'm glad th'aft gone: 
For thus alone, our Ear ſhall better judge | 
The haſty Errours of our Morning Mos 


Ovid. Lib. 1. Amo. Ele. 15. 


MV why twit'ft thou me, my time's ſpent ill? 
And call ſi my Verſe, Fruits of an idle quill? 

Or that (unlike the Line from whence 1 ſprung) 

Wars duſty Honours I purſus not young 4 

Or that I ftudy not the tedious Laws; 

And proftitute my Voice in every Cauſe ? 

Thy ſcope is mortal; mine, eternal Fame : 

Which through the World ſhall ever chaunt my Name, 
Homer vill live, hilt Tenedos ſtands, and Ide, 
Or, to the Sea, fleet Simois doth ſlide : 

And ſo ſhall Heſiod too, while Vines do bear, 

Or crooked Sickles crop the ripened Ear. 

Callimachus, though in invention low, 

Shall ftill be ſung, fince he in art doth flow. 

No loſs ſhall come to Sophocles proud vein z 

With Sun and Moon Aratus ſhall remain. OE 
Whilſt Slaves be falſe, Fathers hard, and Bauds be whoriſh 
Whilſt Harlots flatter, ſhall Menander flouriſh. 
Ennius, though rude, and Accius high-rear'd ſtrain, 
A freſh applauſe in every Age ſhall gain. 

Of Varro's Name, what Ear ſhall not be told? 
Of Jaſon's Argo and the Fleece of Gold? 


Then 


410 PO E TASTE R. 


Then ſhall Lucretius lofty Numbers dye, 
When Earth and Seas in Fire and Flame ſhall fry: 
Tityrus, Tillage, Enee ſhall be read, 

Whilſt Rome of all the Conquer d World is Head, 
Till Cupid's Fires be out, and his Bow broken, 
Thy Yerſes (neat Tibullus) ſhall be ſpoken. 

Our Gallus ſhall be known from Eaft to Weſt: 
So ſhall Lycoris, whom he now: loves beſt. 

The ſuffering Plough-ſhare or the Flint may waar : 
But Heav'nly Poeſie no Death can fear. 

Kings ſhall give place to it, and kingly ſhows, 

The Banks o'er which Gold-bearing Tagus flows. 
Kneel Hinds to traſh : me let bright Phoebus ſaell 
With Cups full flowing from the Muſes Well. 
Froſft-fearing Myrtle ſhall impale my Head, 

And of ſad Lovers I'll be often read. 

& Envy, the Living, not the Dead, doth bite: 

« For after Death all Men receive their right, 
Then, when this Body falls in Funeral Fire, 

My Name ſhall live, and my beſt part aſpire. 


SCENE II. 
Ovid Senior, Ovid Junior, Laſcus, Tucea, Lupus, 
Fyrgus. 


Ovid ſe. Your Name ſhall live indeed, Sir; yo ſay 


true: but how infamouſly, how ſcorn'd and con- 
temn'd in the Eyes and Ears of the beſt and graveſt 


Romans, that you think not on: you never ſo much 


as.dream of that. Are theſe the Fruits of all my Tra- 
vel and Expences? is this the Scope and Aim of th 
Studies? are theſe the hopeful Courſes, wherewit 
I have ſo long flattered my Expectation from thee? 
Verſes? Poetry? Ovid, whom I thought to ſee the 
Pleader, become Ovid the Play-maker? 
Ovid ju. No, Sir, 

Ovid ſe. Ves, Sir; I hear of a Tragedy of yours com- 
ing forth for the common Players there, call'd * 

ea. 


e - we_ 
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ia. By my Houſhold-gods, if I come to the acting 
of it, I'll add one tragick Part more than-is yet ex- 
pected to it; believe me when I promiſe it. What? 
ſhall J have my Son a * now? an Enghle for 
Players? a Gull? a Rook? a Shot-clog? to make 
Suppers, and be laugh'd at? Publius, I will ſet thee 
on the Funeral Pile firſt. 

Ovid ju. Sir, I beſeech yeu to haye patience, 
| Luſc. Nay, this tis to have your Ears dam'd up 
to good Counſel, I did augure all this to him be- 
fore- hand, without poring into an Ox's Panch for 
the matter, and yet he would not be ſcrupulous. 

Tuc. How now, Goodman Slave? what rowly 
powly ? all Rivals, Raſcal? Why my Maſter of wor- 
ſhip, doſt hear? Are theſe thy beſt Projects? is this 
thy Deſigns and thy Diſcipline, to ſuffer Knaves to 
be competitors with Commanders and Gentlemen? 
are we Parallels, Raſcal? are we Parallels ? 

Ovid ſe. Sirrah, go get my Horſes ready. You'll 
ſtill be prating. . 

Tuc. Do, you perpetual Stinkard, do, go; talk to 
Tapſters and Oſtlers, you Slave, they are i“ your E- 
lement, go; here be the Emperor's Captains, you 
Raggamuffin Raſcal, and not your Cam' rades. 

Lup. Indeed, Marcus Ovid, theſe Players are an i- 
dle Generation, and do much harm in a State, cor- 
rupt young Gentry very much, I know it: I have 
not been a Tribune thus long and obſerv'd nothing: 
Beſides, they will rob us, us, that are Magiſtrates, 
of our reſpect, bring us upon their Stages, and make 
us ridiculous to the Plebeians z they will play you or 
me, the wiſeſt Men they can come by till, only to 
2 us in contempt with the vulgar, and make us 
cheap. : 

Ti — Th' art in the right, my venerable Cropſhin, 
they will indeed; the Tongue of the Oracle never 
twang'd truer. Your Courtier cannot kiſs his Mi- 
{treſs's Slippers in quiet for em; nor your white in- 

| nocent 
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nocent Gallant pawn his Revelling Suit to make his 
Punk a Supper. An honeſt decayed Commander 
cannot skelder, cheat, nor be ſeen in a Bawdy. 
houſe, but he ſhall be ſtrait in one of their Worm. 
wood Comedies. They are grown licentious, the 
Rogues; Libertines, flat Libertines. They forget 
they are i' the Statute, the Raſcals ; they are Ha- 
⁊on there; there they are trick'd, they and their 
Pedigrees; they need no other eralds, I wils. 

Ovid ſe. Methinks, if nothing elſe, yet this a- 
lone, the very reading of the publick Edits, ſhould 
fright thee from Commerce with them, and give 
thee Diſtaſte enough of their Actions. But this be- 
trays what a Student you are, this argues your Pro- 
ficiency in the Law. 

Ovid ju. They wrong me, Sir, and do abuſe you 

more, | ER 

That blow your Ears with theſe untrue Reports, 
T am not known unto the open Stage, | 
Nor do I traffick in their Theatres. 
Indeed, I do acknowledge, at requeſt 
Of ſome meer Friends, and honourable Romans, 
I have begun a Poem of that nature. 

Ovid ſe. You have, Sir, a Poem? and where is't? 
that's the Law you ſtudy. 

Ovid ju. Cornelius Gallus borrowed it to read. 

Ovid ſe. Cornelius Gallus? There's another Gallant 

too hath drunk of the ſame Poyſon, and 7iballus and 
Propertius. But theſe are Gentlemen of Means and 
Revenues now. Thou art a younger Brother, and 
haſt nothing but thy bare exhibition; which I pro- 
teſt ſhall be bare indeed, if thou forſake not theſe 
unprofitable By-courſes, and that timely too. Name 
me a profeſt Poet, that his Poetry did ever afford 
him ſo much as a Competency. I, your God of 
Poets there (whom all of you admire and reverence 


ſo much) Homer, he whoſe Worm-caten Statue muſt 
not 
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not be ſpew'd againſt, but with hallowed Lips and 
oveling Adoration, what was he? what was he? 

Tuc. Marry, I'll tell thee, old Swaggerer; he was 
a poor, blind, rhyming Raſcal, that Jy obſcurely 
up and down in Booths and Tap-houfes, and ſcarce 
ever made a good Meal in his Sleep, the whoreſon 
hungry Beggar | 

Ovid ſe. He ſays well: Nay, I know this nettles 
you now; but anſwer me, Ist not true? You'll tell 
me his Name ſhall livez and that (now being dead) 
his Works have eternis'd him, and made him divine 
but could this Divinity feed him while he liv'd ? 
could his Name feaſt him? 

Tuc. Or purchaſe him a Senator's Revenue? could it? 

Ovid ſe. I, or give him Place in the Common» 
_ wealth? Worſhip, or Attendants ? make him be car- 
ried in his Litter? - 

Tuc. Thou ſpeakeſt Sentences, old Bias. | 

Lup. All this the Law will do, young Sir, if you'll 
follow it. 

Ovid ſe. If he be mine, he ſhall follow and obſerve 
what I will apt him to, or, I profeſs here openly 
and utterly to diſcaim him. 

Ovid ju. Sir, let me crave you will forego theſe 
| will be ey u guy any.th 

will be any thing, or any thing 
I'll prove no unfithion'd Body 2 Low 
Pure Elegance, and make her rugged'ſt ſtrains 
Run ſmoothly, as Propertius Elegies. ; 

Ovid ſe. Propertius Elegies ? good! 

Lup. Ts Jon take him too quickly, Marcus. 

Ovid ſe. y, he cannot ſpeak, he cannot think 


out of Poetry; he is bewitch'd with it. 
Lup. Come, do not miſ-prize him. 
Ovid ſe. Miſ-prize? I marry, I would have him 
uſe ſome ſuch words now; they have ſome touch, 
ſome taſte of the Law: He ſhould make himſelf a 
ſtile out of theſe, and let his Propertius Elegies go by. 
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Lup. Indeed, young Publius, he that will now hit 
the Mark, muſt ſhoot through the Law; we have no 
other Planet reigns, and in that Sphere you may ſit 
and ſing with Angels. Why, the Law makes a 
Man happy, without reſpecting any other Merit; a 
ſimple Scholar, or none at at all, may be a Lawyer. 
Tuc. He tells thee true, my noble Neophyte ; my 
little Grammaticaſter, he does: It ſhall never put thee 
to thy Mathematicks, Metaphyſicks, Philoſophy, and ] 
know not what ſuppos'd ſufficiencies; if thou canſt 
but have the patience to plod enough, talk, and 
make a noiſe enough, be impudent enough, and 'tis 
enough. 
Lup. Three Books will furniſh you. | 
Tuc. And the leſs Art the better: Beſides, when 
it ſhall be in the power of thy Chevril Conſcience, 
to do right or wrong at thy pleaiure, my pretty A. 
cibiades. | 
 Lup. I, and to have better Men than himſelf, by 
many thouſand degrees, to obſerve him, and ſtand 
are. | 
Tuc. True, and he to carry himſelf proud and 
ſtately, and have the Law on his fide for't, old Boy, 
Ovid ſe. Well, the day grows old, Gentlemen, and 
I muſt leave you. Publius, if thou wilt hold my fa- 
your, abandon theſe idle fruitleſs Studies that ſo be- 
witch thee. Send Janus home his Back-face again, 
and look only forward to the Law. Intend that. I 
will allow thee what ſhall ſute thee in the rank of 
Gentlemen, and maintain thy Socicty with the beſt; 
and under theſe Conditions I leave thee, My Bleſ- 
ſings light upon thee, if thou reſpect them; if not, 
mine Eyes may drop for thee, but thine own Heart 
will ake for it ſelf; and ſo farewel. What, are my 
Horles come ? 
Luſ. Yes, Sir, they are at the Gate without. 
Ovid ſe, That's well. Afinius Lupus, a word. Cap- 
tain, I ſhall take my leave of you? . 7 
us” 
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Tuc. No, my little old Boy, diſpatch with Cothur- 
nus there: I'll attend thee, I —— 


* Luf. To borrow ſome ten Drachms, I know his 


Project. Ne 

Ovid e. Sir, you ſhall make mebeholding to you. 
Now, Captain Tucca, what ſay you? | 

Tuc. Why, what ſhould I ſay? or what can I ſay, 
my flower o the Order? Should I fay thou art rich, 
or that thou art honourable, or wiſe, or valiant, or 
learned, or liberal? why, thou art all theſe, and thou 
knoweſt it (my noble Lucullus) thou knoweſt it. 
Come, be not aſhamed of thy Virtues, old Stump. 
Honour's a good Brooch to wear in a Man's Hat at 
all times. Thou art the Man of Wars Mecænas, old 
Boy. Why ſhouldſt not thou be grac'd then by 
them, as well as he is by his Poets? How now, my 
Carrier, what News? | 


Luſ. The Boy has ſtayed within for his Cue this 
half hour. En 6 
Tuc, Come, do not whiſper to me, but ſpeak it 
out: r it is no Treaſon againſt the State, I 
hope, is't 
2 Ves, againſt the State of my Maſter's Purſe. 
Pyr. Sir, Agrippa deſires you to forbear him till 
the next Week; his Moils are not yet come up. 
Tuc. His Moils? now the Bots, the Spavin, and the 
Clanders, and ſome dozen Diſeaſes more, light on him 
| and his Moils. What ha' they the yellows, his Moils, 
| that they come no faſter? or are they foundred? 
| ha? his Moils ha' the Szaggers belike, ha' they? 
| Pyr. O no, Sir: then your Tongue might be ſuſ- 
pected for one of his Moils. 
| Tuc. He owes me almoſt a Talent, and he thinks 
to bear it away with his Moils, does he? Sirrah, you 
Nut-cracker, go your ways to him again, and tell 
him I muſt ha N I: I cannot eat Stones and 


Turfs, ſay. What, will he clem me and my Follow- 
ers? Ask him an' he will clem me; do, go. He would 


have 
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have me fry my Jerkin, would he? Away, Setter, a. 
way. Vet, ſtay, my little Tumbler; this old Boy 
ſhall ſupply now; I will not trouble him, I cannot 
be importunate, I; I cannot be impudent. 

Pyr. Alas, Sir, noz you are the moſt maidenly 
bluſhing Creature upon the Earth. 

Tuc. Doſt thou hear, my little i and 55 or there- 
abouts? Thou art not to learn the Humours and 
Tricks of that old bald Cheater Time; thou haſt not 
this Chain for nothing. Men of worth have their Chy. 
mera's, as well as other Creatures; and they do 2 
| Monſters ſometimes, they do, they do, brave Boy. 

Pyr. Better cheap than he ſhall ſee you, I warrant 


im. 3 
Tuc. Thou muſt let me have ſix, ſix Drachms, I 
mean, old Boy; thou ſhale do it; I tell thee, old 
Boy, thou ſhalt, and in private too, doſt thou ſee? 
Go, walk off: there, there. Six is the Sum, Thy 
Son's a gallant Spark, and muſt not be put out of a 
ſudden. Come þither, Callimachus, thy Father tells 
me thou art too poetical, Boy; thou muſt not beſo, 
thou muſt leave them, young Novice, thou muſt ; they 
are a ſort of poor ftary'd Raſcals, that are ever wrapt 
up in foul Linnen; and oan boaſt of nothing but a 
lean Viſage, peering out of a Seam-rent Sute, the very 
Emblems of Beggary. No, doſt hear, turn Lawyer, 
thou ſhalt be my Solicitor, ”Tis right, old Boy, is't? 

Ovid ſe. You were belt tell it, Captain. 

Tuc. No, fare thou well, mine honeſt Horſe-man, 
and thou old Bever. Pray thee, Roman, when thou 
comeſt to Town, ſee me at my Lodging, viſit me 
ſometimes; thou ſhalt be welcome, old Boy. Donot 
balk me, good Swaggerer. 7ove keep thy Chain from 
pawning ; go thy ways, if thou lack Mony I'll lend 
thee ſome; I'll leave thee to thy Horſe now. Adieu. 

Ovid ſe, Farewell, good Captain. 

Tuc. Boy, you can have but half a ſhare now, Boy. 


. 
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Ovid ſe. Tis a ſtrange Boldneſs that accompanies 
this Fellow: Come. 

Ovid ju. I'll give Attendance on you to your Horſe, 
Sir, pleaſe you 8 Es 

Ovid ſe. No; keep your Chamber, and fall to your 
Studies; de ſo: The Gods of Rome bleſs thee. . 

Ovid ju. And give me Stomach to digeſt this Law. 
That ſhould: have followed ſure, had I been he, 
O ſacred Poefie, thou Spirit of Roman Arts, 
The Soul of Science, and the Queen of Souls; 
What prophane Violence, almoſt Sacrilege, 
Hath here been offered thy Divinities ! 
That thine own guiltleſs Poverty ſhould arm 
Prodigious Ignorance to wound thee thus! 
For — is all their force of Argument 
Drawn forth againſt thee; or from the abuſe 
Of thy great Powers in adult' rate Brains: 


When, would Men learn but ro diſtinguiſh Spirits, 


And ſet true difference twixt thoſe jaded Wits 

That run a broken pace for common hire, 

And the high Raptures of a happy 2 * 

Born on the wings of her. immortal Thought, 

That kicks at Earth with a diſdainful Heel, 

And beats at Heaven Gates with her bright hoofs; 

They would not then with ſuch diſtorted Faces, 

And deſp'rate Cenſures, ſtab at Poefe. | 

They would admire r their Minds 

Should ne'er deſcend on ſo unworthy Objects 

As Gold, or Titles; they would dread far more, 

To be thought ignorant, than be known poor. 

© The time was once, when Wit drown'd Wealth; 
but now | 

« Your only Barbariſm is t' have Wit, and want. 

“No matter now in Virtue who excels, 


He that hath Coin, hath all Perfection elſe, 
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SCENE lll. 
Tibullus, Ovid. 


Tib, Ovid? - 

Ovid. Who's there? Come in. 

Zib. Good morrow, Lawyer. [down. 

Ovid. Good morrow (dear Tibullus) welcome; ſit 

Tib. Not I. What, ſo hard at it? Let's ſee, what's 
Nay, I will ſee it [ here? 

Ovid. Prithee away 

Tib. If thrice in Field a Man vanquiſb his Foe, 

"Tis after in his Choice to ſerve, or no. 
How now Ovid Law Caſes in Verſe? 

Ovid. Introth, I know not; they run from my Pen 
Unwittingly, if they be Verſe. What's the News 
abroad? | | 
Tib. Off with this Gown, I come to have thee walk, 

Ovid. No, good Tibullus, I'm not now in cale, 
Pray let me alone. 

Tib. How? not in caſe! 

'Slighr thou'rt in too much caſe, by all this Law. 
vid. Troth, if I live, I will new dreſs the Law, 
In ſprightly Poeſies habillaments. | 
h The Hell thou wilt. What, turn Law into Verſe? 
Thy Father has ſchool'd thee, I ſee. Here, read that ſame. 
There's ſubject for you: and if I miſtake not, 
A Superſedeas to your Melancholy. 
Ovid. How ! ſubſcrib'd Julia! O,myLife,myHeav'n, 
Tib. Is the Mood chang'd? 


Ovid. Muſick of Wit! Note for th' harmonious 
Sphears ! 


Celeſtial Accents, how yau raviſh me! 
7ib, What is it, Ovid ; 
Ovid. That I muſt meet my Julia, the Princeſs Julia. 
77b. Where? 


Ovid. Why, at —— Heart, I have forgot; my 
Paſſion fo tranſports me, a Bs 
ih, 
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Tib. I'll fave your pains: It is at Albius Houſe, 


The Jeweller's, where the fair Lycoris lyes. 


Ovid. Who? Cytheris, Cornelius Gallus Love? 
Tib. I, he'll be there too, and my Plautia. 
Ovid. And why not your Delia ? 
Tib. Yes, and your Corinna. 
Ovid. True, but my ſweet 7ibullus, keep that ſecret 2 
I would not, for all Rome, it ſhould be thought 
I vail bright Julia underneath that Name: 
Julia, the Gem and Jewel of my Soul, 
That takes her Honours from the golden Sky, 
As Beauty doth all Luſtre from her Eye. 
The Air reſpires the pure Elyzian Sweets 
In which ſhe breathes, and from her Looks deſcend 
The Glories of the Summer. Heaven ſhe is, 


Prais'd in her ſelf above all Praiſe z and he 


Which hears her ſpeak, would ſwear the tuneful Orbs 
Turn'd in his Zenith only. 
Tib. Publius, thou'lt loſe thy ſelf. | 
Ovid. O, in no Labyrinth can I ſafelier err, 
Than when J loſe my ſelf in praifing her. 
Hence Law, and . a Muſes; tho? not rich, 
Yet are you pleaſing : Let's be reconcil'd, 8 
And now made one. Henceforth, I promiſe Faith, 
And all my ſerious hours to ſpend with you: 
With you, whoſe Muſick ſtriketh on my Heart, 
And with bewitching tones ſteals forth my Spirit, 
In Julias Name; fair Julia. Fulia's Love | 
Shall be a Law, and that ſweet Law I'll ſtudy, 
The Law and Art of ſacred Julia's Love: 
All other Objects will but Abjects prove. 
7716. Come, we ſhall have thee as paſſionate a4 
Propertius, anon. 5 
Ovid. O, how does my Sextus ? | 
Tib. Faith, full of Sorrow for his Cynthia's death. 
Ovid. What, till? : 
71b.Still,and ſtill more, his Griefs do grow upon him, 
As do his hours, Neyer did I know | 
: Dd 2 An 
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An underſtanding Spirit ſo take to heart 


The common work of Fate. 


Ovid. O my Tibullus, | 
Let us not blame him; for againſt ſuch chances 


The heartieſt Strife of Virtue is not proof. 


We may read Conſtancy and Fortitude 
To other Souls; but had our ſelves been ſtruck 
With the like Planet, had our Loves (like his) 
Been raviſh'd from us by injurious Death, 
And in the height and heat of our beſt days, 
It would have crackt our Sinews, ſhrunk our Veins, 
And made our very Heart-ſtrings jar, like his. 
Come, let's go take him forth, and prove if Mirth 
Or Company will but abate his Paſſion. 

_ Tih. nt, and I implore the Gods it may. 


ACTI SCENE I. 


Altius, Criſpinus, Chloe, Maids, Cytheris. 


A. Aſter Criſpinus, you are welcome: Pray uſe 

M A Stel Sir. or Couſin Cytheris il 
come down preſently. We are ſo buſie for receiving 
of theſe Courtiers here, that I can ſcarce be a Mi- 
nute with my ſelf, for thinking of them: Pray you 
Gr, Sir; pray you fit, Sir. 

Criſ. T am very well, Sir. Ne'er truſt me, but you 
are moſt delicately ſeated here, full of ſweet delight 
and blandiſhment! an excellent Air, an excellent Air! 

Alb. I, Sir, 'tis a pretty Air. Theſe Courtiers run 
in my Mind 4till ; I muſt look out. For Jupiter's ſake, 
fir, Sir; or pleaſe you walk into the Garden? There's 
a Gardcn on the Back- ſide. 

Crif. I am moſt ftrenuouſly well, I thank you, Sir. 

io. Much good do you, Sir. 


Chl. 


POETAST-ER, 421 


Chlo. Come, bring thoſe Perfumes forward a little, 
and ftrew ſome Roſes and Violets here: Fie, here 
be Rooms ſavour the molt pitifully rank that ever I 
felt: I cry the Gods Mercy, my Husband's in the 
wind of us. 

Alb. Why this is good, excellent, excellent; well 
ſaid, my ſweet Chloe; trim up your Houſe moſt ob- 
ſequiouſly. a 

Chlo. For Fulcan's ſake, breathe ſomewhere elſe : 
in troth you overcome our Perfumes exceedingly, 
you are too predominant. 

Alb. Hear but my Opinion, ſweet Wife. 

Chlo. A Pin for your Opinion. In fincerity, if you 
be thus fulſome to me in every thing, I'll be divor- 
ced. Gods my body! you know what you were be- 
fore I married you; I was a Gentlewoman born, I; 
I loſt all my Friends to be a Citizens Wife, becauſe 
I heard indeed they kept their Wives as fine as La- 
dies; and that we might rule our Husbands like La- 
dies, and do what we liſted ; do you think I would 
have married you elſe? 

Alb. J acknowledge, ſweet Wife: ſhe ſpeaks the 
beſt of any Woman in 1taly, and moves as mightily; 
which makes me, I had rather ſhe ſhould — — 
Bumps on my head, as big as my two Fingers, than 
I would offend her. But ſweet Wife 

Chlo. Vet again? Is't not grace enough for you, 
that I call you Husband, and you call me Wife; bur 
you muſt ſtill be poking me, againſt my will, to things? 

Alb. But you know, Wife, here are the greateſt 
Ladies, and gallanteſt Gentlemen of Rome, to be en- 
tertain'd in our Houſe now; and I would fain ad- 
OG to entertain them in the belt ſort, i' faith, 

ife. 

Chlo. In ſincerity, did you ever hear a Man talk fo 
idly? You would ſeem to be Maſter ? you would 
have your Spoke in my Cart? you would advife me 
to entertain Ladies and Gentlemen ? Becauſe you can 
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marſhal your Pack-needles, Horſe-combs, Hobby. 
horſes, and Wall- candleſticks in you Ware-houſe bet- 
ter than I, therefore you can tell how to entertain 
Ladies and Gentlefolks better than I? 

Alb. O my ſweet Wife, upbraid me not with that; 
c Gain favours ſweetly from any thing; he that re- 
ſpects to get, mult reliſh all Commodities alike, and 
admit no difference betwixt Ode and Frankincenſe, 
or the moſt precious Balſamum and a Tar-barrel. 

Chlo. Marry fough : You (ell Snuffers too, if you 
be remember'd, but I pray you let me buy them out 
of your hand; for I tell you true, I take it highly 
in Snuff, to learn how to entertain Gentlefolks of you, 
at theſe years i' faith. Alas man, there was not a 
Gentleman came to your houſe 1 your t' other Wife's 
time, I hope? nor a Lady? nor Muſick? nor Masks? 
Nor you nor your Houſe were ſo much as ſpoken 
of, before I disbas'd my ſelf, from my Hood and my 
Farthingal, to theſe Bum-rowls and your W halebone 
Bodice. 

Alb. Look here, my ſweet Wife; I am mum, my 
dear Mummia, my Balſamum, my Sperma-cete, and 
my very City of — ſhe has the moſt beſt, true, fe- 
minine wit in Rome / 

Criſ. J have heard ſo, Sir; and do moſt vehe- 
mently deſire to participate the knowledge of her 
fair Features. 

Alb. Ah, peace; you ſhall hear more anon; be 
not ſeen yet, I pray you; not yet: obſerve, 

Chlo. Give Husbands the head a little more, and 
they'll be nothing but head ſhortly z what's he there? 

1 Maid. I know not, Forſooth. 

2 Maid, Who would you ſpeak with, Sir? 
Criſ. I would ſpeak with my Couſin Cytheris. - 

2 Maid. He is one, Forſooth, would ſpeak with 
his Couſin Cytheris. | 

Chlo. Is ſhe your Couſin, Sir? 

Cri/. Yes in truth, Forſooth, for fault of a — 
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Chlo. She is a Gentlewoman. 
Criſ. Or elſe ſhe ſhould not be my Couſin, I aſſure 
ou. 

Chlo. Are you a Gentleman born? | | 

Criſ. That I am, Lady; you ſhall ſee mine Arms, 
if't pleaſe you. 85 . 

Chlo. No, your Legs do ſufficiently ſhew. you are 
a Gentleman born, Sir; for a Man born upon little 
Legs, is always a Gentleman born, | 

Criſ. Yet, I pray you, vouchſafe the ſight of my 
Arms, Miſtreſs; for I bear them about me, to have 
'em ſeen: My Name is Cri/pinys, or Cri-/pinas in- 
deed; which is well expreſt in my Arms, (a Face 
crying in Chief; and beneath it a bloody Toe, be- 
tween three Thorns pungent.) | | 

Chlo. Then you are welcome, Sir, now you are a 
Gentleman born, I can find in my heart to welcome 

ou; for I am Gentlewoman born too, and will 
ear my Head high enough, though 'twere my for- 
tune to marry a Tradeſman, 

Criſ. No Joubt of that, ſweet Feature, your Car- 
riage ſhews it in any Man's Eye, that is carried up- 
on you with Judgment. | 

Alb. Dear Wife, be not angry. 

[ He is ftill going in and out, 

Chlo. God's my Paſſion ! | 

Alb. Hear me but one thing; let not your Maids 
ſet Cuſhions in the Parlour Windows, nor in the 
Dining-chamber Windows; nor upon Stools, in ei- 
ther of them, in any caſe; for 'tis Tavern like; but 
lay them one upon another, in ſame Out-room or 
corner of the Dining- chamber. | 
 Cblo. Go, go, meddle with your Bed-chamber on- 

ly; or rather with your Bed in your Chamber only 
or rather with your Wife in your Bed only; or on 
my faith I'll not be pleas'd with you only. 

Alb. Look here, my dear Wife, entertain that 
Gentleman kindly, I pry' thee — mum, 

D d Cbla; 
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Chlo. Go, I need pou inſtructions indeed; anger 
me no more, I adviſe you. Citi-ſin, quoth'a! ſhe's 
a wiſe Gentlewoman y'faith, will marry her ſelf to 


the Sin of the City. 


Alb. But this time, and no more (by Heav'n) Wife: 
hang no Pictures in the Hall, nor in the Dining- 
chamber, in any caſe, but in the Gallery only, for 
tis not courtly elſe, o' my word, Wife. 

Cyblo. Sprecious, never have done! 

Alb. Wife. 

Cblo. Do I not bear a reaſonable corrigible hand 
over him, Criſpinus? 

On: By this Hand, Lady, you hold a moſt ſweet 
Hand over him. 

Aub. And then for the great gilt Andirons 

Chlo. Again! would the Andirons were in your 
great Guts for me. 

Alb. I do vaniſh, Wife. 

Cblo. How ſhall I do, Maſter Cri/pinus? here will 
be all the braveſt Ladies in Court preſently to ſec 

our Couſin Cytheris: O the Gods! how might J 

chave my ſelf now, as to entertain them moſt 

Courtly. 
Criſ? Marry, Lady, if you will entertain them moſt 
Courtly, you muſt do thus: as' ſoon as ever your 
Maid or your Man brings you Word they are come, 
you muſt ſay (A Pox on 'em, what do they here?) 
And yet when they come, ſpeak them as fair, and 
give them the kindeſt Welcome in words, that 
Can be. | 

Chlo. Is that the Faſhion of Courtiers, Cri/pinus ? 

Criſ. L affure you, it is, Lady, I have obſerv'd it. 

Chlo. For your Pox, Sir, it is eaſily hit on; but 
tis not ſo eaſie to ſpeak fair after, methinks. 

Alb. O Wife, the Coaches are come, on my word, 


a number of Coaches and Courtiers. 


| Chls, A Pox on chem, what do they here? 
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Alb. How now Wife! would'ſt thou not have 
'em come ? . 5 

Chlo. Come? come, you are a Fool, you: He 
knows not the trick on't. Call Cytheris, I pray you: 
and good Maſter Criſpinus, you can obſerve, you ſay; 
let me entreat you for all the Ladies Behaviours, 
Jewels, Jeſts, and Attires, that you marking as well 
as I, we may put both our Marks together, when 


they are gone, and confer of them. 


Crif. 1 warrant you, ſweet Lady; let me alone to 
obſerve, till I turn my ſelf to nothing but obſervation. 
Good morrow Couſin Cytheris. 

Cyth. Welcome kind Couſin. What? are they come? 

Alb. I your Friend Cornelius Gallus, Ovid, Tibullus, 
Properties, with Julia the Emperor's Daughter, and 
the Lady Plautia, are lighted at the Door; and with 
them Hermogenes Tigellius, the excellent Muſician, 

Cyth. Come, let us go meet them, Chloe. 

Chloe. Obſerve, Criſpinus. | 

Criſ. At a Hairs breadth, Lady, IT warrant you. 


SCENE IL 


Gallus, Ovid, Tibullus, Propertius, Hermogenes, Julia, 
Plautia, Cytheris, Chloe, Albius, Criſpinus. 


Gal. Health to the lovely Chloe: 200 mult pardon - 
me, Miſtreſs, that I prefer this fair Gentlewoman. 


Cyth. ] pardon, and praiſe you for it, Sir; and T 
beſeech your Excellence, receive her Beauties into 
your Knowledge and Favour. | 

Jul. Cytheris, ſhe hath Favour and Behaviour, that 
commands as much of me: and ſweet Chloe, know I 
do exceedingly love you, and that I will approve in 
any Grace my Father the Emperor may ſhew you, 
Is this your Husband? 

Alb. For Fault ofa better, if it pleaſe your Highneſs. 

Cblo, Gods my Life! how he ſhames me! p47 

23 ; 71. 
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Cyth. Not a whit, Chloe, they all think you poli- 
tick, and witty z wiſe Women chuſe not Husbands 
for the Eye, Merit, or Birth, but Wealth and So- 
yereignty. 

Ovid. Sir, we all come to gratulate, for the good 


| report of you. 


Tib. And would be glad to deſerve your Love, Sir. 

Alb. My Wife will anſwer you all, Gentlemen; 
J]'ll come to you again preſently. 

Plau. You have choſen you a moſt fair Compani- 
on here, Cytheris, and a very fair Houſe. 


Cyth. To both which, you and all my Friends 


very welcome, Plautia. 

Chlo. With all my Heart, I aſſure your Ladyſhip. 

Plau. Thanks, ſweet Miſtreſs Chloe. 

Jul. You muſt needs come to Court, Lady, i'faith, 
and there be ſure your welcome ſhall be as great tous, 

Ovid. She will deſerve it, Madam. I ſee, even in 
her Looks, Gentry, and general Worth ineſs. 

77b. I have not ſeen a more certain Character of 
an excellent Diſpoſition. 

Alb. Wife. 


Chlo. O, they do ſo commend me here, the Cour: | 


tiers! what's the matter now ? | 

Alb. For the Banquet, ſweet Wife. 

Chlo. Yes; and I muſt needs come to Court, and 
be welcome, the Princeſs ſays. | 

Gal. Ovid, and Tibullus, you may be bold to wel- 
come your Miſtreſs here. 

Ovid. We find it ſo, Sir. 

Tib. And thank Cornelius Gallus. 

Ovid. Nay, my ſweet Sextus, in faith thou art not 
ſociable. | 

Prop. In faith, I am not, Publius; nor J cannot. 
Sick Minds, are like ſick Men that burn with Feavers, 
Who when they drink, pleaſe but a preſent taſte, 
And after bear a more impatient fit. 


Pray let me leave you; I offend you all, 


And my ſelf moſt, Gal. Stay ſweet Propertius. wy 
10. 


is 
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7ih. Vou yield too much unto your griefs, and fate, 
Which never hurts, but when we fay it hurts us. - 

Prop. O peace Tibullus; your Philoſophy | 
Lends you too rough a Hand to ſearch my Wounds. 
Speak they of griets, that know to gh and grieve? 

he free and unconſtrained Spirit feels 9" 
No weight of my Oppreſſion. Ovid. Worthy Roman! 
Methinks I taſte his Miſery, and could | 


Sit down, and chide at his malignant Stars. 


Jul. Methinks I love him, that he loves ſo truly, 
n. This is the perfect'ſt Love, lives after Death. 
Gal. Such is the conſtant ground of Virtue ſtill. 
Plau. It puts on an inſeparable Face. 
Chlo. Have you mark'd every thing, Criſpinus? 
Criſ. Every thing, I warrant you. | 
_ wrong Gentlemen are theſe? do you know 
them | 
Criſ. I, they are Poets, Lady. | 
e as ? they did not talk of me ſince I went, 
id they 
Criſ. 0 yes, and extoll'd your Perfections to the 
Heav'ns. | ; 
Chlo. Now in ſincerity, they be the fineſt kind of 
Men that ever I knew : Poets? Could not one get the 
Emperor to make my Husband a Poet, think you? 
Criſ. No, Lady, tis Love and Beauty make Po- 
ets: and fince you like Poets ſo well, your Love and 
Beauties ſhall make me a Poet. Ys | 
Chlo. What, ſhall they? and ſuch a one as theſe? 
Criſ. I, and a better than theſe : I would be ſorry elſe. 
Chlo. And ſhall your Looks change? and your Hair 
change? and all like theſe ? 
Criſ. Why, a Man may be a Poet, and yet not 
change his Hair, Lady. 
Chlo. Well, we ſhall fee your cunning: yet if you 


can change your Hair, I pray do. 
Alb. Ladies, and Lordings, there's a flight Banquet 
ſtays within for you, pleaſe you draw near, and accoſt it. 


Jul. 
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Jul. We thank you, good Albius: but when ſhall 
we _ thoſe excellent Jewels you are commended to 
ave | 

lb. At your Ladyſhips Service. I got that Speech 
by ſeeing a Play laſt Day, and it did me ſome Grace 
now: I ſee, tis good to collect ſometimes; I'll fre- 
quent theſe Plays more than I have done, now I come 
to be familiar with Courtiers. 

Gal. Why how now, FHermogenes ? what aileſt 


thou trow ? 


Her. A little Melancholly, let me alone, pr'y thee. 
Gal. Melancholy! how ſo? 
Her. With riding: a Plague on all Coaches for me, 
Chlo. Is that hard- favourd Gentleman a Poet too, 
Cytheris ? | | 
Cn. No, this is Hermogenes, as humorous as a Poet 
though: he is a Muſician. 
Chlo. A Muſician! then he can ſing. 
1 4 J That he can excellently; dick you never hear 
im | 
Chlo; O no: will he be entreated, think you? 
Cyth. I know not. Friend, Miſtreſs Chloe would 
_ 1 Hermogenes ſing: Are you intereſted in 
im? 
Gal. No doubt, his own Humanity will command 
him ſo far, to the ſatisfaction of ſo fair a Beauty; 
but rather than fail, we'll all be Suiters to him. 
Her. Cannot ſing. 
Gal. Pr'y thee, Hermogenes. 
Her. Cannot ſing. | 
Gal. For honour of this Gentlewoman, to whoſe 
Houſe, I know thou mayſt be ever welcome. 
EhJo. That he ſhall in truth, Sir, if he can ſing. 
Ovid. What's that? | 
Gal. This Gentlewoman is wooing Hermogenes for 
a Song. 
Ovid. A Song? come, he ſhall not deny her. Her- 
mogenes? | 1 
er. 


ſe 


or 
- 
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Her. *Cannot fing. 

Gal. No, the Ladies muſt do it; he ſtays but to 
have their Thanks acknowledg'd as a Debt to his 
Cunning. | . 

Jul. That ſhall not want; our ſelf will be the firſt 
ſhall promiſe to pay him more than Thanks, upon a 
favour ſo worthily vouchſaf d. 

Her. Thank you, Madam, but will not ſing. 

7ib. Tut, the only way to win him, is to abſtain 
from intreating him. | 

Criſ. Do you love ſinging, Lady? 

Chlo. O, batte p, 

Criſ. Intreat the Ladies to intreat me to ſing then, 
I beſeech you. 2 

Chloe. 1 beſeech your Grace, intreat this Gentle- 
man to ſing. 

Jul. That we will, Chloe; can he ſing excellently? 

Chlo. J think ſo, Madam; for he intreated me to 
intreat you to intreat him to ſing. a 

Criſ. Heaven and Earth! would you tell that? 

Jul. Good Sir, let's intreat you to uſe your Voice: 

Criſ. Alas, Madam, I cannot in truth. 

Pla. The Gentleman is modeſt: I warrant you, he 
ſings excellently. | TS 

Ovid. Hermogenes, clear your Throat; I ſee by 
him, here's a Gentleman will worthily challenge you. 

Criſ. Not I, Sir, I'll challenge no Man. 7 

Tib. That's your Modeſty, Sir; but we, out of 
an aſſurance of your Excellency, challenge him in 
your behalf. | 

Criſ. I thank you, Gentlemen, T'll do my beſt. 

Herm. Let that beſt be good, Sir, you were beſt. 

Gall. O, this Contention is excellent, What is't 
you ſing, Sir? | 
: Criſ. If freely may diſcover, &c. Sir, I'll ſing 
that. a 

Ovid. One of your own Compoſitions, Hermoge- 
nes, He offers you vantage enough, | 


Crif. 
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Criſ. Nay truly, Gentlemen, I'll challenge no 
_— I can ſing but one Staff of the Ditty nei. 
ther. | | f 

Gall. The better: Hermogenes himſelf will be in- 
treated to ſing the other. 


8 ON C. 


F I freely may diſcover 
What would pleaſe me in my Lover : 
1 would have her fair and witty, 
Savouring more of Court than City; 
A little proud, but full of Pity : 
Light and kumorous in her toying, 
of building Hopes, and ſoon deſtroying : 
Long, but ſaweet in the enjoying, 
Neither too eaſie, nor too hard. 
All Extreams I would have barr'd. 


Gall. Believe me, Sir, you ſing moſt excellently, 

Ovid. If there were a Praiſe above Excellence, the 
Gentleman highly deſerves it. 

Herm. Sir, all this doth not yet make me eayy 


you; for I know I ſing better than you. 


Tib. Attend *Hermogenes, now. 


IT. 


She ſhould be allowed her Paſſions, 

So they were but us'd as Faſhions, 
Sometimes froward, and then frowning, 
Sometimes fickiſh, and then N | 
Every Fit with change ſtill crowning. 
Purely jealous I would have her, 

Then only conſtant when I crave ber. 
"Tis a Virtue ſhould not ſave her. 
Thus, nor her Delicates would cloy me, 

Neither her Peeviſhneſs annoy me. 


Jul, 
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. Nay, Hermogenes, your Merit hath long ſince 
Ke both —— and admir'd of us, 8 


Herm. You ſhall hear me ſing another: Now will 
I begin. | 
Gall We ſhall do this Gentleman's Banquet too 
much wrong, that ſtays for us, Ladies. 

Jul. Tis true; and well thought on, Cornelius 
Gallus. . 

Herm. Why *tis but a ſhort Air, twill be done 
5 ſtay; ſtrike, Muſick. 

Ovid. No, good Hermogenes; we'll end this diffe- 
rence within. 7 

Jul. Tis the common Diſeaſe of all your Muſici- 
ans, that they know no mean, to be intreated either 
to begin or end. 

Alb. Pleaſe you lead the way, Gentles? 

All. Thanks, Good Albius. x 

Alb. O, what a Charm of Thanks was here put 
upon me! O Jove, what a ſetting forth it is to a 
Man, to have _ Courtiers come to his Houſe ! 
Sweetly was it ſaid of a good old Houſe-keeper, I 


had rather want Meat, than want Gueſts z eſpecially if 


they be courtly Gueſts. For, never truſt me, if one 
of their good Legs made in a Houſe be not worth 
all the good Chear a Man can make them. He that 
would have fine Gueſts, let him have a fine Wife; 
he that would have a fine Wife, let him come to 
me. 

Criſ. By your kind leave, Maſter Albius. 

Alb. What, you are not gone, Maſter Criſpinus? 

Criſ. Yes faith, I have a deſign draws me hence: 
Pray Sir, faſhion me an Excuſe to the Ladies. 

Alb. Will you not ſtay and ſee the Jewels, Sir? I 
pray you ſtay. 0 | 

Criſ. Not for a Million, Sir, now. Let it ſuffice, 
I muſt relinquiſh ; and ſo in a word, pleaſe you to 
expiate this Compliment, 

Alb. Mum, e 

. Crif. 
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Cris. T'll preſently go and enghle ſome Broker, for 
à Poet's Gown, and beſpeak a Garland: and then 
Jeweller look to your beſt Jewel i' faith. 


ACT WW. SCENE I. 
| Horace, Criſpinus. | 


Hor. A! yes, I will begin an Ode ſo; and it ſhall 
be to Mecænas. 

Criſ. Slid, yonder's Horace they ſay he's an ex- 
cellent Poet: Mecænas loves him. I'll fall into his 
Acquaintance, if I can; I think he be compoſing as 
he goes i the Street! ha? *tis.a good Humour, if he 
be: I'll compoſe too. 

Hor. Swell me a Bowl with Infiy Mine, [Hor.Lib, 
Till I may fee the plump Lyæus ſwim I. Sat. 9. 
| | Above the Brim : FA 
1 drink, as I would write, 

In flowing Meaſure, filld with Flame and Sprite. 

Criſ. Sweet Horace, Minerva and the Muſes ſtand 
auſpicious to thy deſigns. How far'ſt thou, ſweet 
Man? Frolick? Rich? Gallant ? ha? 

_ Nor greatly Gallant, Sir; like my Fortunes, 
well. 
I am bold to take my leave, Sir; you'll nought elſe, 
Sir, would you? | | 

Criſ. Troth no, but I could wiſh thou didſt know 
us, Horacez we are a Scholar, I aſſure thee. 

Hor. A Scholar, Sir? I ſhall be covetous of your 
fair knowledge. 

Criſ. Gramercy, good Horace. Nay we are new 
turn'd Poet too, which is more; and a Satyriſt too, 
which is more than that: I write juſt in thy Vein, 
I. I am for your Oges, or your Sermones, or any 


thing indeed; we are a Gentleman beſides 3 our 
| | Name 
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Name is Rufus Laberius Criſpinus; we are a pretty 
* Stoick too. 5 | | 
Hor. To the proportion of your Beard, I think it, 


ir. 
Criſ. By Phebus, here's a moſt neat fine Street, is't 
not? I proteſt to thee, I am enamour'd of this Street 
now, more than of half the Streets of Rome again; 
tis ſo polite, and terſe! There's the Front of a Buil- 
ding now. I ſtudy Architecture too; if ever I 
ſhould build, I'd have a Houſe juſt of that Proſpe- 
five. 
Hor. Doubtleſs, this Gallant's Tongue has a good 
turn, when he ſleeps. a 
Eriſ. I do make Verſes, when I come in ſuch a Street 
as this: O your City-Ladies, you ſhall ha em fit in 
every Shop like the Muſes — off ring you the Caſta- 
lian Dews, and the Theſpian Liquors, to as many as 
have but the ſweet Grace and Audacity to ſip of 
oy "gg Did you never hear any of my Verſes? 
Hor. No, Sir (but I am in ſome fear I muſt now.) 
Criſ. T'll tell thee ſome (if I can but recover 'em) 
I compos'd e'en now of a Dreſſing I ſaw a Jew- 
eller's Wife wear, who indeed was a Jewel herſelf: 
I prefer that kind of Tire now; what's thy Opini- 
on, Horace? | 
Hor. With your Silver Bodkin, it does well, Sir. 
Criſ. I cannot tell, but it ſtirs me more than all 
our Court-curls, or your Spangles, or your Tricks: 
affect nor theſe bigh Gable-ends, theſe Tuſcan Tops, 
nor your Coronets, nor your Arches, nor your Py- 
ramids; give me a fine ſweet — little delicate dreſ- 
ſing with a Bodkin, as you ſay; and a Muſhrome - 
for all your other Ornatures. 15 
Hor. Is't not poſſible to make an Eſcape from him? 
Criſ. J have remitted my Verſes, all this while, 1 
think, I ha' forgot em. 
Hor. Here's he could wiſh you had elſe. 
Criſ. Pray Jove I can entreat em of my Memory. 
o L. I, Ee . Hot. 
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Hor. Y ou put your Memory to too much trouble, Sir, 


Cri. 


. No, ſweet Horace, we mult not have thee 
think ſo. N 

Fler. 1 cry you mercy; then they are my Ears that 
mult be tortur'd: well, you muſt have patience, Ears. 

Criſ. Pray thee, Horace, obſerve. 

Hor. Yes, Sirz your Sattin Sleeve begins to fret 
at the Rug that is underneath it, I do obſerve: And 
your ample velvet Baſes are not without evident ſtains 
of a hot Diſpoſition naturally. 

Criſ. O I'll dye them into another Colour, at 
pleaſure : how many Yards of Velyet doſt thou think 
they contain? 

Hor. I have put him now in a freſh way 
To vex me more: Faith, Sir, your Mercers Book 
Will tell you with more Patience than I can. 

(For I am croſt, and ſo's not that, I think.) 

Criſ. *Slight, theſe Verſes have loſt me again: I 
ſhall not invite 'em to Mind, now. 

Hor. Rack not your Thoughts, good Sir; rather 
e 55 
To a new time; I'll meet you at your Lodging, 
Or where you pleaſe ; Till then, Jorg keep you, Sir. 

Criſ. Nay, gentle Horace ſtay; I have it now. 

Hor. Ves, Sir. Apollo, Hermes, Jupiter, look down 
upon me. | 


Criſ. Rich was thy hap, feet dainty Cap, 
There 10 be placed: 
Where thy ſmooth black, ſleck white may ſmack, 
And both be graced. 


White is there uſurpt for her Brow z her Fore-head: 
and then /leek, as the parallel to ſmooth, that went 
before. A kind of Paranomaſie, or Agnomination: do 
you conceive, Sir? | 

" Hor. Excellent. Troth, Sir, I muſt be abrupt and 
leave you. 


Cri. 


2528 


— 2 — 


Pry SJ 


p EH 


Criſ. Why what haſte haſt thou? pr'y thee ſlay a 
little; thou ſhalt not go yer, by Phœbus. | 
Hor. I ſhall not? what Remedy? Fic, how I ſweat 
with ſuffering ! 
Criſ. And then 
Hor. Pray, Sir, give me leave to wipe my Face a 
little. | 
Criſ. Yes do, good Horace, 
Hor. Thank you, Sir. | 
Death! I muſt crave his leave to piſs anon; 
Or that I may go hence with half my Teeth : 
I am in ſome ſuch fear. This Tyranny © 
Is ſtrange, to take mine Ears up by Commiſſion, 
(Whether I will or no) and make them Stalls 
To his lewd Soleciſins, and worded Traſh. 
Happy thou, bold Bolanus, now I ſay; 
W hole freedom, and impatience of this Fellow, 
Would long ere this have call'd him Fool, and Fool, 
And rank and tedious Fool, and have flung Jeſts 
As hard as Stones, till thou hadſt pelted him 
Our of the place; whilſt my tame Modeſty 
Suffers my Wit be made a ſolemn Als 
To bear his Fopperies 
Criſ. Horace, thou art miſerably affected to be gone, 
I ſce. But ——pr'y thee, let's prove to enjoy thee 
awhile, Thou haſt no Buſineſs, l aflure me. Whi- 
ther is thy Journey directed? ha? 
Hor. Sir, Jam going to viſit a Friend that's ſick. 
Criſ. A Friend? what's he, do not I know him? 
Hor. No, Sir, you do not know him; and 'tis not 
the worſe for him. | 
Criſ. What's his Name? where's he lodg'd? — 
Hor. W here I ſhall be fearful to draw you out of 
your way, Sir; a great way hence; pray, Sir, let's 
part. | 
Cri. Nay, but where is't? I pr'y thee fay 
Hor. On the far ſide of all Tyber yonder, by Cæ- 
ſar's Gardens. | 
Ee 2 Cri/. 
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Criſ. O that's my courſe directly; I am for you. 
Come go; why ſtand'ſt thou? 
Hor. Yes, Sir: Marry the Plague is in that part 
of the City; I had almoſt forgot to tell you, Sir. 
Criſ. Fat it is no matter, I fear no Peſtilence, 
I ha' not offended Phebus. 


Hor. I have, it ſeems, or elſe this heavy Scourge 
Could ne'er have lighted on me 
Cri/. Come, along. 
Her. I am to go down ſome half mile this way, 
Sir, firſt, to ſpeak with his Phyſician 5 and from 


thence to his Apothecary, where I ſhall ſtay the 


mixing of divers Drugs a 
Criſ. Why, it's all one, I have nothing to do, and 
T love not to be idle, I'll bear thee Company. Hoy 
call'ſt thou the Apothecary ? 
Hor. O that I knew a Name would fright him now. 
Sir KRhadamanthus, Rhadamanthus, Sir. 
There's one ſo call'd, is a juſt Judge in Hell, 
And doth inflict ſtrange Vengeance on all thoſe, 
That (here on Earth) torment poor patient Spirits. 
Criſ. He dwells at the Three Furies, by Janus's 
Temple? 
Hor. Your Pothecary does, Sir. 
Criſ. Heart, I owe him Mony for Sweet-meats, 
and he has laid to arreſt me, I hear: but 


Hor. Sir, I have made a moſt folemn Vow, I will 


never bail any Man. 

Criſ. Well then, T'll ſwear, and ſpeak him fair, if 
the worſt come. But his Name is Minos, not Rha- 
damanthus, Horace. 

| Hr. That may be, Sir: I but gueſs'd at his Name 

by his 1 85 But your Minos is a Judge too, Sir. 
Criſ. I proteſt to thee, Horace, (do but taſte me 
once) if 1 do know my ſelf, and mine own Virtues tru- 
ly, thou wilt not make that eftcem of Yarius, or Virgil 
or Tibullus, or _w of 'em indeed, as now in thy 1g- 
norance thou doſt; which Iam content to forgive & 

wou 
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would fain ſee. which of theſe could pen more Verſes 


in a day, or with more facility, than I; or that 


could court his Miſtreſs, kiſs her Hand, make better 
ſport with her Fan or her Dog 

Hor. I cannot bail you yet, Sir. | 

Criſ. Or that could move his Body more graceful- 
ly, or dance better; you ſhould ſee me, were it not 
i the Street 

Hor. Nor yet. 

Criſ. Why, I have been a Reveller, and at m 
Cloth of Silver Suit, and my long Stocking, in my 
time, and will be again 

Hor. If you may be truſted, Sir. 


Criſ. And then for my ſinging, Hermogenes himſelf 


envies me, that is your only Maſter of Muſick you 
have in Rome. | | 
Hor. Is your Mother m_ Sir? 
Criſ. Au: Convert thy Thoughts to ſomewhat 
elſe, I pray thee, | 
Fr. You have much of the Mother in you, Sir: 


Your Father is dead ? 


Criſ. I, I thank Jove, and my Grandfather too, and 
all my Kinsfolks, and well compos'd in their Urns. 

Hor. The more their happineſs, that reſt in peace, 
Free from th' abundant Torture of thy Tongue: 
Would I were with them too. 

Criſ. What's that, Horace? 

Hor. I now remember me, Sir, of a {ad Fate 
A cunning Woman, one Sabella, ſung, 
When in her Urn ſhe caſt my Deſtiny, 
being but a Child. 3 

Criſ. What was't, I pray thee? 

Hor. She told me I ſhould ſurely never periſh 
By Famine, Poyſon, or the Enemy's Sword; 
The Hectick Feaver, Cough, or Pleuriſie : 
Should never hurt me, nor the tardy Gout: 
But in my time I ſhould be once ſurpriz'd 
By a ſtrong tedious Talker, that ſpould vex 
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And almoſt bring me to Conſumption: 
Therefore, (if f were wiſe) ſhe warn'd me ſhun 
All ſuch long-winded Monſters, as my Bane: 
For if I could bur ſcape that one Diſcourſer, 

I might {no doubt) prove an old aged man. 

By your leave, Sir. | 

Criſ. Tut, tut; abandon this idle Humour, *tis no- 
thing but Melancholy. Fore Jove, now I think en't, 
I am to appear in Court here, to anſwer to one that 
has me in Suit: Sweet Horace, go with me, this is 
my Hour; if 1 neglect it, the Law proceeds againſt 
me. Thou art familiar with theſe things; prithee, 
if thou lov'ſt me, go. | 

Hor. Now, let me die, Sir, if I know your Laws, 
Or have the power to ſtand {till half fo long | 
In their loud Courts, as while a Caſe is argued. 
Beſides, you know, Sir, where I am to go, 

And the neceſſity F 

Cri/. Tis true — | 

Hor. J hope the Hour of my Releaſe be come: He 
will (upon this Conſideration) diſcharge me ſure. 

Criſ. Troth, I am doubtful what J may beſt do, 
whether to leave thee or my Affairs, Horace. 

Hor. O Jupiter“ me, Sir, me, by any means, I be- 
ſeech you, me, Sir. - 

Criſ. No faith, I'll venture thoſe now; thou ſhalt 
ſee I love thee: Come, Horace. 

Hor. Nay, then I am deſperate: I follow you, Sir. 
"Tis hard contending with a Man that overcomes thus. 

Criſ. And how deals Mecænas with thee ? liberally? 
ha ? Is he open-handed? bountiful? 

Hor. He's ſtill himſelf, Sir. - 

Criſ. Troth, Horace, thou art exceeding happy in 
thy Friends and Acquaintance; they are all moſt 
choice Spirits, and of the firſt d of Romans : | 
do not know that Poet. I proteſt, has us'd his For- 
tune more proſperouſ]y than thou haſt, If thou wouldſt 
bring me known to Mecænas, 1 ſhould m—_—_ > 
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Deſert well; thou ſhouldſt find a good ſure Aſſiſtant 
of me, one that would ſpeak all good of thee in thy 
abſence, and be content with the next Place, not 
envying thy Reputation with thy Patron. Let me 
not live, but I think thou and I (in a ſmall time) 
ſhould lift them all out of Favour, both Virgil, Va- 
rius, and the beſt of them, and enjoy him wholly to 
our ſelves. 

Hor. Gods, you do know it, I can hold no longer; 
This Brize has prick'd my Patience : Sir, your Silk- 
Clearly miſtakes Mecænas and his Houſe, [neſs 
To think there breathes a Spirit beneath his Roof 
Subject unto thoſe poor Affections 
Of undermining Envy and Detraction, 

Moods only proper to baſe groveling Minds, 
That Place is not in Rome, I dare affirm, 
More pure or free from ſuch low common. Evils. 


There's no Man griev'd, that this is thought more 


rich, | 
Or this more learned; each Man hath his Place 
And to his Merit his Reward of Grace, . 
Which with a mutual Love they all embrace. 
: Criſ. You report a Wonder! 'tis ſcarce credible, 
this. e | 
Hor. I am no Torture, to enforce you to believe 
it; but 'tis ſo. | 
Criſ. Why, this enflames me with a more ardent 
defire to be his, than before; but I doubt I ſhall 
find the Entrance to his Familiarity ſomewhat more 
than difficult, Horace. e 
Hor. Tut, you'll conquer him, as you have done 
me: There's no ſtanding out againſt you, Sir, I ſee 
that : Either your Importunity, or the Intimation of 
your good Parts, or 
Criſ. Nay, I'll bribe his Porter, and the Grooms 
of his Chamber, make his Doors open to me that 
way firſt; and then I'll obſerve my Times. Say he 
ſhould extrude me his Houſe to Day, ſhall I there- 
E e 4 fore 


440  POETASTER,. 


fore deſiſt, or let fall my Suit to Morrow? No; I'll 
attend him, follow him, meet him i' the Street, the 
High-ways, run by his Coach, never leave him. 
What? Man hath nothing given him in this Life 
without much Labour. 

Hor. And Tmpudence. 
Archer of Heaven, Phebus, take thy Bow, 
And with a Hull drawn Shaft nail to the Earth 
This Python, that I may yet run hence and live: 
Or brawny Hercules, do thou come down, [| bout) 
And (though thou mak'ſt it up thy Thirteenth La- 
Reſcue me from this Hydra of Diſcourle here. 


SCENE II. 
Ariſtius, Horace, Criſpinus. 


Ari. Horace, well met. 

Hor. O welcome, my Reliever; 
Ariſtius, as thou lov'ſt me, ranſom me. 

Ari. What ail'ſt thou, Man? 

Hor. Death, I am ſeiz'd on here 
By a Land- Nemora, I cannot ſtir, 

Nor move, but as he pleaſes. ' 

Criſ. Wilt thou go, Horace? 

Flor. Heart! He cleaves to me like Akides Shirt, 
Tearing my Fleſh and Sinews: O, I ha' been vex'd 
And tortur'd with him beyond. forty Feavers [him. 
For Jove's ſake find ſome means to take me from 

Ari. Yes, I will; but I'll go firſt and tell Mecænas. 

Cri/. Come, ſhall we go? 

Ari. The Jeſt will nike his Eyes run, i faith. 

Flor. Nay, Ariſtius. a 

Ari. Farewell, Horace. | 

Hor. Death! will a' leave me? Fuſcus Ariſtius, do 
you hear? Gods of Rome! You ſaid you had ſome- 
what to ſay to me in private. 


Ari. 
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Ari. I, but I ſee you are now employ'd with that 
Gentleman; *twere Offence to trouble you: I'll take 
ſome fitter Opportunity: Farewell. 

Hor. Miſchief and Torment! O my Soul and Heart, 
How are you cramp'd with Anguiſh! Death it ſelf 
Brings not the like Convulſions. O, this day, 

That ever I ſhould view thy tedious Face — 
Criſ. Horace, what Paſſion, what Humour is this? 
Hor. Away, good ma afflict me not. 

(A Friend and mock me thus!) Never was Man 

So left under the Ax How now? 


SCENE Il. 
Minos, Lictors, Criſpinus, Horace. 


Min. That's he, in the embroider'd Hat there, 
with the aſh-colour'd Feather: His Name is Laberi- 
us Criſpinus. 

Lic. Laberius Criſpinus, J arreſt you in the Empe- 
ror's Name. 

Criſ. Me, Sir? do you arreſt me? | 

Lic. I, Sir, at the Suit of Maſter Minos the Po- 
thecary. 

Hor. Thanks, great Apollo; J will not ſlip thy Fa- 
vour offered me in my Eſcape, for my Fortunes. 

Criſ. Maſter Minos? I know no Maſter Minos. 
Where's Horace? Horace, Horace. 

Min. Sir, do not you know me? 

Criſ. O yes, I know you, Maſter Minos; cry you 
mercy. But Horace? Gods me, is he gone? 

in. I, and ſo would you too, if you knew how. 
Officer look to him. 

Crif. Do you hear, Maſter Minos? Pray let's be us'd 
like a Man of our own Faſhion. By Janus and Jupiter, 
I meant to have paid you next Week every Drachm. 
Seck not to eclipſe my Reputation thus yulgarly. 


Min. 
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Min. Sir, your Oaths cannot ſerve you z you know 
J have forborn you long. 

Criſ. I am confcious of it, Sir. Nay, I beſeech you, 
Gentlemen, do not exhale me thus; remember 'tis 
but for Sweet-meats —— 

Lic. Sweet Meat muſt have ſow'r Sauce, Sir. Como 
along. 

0555 Sweet Maſter Minos, I am forfeited to eter- 
nal Diſgrace if you do not commiſerate. Good Offi- 
cer, be not ſo officious. | 


SCENE IV. 
Tucca, Pyrgus, Minos, Lictors, Criſpinus, Hiſtrio, De- 
metrius. . 


Tuc. Why, how now, my good brace of Blood- 
hounds, whither do you drag the Gentleman? You 
Mungrels, you Curs, you Bandogs; we are Captain 
Tucca that talk to you, you inhumane Pilcher s. 

Min. Sir, he is their Prifoner, 

Tuc. Their Peſtilence! what are you, Sir? 

Min, A Citizen of Rome, Sir. # 

Tuc. Then you are not far diſtant from a Fool, Sir. 

Min, A Pothecary, Sir. | | N 

Tuc. I knew thou waſt not a Phyſician; fough, 
out of my Noſtrils, thou ſtink'ſt of Lotium and the 
Syringe; away, Quackſalver. Follower, my Sword. 

Pyr. Here, noble Leader, you'll do no harm with 
it; I'll truſt you. 

Tuc. Do you hear, you Good-man Slave? Hook, 
Ram, Ron Catch-pole, looſe the Gentleman, or 
by my Velvet Arms — 

Lic. What will you do, Sir? 

Tuc. Kiſs thy Hand, my honourable active Varlet, 
and embrace thee thus. [The Officer ſtrites up his Heels. 

Pyr. O patient Metamorphojis / | 

Tuc. My Sword, my tall Raſcal. 

Lic. Nay, ſoft, Sir; ſome wiſer than ſome, 


Tuc. 
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Tuc. What? and a Wit too! By Pluto, thou muſt 
be cheriſh'd, Slave; here's three Drachms for thee ; 
hold. 
 Pyr. There's half his Lendings gone. 

Tuc. Give me. | 

Lic. No, Sir, your firſt Word ſhall ſtand: I'll hold all. 

Tuc. Nay, but, Rogue 

Lic. You would make a Reſcue of our Priſoner, 
Sir, you, K 

Tuc. I a Reſcue? Away, inhumane Varlet. Come, 
come, I never relliſh above one Jeſt at moſt; do nor 
diſguſt me, Sirrah, do not: Rogue, I tell thee, Rogue, 
do not. e 

Lic. How, Sir? Rogue? 1 

Tuc. I, why! Thou art not angry, Raſcal, art thou? 

Lic. I cannot tell, Sir; I am little better upon theſe 

ren.” - 

3 Tuc Ha! Gods and Friends! Why, doſt hear, Rogue 
thou? give me thy Hand; I ſay unto thee, thy Hand, 
Rogue. What, doſt not thou know me? not me, 
Rogue? not Captain Tucca, Rogue? 

Min. Come, pra' ſurrender the Gentleman his 
Sword, Officer; we'll have no fighting here. 

Tuc. What's thy Name? 

Min. Minos, an't pleaſe you. 

Tuc. Minos? Come hither, Minos; thou art a wiſe 
Fellow, it ſeems ; let me ralk with thee. 5 

Criſ. Was ever Wretch ſo wretched as unfortunate I? 

TX. Thou art one of the Centum-viri, old Boy, art 
not 

Min. No indeed, Maſter Captain. 

Tuc. Go to, thou ſhalt be x z I'll ha' thee one, 
Minos. Take my Sword from thoſe Raſcals, doſt thou 
ſee? go, do it; I cannot attempt with patience. 
What does this Gentleman owe thee, little Minos? 

Min. Fourſcore Seſterties, Sir. 

Tuc. What, no more? Come, thou ſhalt releaſe him, 
Minos : What, I'll be his Bail, thou ſhalt take m 


Word, 
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Word, old Boy, and caſhire theſe Furies: Thou ſhalt 
do't, I ſay, thou ſhalt, little Minos, thou ſhalt. 

Criſ. Les; and as I am a Gentleman and a Reyel- 
ler, I'll make a Piece of Poetry, and abſolye all, 
within theſe five Days. 

Tuc. Come, Minos is not to learn how to uſe a Gent'- 
man of Quality, I know: My Sword : If he pay 
thee not, I will, and I muſt, old Boy. Thou ſhalt be 
my *Pothecary too. Haſt good Eringo's, Minos? 

Min. The beſt in Rome, Sir. 

Tuc. Go to then — Vermine, know the Houſe, 

. I warrant you, Colonel. 

uc. For this Gentleman, Minos? 

Min. I'll take 21 Word, Captain. 

Tuc. Thou halt it. My Sword 
Min. Yes, Sir: But you muſt diſcharge the Arreſt, 
Maſter Criſpinus. 5 | 

Tuc. How, Minos? Look in the Gentleman's Face, 
and but read his Silence. Pay, pay; tis Honour, Minos. 

Criſ. By Jove, ſweet Captain, you do moſt infinite- 
ly endear and oblige me to you. | 

Tuc. Tut, I cannot comp _—_ Mars; but Ju- 
piter love me, as I love good Words and good 
Cloaths, and there's an end. Thou ſhalt give my 
Boy that Girdle and Hangers, when thou haſt worn 
them a little more — | 

Criſ. O Jupiter Captain, he ſhall have them now 
preſently: Pleaſe you to be acceptive, young Gen- 
tleman. | | | 

Pyr. Yes, Sir, fear not; I ſhall accept; I have a 
pretty fooliſh humour of taking, if you knew all. 

Tuc. Not now, you ſhall not take, Boy. 

Criſ. By my truth and earnoſt, but he ſhall, Cap- 
tain, by your leave. „ 

Tuc. Nay, and a' ſwear by his truth and earneſt, 
take it, Boy; do not make a Gent'man forſworn. 

Lic. Well, Sir, there's your Sword; but thank 
Maſter Minos; you had not carried it as you do 258 

uc. 


POETASTER 445 


Tuc. Minos is juſt, and you are Knaves, and —— 
Lic. W hat ſay you, Sir? | | 
Tuc. Paſs on, my good Scoundrel, paſs on, I honour 
thee: But that I hate to have action with ſuch baſe 
Rogues as theſe, you ſhould ba? ſeen me unrip their 
Noſes now, and have ſent em to the next Barbers to 
ſtirching : for, do you ſee — I am a Man of Hu- 
mour, and I do love the Varlets, the honeſt Varlets 
they have Wit and Valour, and are indeed gopd pro- 
fiable —— errant Rogues, as any live in an Empire. 
Doſt thou hear, Poetaſter? ſecond me. Stand up (Mi- 
nos) cloſe, gather, yer, ſo. Sir, (thou ſhalt have a 
Quarter-ſhare, be reſolute) you ſhall, at my requeſt, 
take Minos by the Hand here, little Minos, I will have 
it ſo; all Friends, and a Health: be not inexorable. 
And thou ſhalt impart the Wine, old Boy, thou ſhalt 
do't, little Minos, thou fhalt; make us pay it in our 
Phyſick. What? we muſt live, and honour the Gods 
ſometimes z now Bacchus, now Comus, now Priapus; 
every God a little. What's he that ſtalks by there, 
Boy, Pyrgus? You were beſt let him paſs, Sirrah; 
do, Ferret, let him paſs, do 
Pyr. Tis a Player, Sir. ; 
Tuc. A Player? Call him, call the lowſie Slave hi- 
ther: What, will he fail by, and not once ftrike, or 
vail to a Man of War? ha ? Do you hear, youPlayer, 
Rogue, Stalker, come back here: No reſpe& to Men 
of Worſhip, you Slave? What, you are proud, you 
Raſcal, are you proud, ha? You grow rich, do you, 
and purchaſe, you two-penny Tear- mouth? You have 
Fortune, and the good Year on your fide, you Stin- 
kard, you have, you have. 

Hiſ. Nay, ſweet Captain, be confin'd to ſome Rea- 

ſon ; I proteſt I ſaw you not, Sir. 
Tuc. You did not? Where was your fight, Oedi- 
pus? You walk with Hare's Eyes do you? I'll ha' em 
laz'd, Rogue; and you ſay the word, they ſhall 
e glaz'd for you: Come, we muſt have a 
; idler 
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Fidler again, Slave, get a Baſe Violin at your Back 
and march in a Tawny Coat, with one Sleeve, to 
Gooſe-Fair; then youll know us, you'll ſee us then, 
ou will, Gulch, you will. Then, will't pleaſe your 
Worm to have any Muſick, Captain? N 
Hiſ. Nay, good Captain. | | 
Tuc. What, do you laugh, Owleglas? Death, you 
2 I am none of your Fellows: I 
ave commanded a hundred and fifty ſuch Rogues, I, 


1 Pyr. I, and moſt of that hundred and fifty have 


been Leaders of a Legion. 

Hiſ. If I have exhibited wrong, I'll tender Satisfa- 
tion, Captain. 

Tuc. Saiſt thou ſo, honeſt Vermin ? Give me th 


Hand; thou ſhalt make us a Supper one of theſe 


oO 
iſ. When you pleaſe, by Jove, Captain, moſt 
willingly. 
Tuc. Doſt thou ſwear? To morrow then; ſay and 
hold, Slave. There are ſome of you Players honeſt 
Gent'men-like Scoundrels, and ſuſpected to ha'ſome 
Wit, as well as your Poets, both at Drinking, and 
breaking of Jeſts, and are Companions for Gallants. 
A Man may skelder ye, now and then, of half a do- 
zen Shillings, or ſo, Doſt thou not know that Pan- 
talabus there? 

Hiſ. No, I aſſure you, Captain. 

Tuc. Go, and be acquainted with him then; he is 
a Gent' man, parcel Poet, you Slave; his Father was 
a Man of Worſhip, I tell thee. Go, he pens high, 
lofty, in a new ſtalking Strain, bigger than half 
3 i' the Town again: He was born to fill 
thy Mouth, Minotaurus, he was, he will teach thee 
to tear and rand. Raſcal, to him, cheriſh his Muſe, 
go; thou haſt forty, forty Shillings, I mean Stink- 
ard; give him in earneſt, do, he ſhall write for thee, 
Slave. If he pen for thee once, thou ſhalt not 
need to travel with thy Pumps full of Gravel 
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any more, after a blind Jade and a Hamper, and ſtalk 
upon Boards and Barrel-heads to an old crack'd 
Trumpet — | 
 Hiſ. Troth, I think I ha' not ſo much about me, 

Captain. 8 | 

Tuc. It's no matter; give him what thou haſt: 
Stiffroe, I'll give my Word for the reſt; though ir 
lack a Shilling or two, it skills not: Go, thou art 
an honeſt Shifter; I'll ha' the Statute repeal'd for 
thee. Minos, I muſt tell thee, Minos, thou haſt de- 
jected yon Gent'man's Spirit exceedingly ; doſt ob- 
ſerve, doſt note, little Minos? 

Min. Les, Sir. 

Tuc. Go to then, raiſe, recover, do; ſuffer him not 
to droop in proſpect of a Player, a Rogue, a Stager: 
Put twenty into his Hand, twenty Seſterces I mean, 
and let no body ſee: Go, do it, the Work ſhall com- 
mend it ſelf; be Minos, I'll pay. © | 

Min. Yes forſooth, Captain. 

2 Pyr. Do not we ſerve a notable Shark ? 

Tuc. And what new Matters have we now afoot, 
Sirrah ? ha? I would fain come with my Cockatrice 
one day, and ſee a Play, if I knew when there were 
a pood bawdy one ; but they ſay you ha' nothing bur 
Humours, Revels, and Satyrs, that gird and fart at the 
time, you Slave. 

Hiſ. No, I aſſure you, Captain, not we. They are 
on the other ſide of Der: We have as much Ri- 
baldry in our Plays as can be, as you would with, 
Captain; all the Sinners in the Suburbs come and 
applaud our Action daily. | 

Tuc. TI hear you'll bring me o' the Stage there; 
you'll play me, they ſay; I ſhall be preſented by a 
ſort of Copper-lac'd Scoundrels of you: Life of Plu- 
to! an' you ſtage me, Stinkard, your Manſions ſhall 
ſweat for't, your Tabernacles, Varlets, your Globes, 
and your Triumphs. 


Hil. 


Hiſ. Not we, by Phebus, Captain do not do us 
imputation without deſert. l 
Tuc. I wu' not, my good two: penny Raſcal; reach 
me thy Neuf. Doſt hear? What wilt thou give me 
a Week for my brace of Beagles here, my little Point- 
truſſers? Vou ſhall ha' them act among Fe. Sirrah, 
you, pronounce. Thou ſhalt hear him ſpeak in King a 
Darius doleful Strain. 5 | 
Pyr. O doleful Days! O direful deadly Dump ! 
O wicked World, and worldly Wickedneſs ? | 4 
How can I hold my Fiſt. from crying, Thump, 7 
In rue of this right raſcal Wretchedneſs ! J 
Tuc. In an amorous Vein now, Sirrah : Peace; 
1 Pyr. O fbe xs wilder, and more hard, withal, 
Than Beaſt, or Bird, or Tree, or flony Wall. 
Tet might ſhe love me, to uprear ber State : 5 
4, but perhaps ſhe hopes ſome nobler Mate. 
Zet might ſhe love me, to content her Fire. 


1, but her Reaſon maſters her Deſire. | ul 
Zet might ſhe love me as ber Beauty's Thrall : ro 
J, but I fear ſhe cannot love at all. } 5 5 

Tuc, Now, the horrible fierce Soldier, you, Sirtah, tl 


1 Pyr. I hat? will I brave thee ? I, and beard thee tob. 
A Roman Spirit ſcorns to bear a Brain 
$6 full of baſe Puſillanimity. lo 

Dem. Hiſt, Excellent. 8 ES 

Tuc. Nay, thou ſhalt ſee that ſhall raviſh thee a+ 7 
non; prick up thine Ears, Stinkard: The Ghoſt, Boys. 

Pyr. Vindifa. | le 

2 Pyr. Timoria. | | 

1 Pyr. Vindicdta. 

2 Pyr. Timoria; 


1 Pyr. Veni. ; 

2 Pyr. Veni. TE " 

Tuc. Now thunder, Sirrah, you, the rumbling ap 
Player. 


1 Pyr. I, but ſome body muſt cry (Murder) rhen 2 
in a ſmall voice. 3 
Ac. 
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Tuc. LI Fellow-ſharer there ſha]l do't : Cry, Sir- 
rah, c 

1 Pyr. Murder, nurder. 

2 Pyr. M ho calls out murder ? Lady, was it you? 

Dem. Hiſt. O, admirable good, I proteſt. 

Tuc. Sirrah, Boy, brace your Drum a little ſtraiter, 
and do the t other Fellow there, he in the — what 
ſha' call him — and yet ſtay too. 

2 Pyr. Nay, and thou dallieſt, then I am thy Fae, 
And Fear Hall force what Friendſhip cannot win; 

Thy Death ſhall bury what thy Life conceals, 
illin. thou dieſt for more reſpecting her 
Pyr. O fay, my Lord. 
2 Pyr. Than me : 
Vet ſpeak the Truth, and I will guerdon thee 3 
But if thou dally once again, thou diet, 
= Enough of this, Boy. 
Pyr. Vhy then lament therefore: dam d be thy Guts: 
oh ing Pluto's Hell, and Princely Erebus; for Spar- 
rows muſt have Food. 
Hiſ. Pray, ſweet Captain, let one of them do a lit- 


tle of a Lady. 


Tuc. O! he will make thee eternally enatnour'd of 
him, there: Do, Sirrah, do; twill allay your Fel- 
low's Fury a little. 

Pyr. Maſter, mock on; the Sts thou giveſt me, 
Pray Jove ſome Lady may return on thee. 

2 Pyr. No, you ſhall ſee me do the Moor : Maſter, | 
lend me your Scarf a little. 

Tuc. Br,” tis at thy ſervice, Boy. 

2 Pyr. You, Maſter Minos, heark hither a little. 

They withdraw to make themſelves ready. 

Tuc. How doſt like him? art not rapt? art not 
tickled now? doſt not applaud, Raſcal? doſt not 
applaud ? 

Hiſ. Yes: What will you ask for em a N 
Captain? 
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Tuc. No, you mangonizing Slave, I will not part 
from 'em; you'll ſell 'em for Enghles, you: Let's 
ha' good Chear to morrow night at Supper, Stalker, 
and then we'll talk; good Capon and Plover, do you 
hear, Sirrah? and do not bring your cating Player 
with you there; I cannot away with him: He will 
eat a Leg of Mutton while I am in my Porridge; 
the lean Poluphagus; his Belly is like Barathrum; he 
looks like a Midwife in Man's Apparel, the Slave: Nor 
the villainous out- of- tune Fidler Anobarbus, bring not 
him. What haſt thou there? fix and thirty? ha? 

Hiſ. No, here's all J have (Captain) ſome five and 
twenty: Pray, Sir, will you preſent and accommo- 
date it unto the Gentleman; for mine own part, I 
am a meer Stranger to his Humour; beſides, I have 
ſome Buſineſs invites me hence, with Maſter 4fnius 
Lupus the Tribune. 

Tuc. Well, go thy ways, purſue thy Projects, let 
me alone with this Deſign; my Poetaſter ſhall make 
_ thee a Play, and thou ſhalt be a Man of good Parts 
in it. But ſtay, let me ſee; do not bring your 4/0, 
your Politician, uhleſs you can ram up his Mouth 
with Cloves; the Slave ſmells ranker than ſome ſix- 
teen Dunghils, and is ſeventeen times more rotten. 
Marry, you may bring Frisker, my Zany; he's a good 
skipping ors, nul z and your fat Fool there, my 
Mango, bring him too; but let him not beg Rapiers 
nor Scarfs, in his over-familiar playing Face, nor 
roar out his barren bold Jeſts Sith a tormenting 
. Laughter, between drunk and dry. Do you hear, 
Stiff- toe? Give him Warning, Admonition, to for- 
ſake his ſawcy glavering Grace, and his Goggle-cyc; 
it does not become him, Sirrah ; tell him ſo. I have 
ſtood up and defended you, I, to Gent'men, when 
you have been ſaid to prey upon Pu'nees, and honeſt 
Citizens, for Socks or Buskinsz or when they ha' 
call'd you Uſurers or Brokers, or ſaid you were able 
to help to a piece of Fleſh — 1 have ſworn, I did 

not 
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not think ſo, nor that you were the common Re- 

treats for Punks decay'd i their Practice; I cannot 

believe it of you —— | 

 Hiſ. Thank you, Captain: Jupiter and the reſt of 
the Gods confine your modern Delights without diſ- 
uſt, | 

: Tuc. Stay, thou ſhalt ſee the Moor e'er thou goeſt. 
What's he with the Half-arms there, that ſalutes us 

out of his Cloak, like a Motion? ha? 

Hif. O, Sir, his Doubler's a little decay'd he is 
otherwiſe a very {imple honeſt Fellow, Sir, one De- 
motrius, a Dreſſer of Plays about the Town here; 
we have hir'd him to abuſe Horace, and bring him 
in, in a Play, with all his Gallants, as Tibullus, Me- 
cenas, Cornelius Gallus, and the reſt. 

Tuc. And why ſo, Stinkard? _ 

Hiſ. O, it will get us a huge deal of Money (Cap- 
tain) and we have need on't ; for this Winter has 
made us all poorer than ſo many ſtarv'd Snakes; no 

| body comes at us, not a Gentleman, nor a --—— 
| ac, But you know nothing by him, do you, to 
| make a Play of? 

Hiſ. Faith, not much, Captain; but our Author + 
will deviſe that that ſhall ſerve in ſome ſort. 

Tuc. Why, my Parnaſſus here ſhall help him, if thou 
wilt. Can thy Author do it art rs enough? 

Hiſ. O, JI warrant you, Captain, and ſpitefully e- 
nough too; he has one of the moſt overflowing 
rank Wits in Rome; he will ſlander any Man phat 
breathes, if he diſguſt him, 

Tuc. I'll know the poor, egregious, nitty Raſcal, 
an' he have theſe commendable Qualities, I'll che- 
riſh him, (ſtay, here comes the Tartar) I'll make a 
Gathering for him, I, a. Purſe, and put the poor 
Slave in freſh Rags; tell him ſo to comfort him; 
Well faid, Boy. 

[The Boy comes in on Minos Shoulders, uo 

ſtalks as he acts. | | 
Fiz 2 Pyr. 
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2 Pyr. Where art thou, Boy? Where is Calipolis? 

Fight Earthquakes in the Entrails of the Earth, 
And Eaftern Mhirlwinds in the Helliſh Shades; 
Some foul Contagion of th' infected Heavens 
Blaſt all the Trees, and in their curſed tops 

The diſmal Night-raven and tragick Owl 
Breed, and become Forerunners of my Fall. 

Tuc. Well, now fare thee well, my honeſt Penny. 
Biter : Commend me to ſeven Shares and a half, and 
remember to morrow —— If you lack a Service, 
you ſhall play in my Name, Raſcals; but you ſhall 

uy your own Cloth, and Ill ha' two Shares for my 
Countenance. Let thy Author ſtay with me. 

Dem. Yes, Sir. 

Tuc. "Twas well done, little Minos, thou didſt 
ſtalk well; forgive me that I ſaid thou ſtunk'ſt, Mi- 
nos; twas the favour of a Poet, I met ſweating in 
the Street, hangs yet in my Noſtrils. | 
Criſ. Who? Horace? 

Tuc. I he; doſt thou know him? 
Criſ. O, he forſook me moſt barbarouſly, I proteſt, 
Tuc. Hang him, fuſty Satyr, he ſmells all Goat he 


carries a Ram under his Arm-holes, the Slave: Iam 


the worſe when I ſee him. Did not Minos impart? 
Cri/. Yes, here are twenty Drachms he did con- 
vey. 
Tur. Well faid, keep em, we'll ſhare anon; come, 
little Minos. : 
Criſ. Faith, Captain, I'll be bold to ſhew you a 
Miſtreſs of mine, a Jeweller's Wife, a Gallant, as 
we go along. | 
Tuc. There ſpoke my Genius. Minos, ſome of th 
7 48. little Minos; ſend. Come hither, Pte 
ſus, I muſt ha' thee familiar with my little Locuſt 
here; 'tis a good Vermin, they ſay. See, here's Ho- 
race, and old Trebatins, the great Lawyer, in his com- 
pany ; let's avoid him now, he is too well ſecond- 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Horace, Trebatius. 
Hor. There are to whom I ſcem exceſſive Hor. Sit. 
ſower; 1. lib. 2. 


And paſt a Satyrs Law t' extend my Power: 
Others, that think whatever I have writ 

Wants pith, and matter to eternize it; | 
And that they could, in one Day's light, diſcloſe 
A thouſand Verſes, ſuch as I compoſe. | 
What ſhall I do, Trebatins? ſay. 


__ - FT7eb. Surceaſe. 


Hor. And ſhall my Muſe admit no more Increaſe ? 
Treb. So I adviſe. + 
Hor. An ill Death let me die, 
If 'rwere not beſt; but Sleep avoids mine Eye, 
And I uſe theſe, leſt Nights ſhould tedious ſeem. 
Treb. Rather, contend to ſleep, and live like ther. 
That holding golden Sleep in ſpecial price, 
Rub'd with ſweet Oils, ſwim Silver 7yber thrice, 
And every Ev'n with neat Wine ſteeped be. 
Or, if ſuch love of writing raviſh thee, 
Then dare to ſing unconquer'd Cæſar's Deeds; 


Who cheers ſuch Actions with abundant Meeds. 


Hor. That, Father, I defirez but when I try, 
I feel defects in every Faculty: . 
Nor is't a Labour fit for every Pen, 
To paint the horrid Troops of armed Men, 
The Lances burſt, in Gallia's ſlaughter'd Forces; 
Or wounded Parthians, tumbled from their Horſes : 
Great Cæſar's Wars cannot be fought with words. 
Treb. Yet, what his Virtue in his Peace affords, 
His Fortitude and Juſtice thou canſt ſhow 
As wiſe Lucilius honour'd Scipio. 
Hor. Of that, my Powers ſhall ſuffer no neglect, 
When ſuch flight Labours may aſpire Reſpe : 


Ff z it, 


454 POETASTER. 


But, if I watch not a moſt choſen time, 
The humble words of Flaccus cannot climb 
Th attentive Ear of Cæſar; nor muſt J 
With leſs obſervance ſhun groſs Flattery : 
For he, repoſed ſafe in his own Merit, 
Spurns back the gloſes of a fawning Spirit. 
Treb. But how much better would ſuch Accents ſound 

Than with a ſad and ſerious Verſe to wound 
Pantolabus, railing in his ſawcy Jeſts? 

Or Nomentanus ſpent in riotous Feaſts ? 

ce In Satyrs, each Man (tho* untouch'd) complains 
& As he were hurt; and hates ſuch biting ſtrains. 

Hor. What ſhall I do? Milonius ſhakes his Heels 

In ceaſeleſs Dances, when his Brain once feels 

The ſtirring Fervour of the Wine aſcerd 

And that his Eyes falſe Numbers apprehend. 

Caſtor his Horſe, Pollux loves handy-fights : 
A thouſand Heads, a thouſand choice Delights, 
My Pleaſure is in Feet, my words to cloſe, 

As, both our better, old Lucilius does: 

He, as his truſty Friends, his Books did truſt 
With all his Secrets; nor, in things unjuſt, 

Or Actions lawful, ran to other Men: 

So that the old Man's Life deſcrib'd, was ſeen 
As in a votive Table in his Lines: 

And to his Steps my Genius inclines; _ 

Lucanian, or Apulian, I know not whether 

For the Yenufian Colony plows either: 

Sent thither, when the Sabines were forc'd thence 
(As old Fame ſings) to give the Place defence 
*Gainſt ſuch as ſeeing ir empty might make rode 
Upon the Empire; or there fix abode: 

Whether the Apulian Borderer it were, 

Or the Lucanian Violence _y fear. 
But this my Stile no living Man ſhall touch, 
If firſt I be not forc'd by baſe Reproach 
But like a ſheathed Sword it ſhall defend 
My innocent Lifez for why ſhould I contend 


To 


To draw it out, when no malicious Thief 
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Robs my good Name, the Treaſure of my Life? 
O Jupiter, let it with Ruſt be eaten, 

Before it touch, or inſolently threaten 
The life of any with the leaſt Diſeaſe; 


So much I love, and wooe a general Peace. 
But, he that wrongs me, better I proclaim, 
He never had afſay'd to touch my 


Fame. 


For he ſhall weep, and walk with every Tongue 
Throughout the City, infamouſly ſung. 


Servius the Pretor threats the Laws, and Urn 
[f an 


The 


« Nature commands it, and Men muſt obey, 


at his Deeds repine or ſpurn 
Witch, Canidia, that Albutius got, 
Denounceth Witch- craft, where ſhe loveth not: 
Thurius, the Judge, doth thunder worlds of ill, 
To ſuch as ſtrive with his judicial will; 
“All Men affright their Foes in what they may, 


7 


Obſerve with me; © The Wolf his Tooth doth uſe: 


„ The Bull his Horn, 


And who doth this infuſe, 


« But Nature? There's luxurious Scæva; Truft 


His long-liv'd Mother with him; his ſo juſt 
And ſcrupulous Right-hand no Miſchief will 


No more than with his Heel a Wolf will kill, 
Or Ox with Jaw: marry, let him alone 


With temper'd Poiſon to remove the Croan. 


Bur briefly, if to Age I deſtin'd be, 
Or that quick Death's black wings inviron me; 


If rich, or poor; at Rome; or Fate command 


I ſhall be baniſh'd to ſome other Land; 


What hue ſoever my whole State ſhall bear, 


E will write Satyrs ſtill, in ſpite of fear. 
Treh. Horace, I fear, thou draw'ſt no laſting Breath; 
eat Man's Friend will be thy Death. 


And that ſome gr 
Hor. What! 


Durſt pull the Skin over the Ears of Vice, 


when the Man that firſt did Satyriſe 


And make, who ſtood in outward faſhion clear, 


Give place, as foul within; ſhall I forbear? 
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Did Lælius, or the Man fo 2 with fame, 
That from ſack'd Carthage terch'd his worthy name, 

Storm, that Lucilius did Metellus pierce? 

Or bury Lupus quick, in famous Verſe? 

Rulers, and Subjects, by whole Tribes he checkt, 

But Virtue and her Friends did ſtill protect: 

And when from ſight, or from the Judgment:ſeat, 

The virtuous Scipio and wiſe Lælius met, 

Unbrac'd, with him in all light Sports they ſhar'd, 

Till their moſt frugal Suppers were prepar'd. 

W hate'er I am, though both for We th and Wit, 
Beneath Lucilius J am pleas'd to fit; 

Yet Envy (ſpight of her empoyſoned Breaſt) 

Shall ſay, I liv'd in grace here with the beſt; 

And ſceking in weak traſh to make her wound, 

Shall find me ſolid, and her Teeth unſound: 

Leis learn'd Trebatius Cenſure diſagree. ' 

Treb. No, Horace, I of force muſt yield to thee; 

Only take heed, as being advis'd by me, 

Leſt thou incur ſome danger: better pauſe, 

Than rue thy ignorance of the ſacred Laws; 
There's Juſtice, and great Action may be ſu'd 
Gainſt ſuch as wrong Mens Fames with Verſes lewd. 

Hor. I, with lewd Verſes, ſuch as Libels be, 

And aim'd at Perſons of good Quality. 

I reverence and adore that juſt Decree : 

But if they ſhall be ſharp, yet modeſt Rhimes, 
That ſpare Mens Perſons, and but tax their Crimes, 
Such ſhall in open Court find currant pals, 

Were Cz/ar Judge, and with the Maker's grace. 

Treb. Nay I'll add more; if thou thy ſelf being clear, 

Shalt tax in Perſon a Man, fit to bear 
Shame and Reproach, his Sute ſhall quickly be 
Difloly'd in laughter, and thou thence far free. 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I 
Chloe, Cytheris. 


Chlo. BY T, ſweet Lady, ſay; am I well enough 
attir'd for the Court, in ſadneſs? : 

Cyth. Well enough ? excellent well, ſweet Mi- 
ſtreſs Chloe, this ſtrait-bodied City Attire (I can tell 
you) will ſtir a Courtier's Blood, more than the fi- 
neſt looſe Sacks the Ladies uſe to be put in; and 
then you are as well Jewell'd as any of them, your 
Ruff and Linnen about you is much more pure than 
theirsz and for your Beauty, I can tell you, theirs 
many of them would defie the Painter, if they 
could change with you. Marry, the worſt is, you 
muſt look ro be envied, and endure a few Court- 
frumps for it. 

Chlo. O Jove, Madam, I ſhall buy them too cheap! 
Give me my Muff, and my Dog there. And will the 
Ladies be any thing familiar with me, think you? 

th. O Juno! why you ſhall ſee em flock about 
| er with their puff- wings, and ask you where you 

ought your Lawn, and what you paid for it? who 
Starches you? and entreat you to help em to ſome 
pure Landreſſes out of the City. | 

Chlo. O Cupid! Give me my Fan, and my Mask 
too. And will the Lords, and the Poets there, uſe 
one well too, Lady? | 

Cyth. Doubt not of that; you ſhall have Kiſſes 
from them, go pit-pat, pit- pat, 4 N upon your 
Lips, as thick as Stones out of Slings at the Aſſault 
of a City. And then your Ears will be fo furr'd with 
the breath of their Complements, that 2 cannot 

catch cold of your Head (if you would) in three 
Winters after. 


Cblo. 
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ch. Thank you, ſweet LG O Heaven! And 
a 


how muſt one behave her ſelf amongſt em? you 
know all. | | | 2 

Cyth. Faith, impudently enough, Miſtreſs Chioe, 
and well enough. Carry not too much under-thought 
betwixt your ſelf and them; nor your City-manner- - 
ly word (forſooth) uſe it not too often in any caſe, 


but plain, I Madam, and No Madam: Nor never 


fay, your Lordſhip, nor your Honeur; but, you, and 
you my Lord, and my Lady: the other they count 
too ſimple and minſitive. And though Fey deſire 
to kiſs Heaven with their Titles, yet they will count 
them Fools that give them too humbly. 

Chlo. O intolerable, Jupiter! By my troth, Lady, 
1 would not for a world but you had lain in my 
Houſe; and i' faith you ſhall not pay a Farthing for 
your Board, nor your Chambers, 

Cyth. O, ſweet Miſtreſs Chloe. 

Chlo. I faith you ſhall not, Lady; nay, good La- 
dy, do not offer it. 


SCENE Il. 
Cor. Gallus, Tibullus, Cytheris, Chloe. 


Gal. Come, where be theſe Ladies? By your leave, 

bright Stars, this Gentleman and I are come to man 

ou to Courtz where your late kind Entertainment 
is now to he requited with a heavenly Banquet, 

Cyth. A heavenly Banquet, Gallus! 

Gal. No leſs, my dear Cytheris. 

Tib. That were not ſtrange, Lady, if the Epithete 
were only given for the Company invited thither ; 
your ſelf, and this fair Gentlewoman. 

Chlo, Are we invited to Court, Sir? | 

Tib. You are, Lady, by the great Princeſs Julia; 
who longs to greet you with any Favours, that may 
worthily make you an often Courtier. 


Chlo. 
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Chlo. In ſincerity, I thank her, Sir. You have a 

Coach, ha' you not? 

Tib. The Princeſs hath ſent her own, Lady. 

Chlo. O Venus! that's well: I do long to ride in 
a Coach moſt vehemently. , . 

th. But, ſweet Gallus, pray you reſolve me why 
you give that heayenly Praiſe to this earthly Banquet? 

Gal. Becauſe (Cytheris) it muſt be celebrated 
the heavenly Powers: all the Gods and Goddefles 
will be there; to two of which you two muſt be 
cxalted. | | 

Chlo. A pretty Fiction in truth. 

Cyth. A Fiction indeed, Chloe, and fit for the Fit 
of a Poet. 

Gall. Why, Cytheris, may not Poets (from whoſe 
divine Spirits all the Honours of the Gods have been 
deduc'd) intreat ſo much Honour of the Gods, to 
have their divine Preſence at a Poetical Banquet? 

Cyth. Suppoſe that no fiction; yet, where are your 
Habilities to make us two Goddeſſes at your Feaſt? 

Gal. Who knows not (Cytheris) that the ſacred 
Breath of a true Poet can blow any vertuous Huma- 
nity up to Deity? 0 X | 

Tib. To tell you. the female Truth (which is the 
ſimple Truth) Ladies; and to ſhew that Poets (in 
ſpight of the world) are able to Deifie themſelves ; 
at this Banquet, to which you are invited, we intend ' 
to aſſume the Figures of the Gods; and to 12 our 
ſeveral Loves the Forms of Goddeſſes. Ovid will be 
Jupiter; the Princeſs Julia, Juno; Gallus here Apol- 
lo, you Cytheris, Pallas; I will be Bacchus; and my 
Love Plautia, Ceres: And to inſtall you, and your 
Husband, fair Chloe, in Honours equal with ours; 
you ſhall be a Goddeſs,” and your Husband a God. 

Chlo. A God? O my God! 

Tib, A God, but a lame God, Lady; for he ſhall 
be Yulcan, and you Venus. And this will make our 
Banquet no leſs than heavenly. 4 5 

0. 
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» Chho. In ſincerity, it will be ſugred. Good Fore, 
what a pretty fooliſh thing it is to be a Poet! But 
hark you, ſweet Cytheris, could they not poſſibly leave 
out my Husband? methinks a bodies Husband does 
not ſo well at Court; a bodies Friend, or ſo 
but Husband, *tis like your Clog to your Marmaſet, 
for all the world and the heavens. 
aCyth. Tut, never fear, Chloe; your Husband will 
be left without in the Lobby, or the great Cham- 
ber, when you ſhall be put in i' the Cloſet, by this 
Lord, and by that Lady. 
Cblo. Nay then I am ſatisfied, he ſhall go. 


SCENE III. 


Gallus, Horace, Tibullus, Criſpinus, Tucca, Demetrius, 
 Cytheris, Chloe. 
Gal. Horace ! welcome. 
Hor. Gentlemen, hear you the News? 
Tib. What News, my Quintus? 
Hor. Our melancholick Friend, Propertius, 
Hath clos'd himſelf up in his Cynthia's Tomb; 
And will by no Intreaties be drawn thence. 
Alb. Nay, good Maſter Cri/pinus, pray you bring 
near the Gentleman. 
For. Criſpinus? Hide me, good Gallus : Tibullus, 
ſhelter me. : | 
Criſ. Make your approach, ſweet Captain. 
Tib. What means this, Horace? 
Hor. I am ſurpriz'd again, farewell. 
Cal. Stay, Horace. 
Hor. What, and be tir'd on by yond' Vulture? No: 
Phebus defend me. | 
Tib. Slight, I hold my life, 
This ſame is he met him in Holy- ſtreet. 
Gal. Troth, 'tis like enough. This act of Proper- 
tis reliſheth very ſtrange with me. 
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Tuc. By thy leave, my neat Scoundrel: what, is 
this the mad Boy you ralk'd on? 

Criſ. I, this is Maſter Albius, Captain. 

Tuc. Give me thy hand, Agamemnon; we hear a- 
broad thou art the Hector of Citizens: what ſay'ſt 
thou? are we welcome to thee, noble Neoptolemus ? 

Alb. Welcome, Captain, by ove and all the Gods 
i' the Capitol | | 

Tuc. No more, we conceive thee. Which of thefe 
is thy Wedlock, Menelaus? thy Helen? thy Lucrece? 

that we may do her Honour, mad Boy.  -» 
h on She i' the little fine Dreſſing, Sir, is my Mi- 

els. | 

Alb. For fault of a better, Sir. | 

Tuc. A better, prophane Raſcal? I cry thee mer- 
cy (my good Scroil) was't thou? 

Alb. No harm, Captain. | 

Tuc. She is a Venus, a Veſta, a Melpomene Come 
hither Penelope; what's thy Name, Iris? 

Chlo. My Name is Chloe, Sir; I am a Gentlewo- 
man. 

Tuc. Thou art in Merit to be an Empreſs (Chloe) 
for an Eye and a Lip; thou haſt an Emperor's Noſe: 
Kiſs me again: Tis a virtuous Punk; ſo. Before 
Jove, the Gods were a ſort of Goſlings, when they 
ſuffered ſo ſweet a Breath to perfume the Bed of a 
Stinkard : thou hadſt ill Fortune, Thisbe; the Fates 
were infatuate, they were, Punk, they were. 

Chlo. That's ſure, Sir: let me crave your Name, 
I pray you, Sir. EN | 

Tuc. I am known by the name of Captain Tucca, 
Punk; the noble Roman, Punk: a Gentleman, and 
a Commander, Punk. | 

Chlo. In good time: a Gentleman, and a Com- 
mander? that's as good as a Poet, methinks. 


Criſ. A pretty Inſtrument! It's my Couſin Cyzhe- 
ris Viol this, is't not? 


* 


Cyth, 


462 POETASTER. 


Cyth. Nay, play Couſin; it wants but ſuch a Voice 
and Hand to grace it, as yours is. 

Criſ. Alas, Couſin, you are merrily inſpir'd, 

Cyth. *Pray you play, if you love me. 

Criſ. Yes, Couſinz you know I do not hate you. 

Tib. A moſt ſubtle Wench ! How ſhe hath baited 
him with a Viol yonder, for a Song! 

Criſ. Couſin, Lr you call Miftreſs Chloe 3 ſhe 
ſhall hear an Eſſay of my Poetry. 

Tuc. I'll call her. Come hither, Cockatrice : here's 
one will ſet thee up, my ſweet Punk, ſet thee up. 
| Chloe. Are you a Poet fo ſoon, Sir? 

Alb. Wife, mum. 


16. 
Ove is blind, and a Wanton 
In the whole World, there is ſcant 
One ſuch another. 
No, not his Mother. 
He hath pluckt her Doves and Spartows, 
To Feather his, ſharp Arrows, 
And alone prevaileth, 
WYhilft fick Venus waileth. 
But if Cypris once recover 
The Wag; it fhall behove her 
To look better to him: 
Or ſhe will undo him. 


Alb. O, moſt odoriferous Muſick ! 

Tuc. Aha, Stinkard! Another Orpheus, you Slave, 
another Orpheus! an Arion riding on the Back of 4 
Dolphin, Raſcal ! 

Gal. Have you a Copy of this Ditty, Sir? 

5 Maſter Albius has. 

Alb. I, but in truth they are my Wife's Verſes, I 
muſt not ſhew 'em. | 
Tuc. Shew 'em, Bankrupt, ſhew 'em; they have 

Salt in *em, and will brook the Air, Stinkard. = 

al, 
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. 
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Gal. How! to his bright Miſtreſs Canidia ? 

Criſ. J, Sir, that's but a borrowed Name; as O- 
vid's Corinna, or Propertius his Cynthia, or your Ne- 
meſis, or Delia, Tibullus. | 

Gal. It's the name of Horace his Witch, as I re- 
member. 

Tib. Why, the Ditty's all-borrowed ; tis Zorace's : 
hang him Plagiary. | 

Za. How? he borrow of Horace? he ſhall pawn 
himſelf to ten Brokers firſt. Do you hear, Poetaſters? 
I know you tobe Men of Worſhip -— He ſhall write 
with Horace, for a Talent; and let Mecænas and his 
whole College of Criticks take his part: Thou ſhalt 
do't, young Phebus; thou ſhalt, Phaeton, thou ſhalt. 

Dem, Alas, Sir, Horace! he is a meer Spunge; no- 
thing but Humours and Obſervation; he goes up and 
down ſucking from every Society, and when he comes 
home ſqueezes himſelf dry again. I know him, I. 

Tuc. Thou ſay'ſt true, = poor poetical Fury, he 
will pen all he knows. A ſharp Thorny-tooth'd Sa- 
tyrical Raſcal, fly him; he carries Hay in his Horn: 
he will ſooner loſe his beſt Friend, than his leaſt Jeſt. 
W hat he once drops upon Paper, againſt a Man, lives 
eternally to upbraid him in the Mouth of every Slave, 
Tankard-bearer, or Water- man; not a Bawd, or a 
Boy that comes from the Bake-houſe, but ſhall point 
at him: *Tis all Dog, and Scorpion; he carries Poi- 
ſon in his Teeth, and a Sting in his Tail. Fough, 
Body of Jove / I'll have the Slave whipt one of theſe 
days for his Satyrs and his Humours, by one caſhier'd 
Clark or another. | 

Criſ. We'll undertake him, Captain. : 

Dem. I, and tickle him i' faith, for his Arrogancy 
and his Impudence, in commending his own things 
and for his tranſlating. I can trace him i' faith. O, 
he is the molt open Fellow living; I had as lieve as 
a new Sute I were at it. 

Tuc. Say no more then, but do it; tis the only 

way 
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way to get thee a new Sutez ſting him, my little 
Neufts; I'll give you inſtructions: I'll be your Intel- 
ligencer, we'll all joyn, and hang upon him like ſo 
many Horſe-leeches, the Players and all. We ſhall 
ſup together, ſoon; and then we'll conſpire i' faith, 
Gal. O that Horace had ftaied ſtill here. | 
Tib. So would not I; for both theſe would have 
turn'd Pythagoreans then. 
Gal. What, mute? 
_ I, as Fiſhes i' faith: Come, Ladies, ſhall we 
of - :- | | 
1 th. We wait you, Sir. But Miſtreſs Chloe asks, 
if you have not a God to ſpare for this Gentleman. 
Gal. Who, Captain Tucca ? © 
Cyth. I, he. 
Fal. Ves, if we can invite him along, he ſhall be 
Mars. | | 
Chlo. Has Mars any thing to do with Venus? 
Tib. O moſt of all, Lady. 
Chlo. Nay, then I pray let him be invited; and 
what ſhall Criſpinus be? 
Tib. Mercury, Miſtreſs Chloe. 
Chlo. Mercury? that's a Poet, is't? 
Gal. No, Lady, but fomewhat inclining that way; 
he is a Herald at Arms, 
Chlo. A Herald at Arms? good; and Mercury? 
pany he has to do with Venus too? | 
' Tib. A little with her Face, Lady; or fo. 
Chlo. Tis very well; pray let's go, I long to be 
at it. 15 44 
Cyth. Gentlemen, ſhall we pray your Companies 
along? 7 
Criſ. You ſhall not only pray, but prevail, Lady. 
Come, ſweet Captain. | 
Tuc. Yes, I follow: But thou muſt not talk of this 
now, my little Bankrupt: 
Alb. - Tm look here, mum, 
Dem, I'll go write, Sir, 


Tuc. 
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Tuc. Do, do, ſtay : there's a Drachm to, purchaſe 
Ginger-bread for thy Muſe. 5 


SCENE W. 
Lupus, Hiftrio, Liftors, Minos, Mecenas, Horace, 


Lup. Come, let us talk here; here we may be pri- 
vate: ſhut the Door, Lifor. You are a Player, you 
ſay. | 
"mn. I, an't pleaſe your Worſh ip 
Lup. Good: and how are you able to give this 
Intelligence? ; | 

Hiſt. Marry, Sir, they directed a Letter to me and 
my Fellow- ſharers. 8 

Lup. Speak lower, you are not now i' your Thea- 
tre, Stager: my Sword, Knave. They directed a 

Letter to you, and your Fellow-ſharers: forward. 
Hit. Ves, Sir; to hire ſome of our Properties; as 
_ a Sceptre, and Crown, for. Jove; and a Caduceus for 
Mercury: and a Petaſus 13 

Lup. Caduceus? and Petaſus? Let me ſee your Let- 
ter. This is a Conjuration z a Conſpiracy, this. Quick - 
ly, on with my Buskins VIl act a Tragedis, i faith. 
Will nothing but our Gods ſerve theſe Poets to pro- 
phane? diſpatch. Player, I thank thee. The Empe- 
rour ſhall take Knowledge of thy good Service. 
Who's there now? Look, Knave, A Crown and a ' 
Sceptre? this is good Rebellion, now! 

Lic. Tis your *pothecary, Sir, Maſter Minos. 

Lup. What tell'ſt thou me of *pothecaries, Knave? 
Tell him, I have Affairs of State in Hand; I can 
talk to no *pothecaries, now. Heart of me! Stay the 
'pothecary there. | | TYRE. 

You ſhall ſee, I have fiſh'd out a cunning piece of 
Plot now: They have had fome intelligence, that 
their project is diſcover'd, and now have they dealt 
with my *pothecary, to poyſon me; 'tis ſo; know- 

Vor. og G g ing 
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ing that I meant to take Phyſick to Day: As ſure as 
Death, tis there. Jupiter, I thank thee, that thou 
haſt yet made me ſo much of a Politician. You are 
welcome, Sir; take the Potion from him there; J 
have an Antidote more than you wote off, Sir; throw 
it on the Ground there: ſo. Now fetch in the Dog; 
and yet we cannot tarry to try Experiments now : 
Arreſt him, you ſhall go with me, Sir; PII tickle 
ou, | mos I'll give you a Gliſter, i“ faith, 
' Have [ the Letter? I, 'tis here. Come, your Fa- 
ſees, Liftors: The half Pikes and the Halberds, take 
them down from the Lares, there. Player, aſſiſt 
me. | 's | 
Mec. Whither now, Aſinius Lupus, with this Armory? 
Lup. I cannot talk now; I charge you, aſſiſt me: 
Treaſon, Treaſon. f 855 | | 
Hor. How? Treaſon? 'D 
Lup. 1: if you love the Emperour, and the State, 
follow me. 5 


SCENE V. 
Ovid, Julia, Gallus, Cytheris, Tibullus, Plautia, Albius, 
Chloe, Lucca, Criſpinus, Hermogenes, Pyrgus. 


Ovid. Gods and Goddeſſes, take your ſeveral Seats. 
Now, Mercury, move your Caduceus, and in Jupiter's 
Name command Silence. 

- Cri. In the Name of Jupiter, ſilence. 

Her. The Cryer of the Court hath too clarified 
a Voice. 3 | 

Gal. Peace, Momus. 

Ovid. Oh, he is the God of Reprehenſion; let 
him alone. Tis his Office. Mercury, go forward, 
and proclaim after Phebus, our high Pleaſure, to all 
the Deities that ſhall partake this bigh Banquet, 

Criſ. Ves, Sir. | | | 

Gal. The great God, Jupiter, Criſ. The great, Ge. 
Of his licentious goodneſs, Of his, 2 75 
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Willing to make this Feaft, no Faſt Willing, GF. 


From any manner of pleaſure ; From any, 6, 
Nor to bind any God or Goddeſs, Nor to, Sc. 
To be any thing the more God or | 

Goddels, for their Names: To be, Ce. 
He gives them all free Licence He gives, &c. 
To ſpeak no wiſer than Perſons of 


baſer Titles; | To ſpeak, Ge. 
And to be nothing better, than com 

mon Men, or Women. And to, Cc. 
And therefore no Gd And there, c. 
Shall need to keep himſelf more ſtrict- 

ly to his Goddeſs, Shall need, &c. 
Than any Man do's to his Wife. Than any, Ce. 
Nor any Goddeſs Wi. Nor any, Cc. 
Shall need to keep her ſelf more ſtrict- WF ET 

ly to her God, ... Shall need, Cc. 


Than any Woman do's to her Husband. Than any, &c. 
Bur, ſince it is no part of Wiſdom, But, fince, c. 
In theſe Days, to come into Bonds; In theſe, c. 
It ſhall be lawful for every Lover, It ſhall, Cc. 


To break loving Oathhs To break, Sc. 
To change their Lovers, and make . 
Love to others, To change, &. 


As the heat of every ones Blood, As the, 0c. 
And the Spirit of our Nectar ſhall in- 


ſpire. And the, c. 
And Jupiter, ſave Jupiter. And Jupiter, Cc. 
77b. So: now we may play the Fools, by Autho- 

rity 


Her. To play the Fool by Authority is Wiſdom, 
Jul. Away with your mattefy Sentences, Momus z 
they are too grave and wiſe for this meeting. 

Ovid. Mercury, give our Jeſter a Stool, let him fit 
by; and reach him of our Cates. 
Tuc. Do'ſt hear, mad 4 ara We'll have it enact- 
ed, He that ſpeaks the 8 wiſe Word, ſhall be 

2 5 
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made Cuckold. What ſay'ſt thou? Is't not a good 
motion? 
Ovid. Deities, are you all agreed? 
All. Agreed, great Jupiter. 
Alb. I have read in a Book, that to play the Fool 
wiſely, is high Wiſdom. - 
Gn How now, Vulcan] will you be the firſt Wi. 
Za 
Ovid. Take his Wife, Mars, and make him Cuck- 
old quickly, | 
Tuc. Come Cockatrice. | 
Chlo. No let me alone with him, Jupiter: I'll make 
you take heed, Sir, while you live again; if there 
_ twelve in a Company, that you be not the wiſeſt 
of em. 
Alb. No more; I will not indeed, Wife, hercaf- 
ter; I'll be here: mum. 
Ovid. Fill us a Bowl of Nectar, Ganymede : we will 
drink to our Daughter Yenus. - 
Gal. Look to your Wife, Yulcan: Jupiter begins 
to Court her. 7 
Tib. Nay, let Mars look to it: Vulcan muſt do as 
Venus do's bear. | 
Tur. Sirrah, Boy: Catamite. Look, you play Ca- 
nymede well now, you Slave. Do not ſpill your Ne- 
dar; Carry your Cup even: ſo. You ſhould have 
rub'd your Face with Whites of Eggs, you Raſcal; 
till your Brows had ſhone like our mo Brothers 
here, as fleck as a Horn-book or ha' fteept your 
Lips in Wine, 'till you made 'em ſo Plump, that 
ns have been jealous of em. Punk, kiſs me 
unk. 
Ovid. Here, Daughter Venus, I drink to thee. 
Chlo. Thank you, good Father Jupiter. 
Tuc. Why, Mother Juno! Gods and Fiends! what 
wilt thou ſuffer this ocular temptation? 


Tib. Mars is enrag'd, he looks big, and begins © 


ſtut for anger. 
Her. Well plaid, Captain Mars. 


* 


Tuc. 
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Tuc. Well ſaid, Minſtrel Momus : I muſt put you 
in, muſt I? when will you be in good fooling of 
your ſelf, Fidler? never? 5 

Her. O, tis our faſhion to be ſilent when there is 
a better Fool in place ever. 

Tuc. Thank you, Raſcal. | 

Ovid. Fill ro our Daughter Venus, Ganymede, who 
fills her Father with affection. EY 

Jul. Wilt thou be ranging, Jupiter, before my 
Face: | | 

Ovid. Why not, Juno? why ſhould Jupiter ſtand 
in awe of thy Face, Juno? A 

Jul. Becauſe it is thy Wife's Face, Jupiter. 

Ovid. What, ſhall a Husband be afraid of his Wife's 
Face? will ſhe yas it ſo horribly? We are a King, 
Cot-queanz and we will reign in our Pleaſures; and 

we will cudgel thee to death, if thou find fault with 


us. 

Jul. I will find fault with thee, King Cuckold- 
maker; what, ſhall the King of Gods turn the King 
of Good Fellows, and have no fellow in wicked- 
neſs? This makes our Poets, that know our Pro- 

haneneſs, live as prophane as we: By my God-head, 
hapiter, 1 will join with all the other Gods here, 
bind thee hand and foot, throw thee down into the 
Earth, and make a poor Poet of thee, if thou abuſe 
me thus, | | : 

Gal. A good ſmart-tongu'd Goddeſs, a right Juno. 

Ovid. Juno, we will cudgel thee, Juno; we told 
oy ſo yeſterday, when thou wert jealous of us for 

etis. 

Pyr. Nay, to day ſhe had me in inquiſition too. 

Tuc. Well ſaid my fine Phrygian Fry, inform, in- 
form. Give me ſome Wine (King of Heralds) I 
= drink to my Cockatrice. | | 
Ovid. No more, Ganymede, we will cudgel thee, 
Juno; by Styx we will. 


Gas © Jul, 
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Jul. I, *tis well, Gods may grow impudent in I- 
niquity, and they muſt not be told of it 

Ovid. Yea, we will knock our Chin againſt our 
Breaſt, and ſhake thee out of Olympus into an Oy- 
ſter-boat, for thy ſcolding. 

Jul. Your Noſe is not long enough to do it, Ju. 
piter, if all thy Strumpets thou haſt among the Stars 
took thy part. And there is never a Star in my Fore- 
head but ſhall be a Horn, if thou perſiſt to. abuſe 


me. | 
Criſ. A good Jeſt i' faith. 

Ovid. We tell thee, thou anger'ſt us, Cot - quean; 
and we will thunder thee in picces for thy Cot-quea- 
nity. 

8576 Another good Jeſt. 

Alb. O, my Hammers and my Cyclops! this Boy 
fills not Wine enough to make us kind enough to 
one another. 


Tuc. Nor thou haſt not collied thy Face enough, 
Stinkard, 

Alb. I'll ply the Table with Nectar, and make em 
Friends. 

Aoougj Heaven is like to have but a lame Skinker, 
then. 

Alb. “ Wine and good Livers make true Lovers: 
I'll ſentence them together. Here Father, here Mo- 
ther, for ſname, drink your ſelves drunk, and forget 
this Diſſention; you two ſhould cling together be- 
fore our Faces, and give us Example of Unity. 

Gal. O, excellently ſpoken, Vulcan, on the ſudden! 

Tib. Jupiter may x well to prefer his Tongue to 
ſome Office for his Eloquence. 

Tuc. His Tongue ſhall be Gentleman-Uſher to his 
Wit, and {till go before it. 

Alb. An excellent fit Office! 

Criſ. I, and an excellent good Jeſt beſides. 

Her. What, have you hired Mercury to cry your 
Jeſts you make? 


Cyid, 
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Ovid. Momus you are envious. 

Tuc. Why, you whorſon Blockhead, 'tis your on- 
ly block of Wir in faſhion (now-a-days) to applaud 
other Folks Jeſts. * fen, an 

Her. True; with thoſe that are not Artificers 
themſelves. Yulcan, you nod; and the mirth of the 
Jeſt droops. 

Pyr. He has fill'd Nectar ſo long till his Brain ſwims 
u | 
Gal. What, do we nod, Fellow-Gods? Sound 
Muſick, and let us ſtartle our Spirits with a Song. 

Tuc. Do, Apollo; thou art a good Muſician. 

Gal. What ſays Jupiter? | 

Ovid. Ha? ha? 

Gal. A Song. 

Ovid, Why, do, do, ſing. 

Pla. Bacchus, what ſay you? 

Tib, Ceres ? 

Plau. But, to this Song? 

Tib. Sing for my part. Ce 

Jul. Your Belly weighs down your Head, Bacchus; 
here's a Song toward. 5 

Tib. Begin, Yulcan 

Alb. What elſe? what elſe? 

Tuc. Say, Jupiter 

Ovid. Mercury 


Cri/. I ſay, ſay 


. 


V. our Mirth begins to die : 
Quicben it with Tunes and Wine : 
Raiſe your Notes; you're out : Fie, fie, 
This Drowzineſs is an ill fign. 
We baniſh kim the Quire of Gods, 
That droops agen: | 
Then all are Men, 


For here's not one, but nods. : 
Gg 4 Ovid. 
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Ovid. I like not this ſudden and general heavineſs 
amongſt our God-heads; tis ſomewhat ominous. A. 
pollo, command us louder Muſick, and let Mercury 
and Momus contend to pleaſe and revive our Senſes. - 


8 S N . 


Herm. T Hen, in a free and lofty Strain, 
Our broken Tunes we thus repair; 
Criſ. And we anſwer them again, 
EE Running Diviſion on the panting Air. 
Ambo. To celebrate this Feaſt of Senſe, 
As free from Scandal as Offence. 
Herm. Here is Beauty for the Eye; 
Criſ. For the Ear ſweet Melody; 
Herm. Ambroſiack Odours, for the Smell; 
Criſ. Delicious Nectar, for the Taſte; 
Ambo. For the Touch, a Lady's Waſte; 
Hhich doth all the reſt excel! 


Ovid. I. this hath wak'd us. Mercury, our He- 
rald ; go from our ſelf, the great God Jupiter, to 
the great Emperor Auguſtus Ceſar, and command 
him from us (of whoſe Bounty he hath received his 
Si1-name Auguſtus) that for a 'Thank-offering to our 
Beneficence, he preſently ſacrifice, as a Diſh to this 
Banquet, his beautiful and wanton Daughter Julia: 
She's a curſt Quean, tell him, and plays the Scold 
behind his Back; therefore let her be ſacrific'd. Com- 
mand him this, Mercury, in our high Name of Ju- 
piter Altitonans. 

Jul. Stay, feather-footed Mercury, and tell Augu- 
ſus, from us the great Junio Saturnia; if he think it 
hard to do as Jupiter hath commanded him, and ſa- 
crifice his Daughter, that he had better do ſo ten 
times, than ſuffer her to love the well-nos'd Poet, O- 
vid; whom he ſhall do well to whip, or cauſe to be 
whipt about the Capitol, for ſoothing her in her 


Follies. 
SCENE 
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Ceſar, Mecenas, EFbrace, Lupus, Hiftrio, Minos, Liftors 
Ovid, Gallus, Tibullus, Tucca, Criſpinus, Albis, Hir. 
mogenes, Pyrgus, Julia, Cytheris, Plautia, Chloe. 


Ce/. What ſight is this? Mecenas/ Horace / ſay! 
Have we our Senſes? Do we hear and ſee? 
Or are theſe but imaginary Objects 
Drawn by our Phantaſie? Why ſpeak you not? 
Let us do Sacrifice? Are they the Gods? 
Reyerence, Amaze, and Fury fight in me. 
What, do they kneel? Nay, then I ſee tis true 
I thought impoſſible: O, impious fight ! 
Let me divert mine Eyes; the very thought 
Everts my Soul with Paſſion ; look not, Man, 
There is a Panther, whoſe unnatural Eyes 
Will ſtrike thee dead: Turn then and dye on her 
[He offers to kill his Daughter. 
With her own Death. 62 5 
Mec. Hor. What means Imperial Cæſar? 
64 What? would you have me let the Strumpet 
ive 


7 | 
That, for this Pageant, earn ſo many Deaths? 
Tuc. Boy, fink Boy. PILE 
Pyr. Pray Jupiter we be not follow'd by the Scent, 
Maſter. Wo 5 
Cæſ. Say, Sir, what are you? 
Alb. I play Yulcan, Sir. 
Cæſ. But what are you, Sir? 
Alb. Your Citizen and Jeweller, Sir. 
Cæſ. And what are you, Dame? 
Chlo. 1 play Venus, Forſooth. 
Cæſ. Lask not what you play, but what you are. 
Chlo. Your Citizen and Jeweller's Wife, Sir. 
Cæſ. And you, good Sir? 
Criſ. Your Gentleman Parcel-Poct, Sir. Go 
#f. 
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Cæſ. O, that prophaned Name 
And are theſe ſeemly Company for thee, 
Degenerate Monſter? all the reſt I know, 
hate all Knowledge for their hateful fakes. 

Are you, that firſt the Deities inſpir'd 
With skill of their high Natures and their Powers, 
The firſt Abuſers of their uſeful Light; 

| hs gre thus their Dignities in their Forms; 
And making them like you, but Counterfeits? 


O, who ſhall follow Virtue and embrace her, 

When her falſe Beſom is found nought but Air? * 

And yet of thoſe Embraces Centaurs ſpring, 

That war with human Peace, and poiſon Men. 

Who ſhall, with greater Comforts, comprehend 

Her unſeen Being and her Excellence; 

When you that teach, and ſhould eternize her, 

Live as ſhe were no Law unto your Lives: 

Nor liv'd her ſelf but with your idle Breaths? 

If you think Gods but feign'd, and Virtue painted, 

Know we ſuſtain an actual Reſidence, 

And with the Title of an Emperor, 

Retain his Spirit and Imperial Power 

By which (in impoſition too remils, 

Licentious Naſo, for thy violent wrong, 

In ſoothing the declin'd Affections 

Of our baſe Daughter) we exile thy Feet 

From all approach to our Imperial Court, 

On pain of Death and thy miſ-gotten Love 

Commit to patronage of Iron Doors 

Since her ſoft-hearted Sire cannot contain her. 
Mec. O, good my Lord, forgive; be like the Gods. 
Hor. Let Royal Noun (Cæſar) mediate. 
Cæſ. There is no Bounty to be ſhew'd to ſuch 

As have no real Goodneſs : Bounty is 

A ſpice of Virtue; and what virtuous Act 

Can take effect on them, that have no power 

Of equal habitude to * it, 

But live in worſhip of that Idol, Vice, 
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As if there were no Virtue, but in ſhade 

Of ſtrong imagination, meerly enforc'd? 

This ſhews their Knowledge 1s meer Ignorance, 
Their farferch'd Dignity of Soul a Fancy, 
And all their i 2701 pretext of Gravity 

A meer Vain- glory: Hence, away with 'em. 

I will prefer for knowledge none but ſuch 

As rule their Lives by it, and can becalm 

All Sea of humour with the Marble Trident 

Of their ſtrong Spirits: Others fight below 
With Gnats and Shadows, others nothing know, 


SCENE VII. 


Tucca, Criſpinas, Pyrgus, Horace, Mecænas, Lupus, 
Hiſtrio. 
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Tuc. What's become of my little Punk, Venus, and 
the Poult-foot Stinkard, her Husband ? ha? W-, 

Criſ. O, they are rid home i” the Coach, as faſt 
as the Wheels can run. | | | 

Tuc. Good Jupiter is baniſh'd, I hear, and his Cock- 
atrice, Juno, lock'd up. Heart, an' all the Poetry in 
Parnaſſus get me to be a Player again, I'll ſell em 
my ſhare for a Seſterce. But this is humorous Horace, 
that Goat-footed envious Slave; he's turn'd Faun 
now, an Informer, the Rogue; *tis he has betray'd 


us all, Did you not ſee him with the Emperor 
crouching? | 


Criſ. Ves. 5 
Tuc. Well, follow me. Thou ſhalt libel and III 
cudgel the Raſcal. Boy, provide me a Truncheon. 


Revenge ſhall gratulate him, tam Marti, quam Mer- 
curio. i 


Pyr. I, but Maſter, take heed how you give this 
out; Horace is a Man of the Sword. 


Cri/. Tis true, in troth; they ſay he's valiant. 
Tuc. 
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Tuc. Valiant? ſo is mine Arſe. Gods and Fiends! 
I'll blow him into Air when I meet him next: He 
dares not fight with a Puck-fift, 

Pyr. Maſter, here he comes. 

Tuc. Where? Jupiter ſave thee, my good Poet, 

my noble Prophet, my little fat Horace. 1 
Horace ſcorn to beat the Rogue i' the Court; and 
paſſes by. I faluted him thus fair, becauſe he ſhould 
ſuſpe& nothing, the Raſcal. Come, we'll go ſee 
how forward our Journey- man is toward the untruſ- 
ſing of him. 
riſ. Do you hear, Captain? T'll write nothing in 
it but Innocence, becauſe I may (wear I am inno- 
cent. 

Hor. Nay, why purſue you not the Emperor for 

ur Rove 5 Va? | * 

Mec. Stay, Aſinius; 

You and your Stager, and your Band of Lifors : 
I hope your Service merits more reſpect, 
Than thus without a thanks to be ſent hence! 
Hiſ. Well, well, jeſt on, jeſt on. 
or. Thou baſe unworthy Groom. 
Lup. I, I, 'tis good. 
Hor. Was this the Treaſon, this the dangerous Plot, 


Thy clamorous Tongue ſo bellowed through the 


Hadſt thou no other 1 ra to encreaſe {| Court? 
Thy Grace with Cz/at, but this wolfiſh Train, 

To prey upon the Life of innocent Mirth 

And harmleſs Pleaſures, bred of noble Wit? 
Away, I loath thy Preſence; ſuch as thou, 

They are the Moths and Scarabes of a State, 

The Bane of Empires, and the Dregs of Courts; 
Who (to endear themſelves to any Employment) 
Care not whoſe Fame they blaſt, whoſe Life they 
And under a diſguis'd and cobweb mask [ endanger ; 
Of Love unto their Soveraign, vomit forth 

Their own prodigious Malice; and pretending 

To be the Props and Columns of his Safery, 
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The Guards unto his Perſon and his Peace, 

Diſturb it moſt, with their falſe Lapwing-crics, 
Lup. Good. Ceſar ſhall know of this, believe it. 
Mec. Ceſar doth know it (Wolf) and to his know- 

He will (I hope) reward your baſe endeayours. [ledge, 

“% Princes that will but hear, or give acceſs | 

« To ſuch officious Spies, can ne er be ſafe: 

« They take in Poyſon with an open Ear, 1 

« And, free from 3 become Slaves to fear. 


SCENE VII. 
Ovid. 


Baniſh'd the Court? Let me be baniſh'd Life, 
Since the chief end of Life is there concluded : 
Within the Court is all the Kingdom bounded, 
And as her facred Sphere doth comprehend _ 
Ten thouſand times fo much, as ſo much Place 
In any part of all the Empire elſe; | 
So every Body, moving in her Sphere, 

Contains Ten thouſand times as much in him, 

As any other her choice Orb excludes. 

As in a Circle, a Magician then 

Is ſafe againft the Spirit he excites 

But out of it is ſubject to his Rage, 

And loſeth all the vertue of his Art: 

So I, exil'd. the Circle of the Court, 

Loſe all the good Gifts that in it I joy'd. 

“ No Virtue currant is, but with her Stamp, [Hand. 
&« And no Vice vicious, blanch'd with her white 
The Court's the Abſtract of all Rome's Deſert, 
And my dear Julia th* Abſtract of the Court. 
Methinks, now I come near her, I reſpire 
Some Air of that late Comfort I receiv'd: 

And while the Evening, with her modeſt Vail, 
Gives leave to ſuch poor Shadows as my ſelf 
To ſteal abroad, I, like a heartleſs Gho 


| With- 
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Without the living Body of my Love, 

Will here walk and attend her. For I know 
Not far from hence ſhe is impriſoned, N 
And hopes, of her ſtrit Guardian, to bribe 
So 3 admittance, as to ſpeak to me, 

And chear my fainting Spirits with her Breath. 


SCENE KX. 
Julia, Ovid. 


Jul. Ovid? my Love? . 
[ She appeareth above, as at her Chamber- M indow. 

Ovid. Here, heavenly Julia. [pla 

Jul. Here? and not here? O, how that word dot 


With both our Fortunes, differing, like our ſelves, 


Both one; and yet divided, as oppos'd ? 

I high, thou low? O, this our plight of Place 
Doubly preſents the two Lets of our Love, 

Local and Ceremonial heighth, and lowneſs: 
Both ways, I am too high, and thou too low. 
Our Minds are even yet; O, why ſhould our Bodies, 
That are their Slaves, be ſo without their Rule? 
I'll caft my ſelf down to thee; if I dye, 

I'll ever live with thee: No heighth of Birth, 
Of Place, of Duty, or of cruel Power, 

Shall keep me from thee; ſhouid my Father lock 
This Body up within a Tomb of Braſs, 

Yet I'll be with thee. If the forms, I hold 
Now in my Soul, be made one ſubſtance with it 
That Soul immortal; and the ſame 'tis now; 
Death cannot raze th' effects ſhe now retaineth : * 
And then, may ſhe be any where ſhe will, 


The Souls of Parents rule not Childrens Souls, 


When Death ſets both in their diſſolv'd Eſtates ; 
Then is no Child nor Father; then Eternity 
Frees all from any Temporal Reſpect. 


I come, my Ovid, take me in thine Arms, 4 
a 1 
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And let me breathe my Soul into thy Breaſt. 
Ovid. O ſtay, my Love; the hopes thou doſt con- 
ceive ; | 
Of thy quick Death, and of thy future Life, 
Are not authentical. Thou chooſeſt Death, 
So thou mighr'ſt joy thy Love in th' other Life- 
But know (my Princely Love) when thou art dead, 
Thou only muſt ſurvive in perfect Soul; 
And in the Soul are no Aﬀections : 
We pour out our Affections with our Blood, 
And with our Bloods Affections fade our Loves. 
“ No Life hath Love in ſuch ſweet State as this; 
« No Eſſence is ſo dear to moody Senſe | 
& As Fleſh and Blood, whoſe Quinteſſence is Senſe. 
“% Beauty, compos'd of Blood and Fleſh, moves more, 
« And is more plauſible to Blood and Fleſh, 
« Than Nenn Beauty can be te the Spirit. 
Such apprehenſion as we have in Dreams 5 
(When Sleep, the Bond of Senſes, locks them up) 
Such ſhall we have when Death deſtroys them quite. 
If Love be then thy Object, change not Life; 
Live high and happy ſtill: I till below, 
Cloſe with my Fortunes, in thy Heighth ſhall joy. 
Jul. Ay me, that Virtue, whoſe brave Eagle's Wings 
With every ſtroke blow Stars in burning Heaven, 
Should, like a Swallow (preying towards Storms) 
Fly cloſe to Earth, and with an cager Plume, 
Purſue thoſe Objects which none elſe can ſee, 
But ſeem to all the World the empty Air. 
Thus thou (poor Ovid) and all virtuous Men, 
Muſt prey, like Swallows, on inviſible Food, 
Purſuing Flies, or nothing; and thus Love, 
And every worldly Fancy, is tranſpos'd 
By worldly Tyranny to what Plight it lift. 
O, Father, fince thou gav'ſt me not my Mind, 
Strive not to rule it; take but what thou gav'ſt 
To thy Diſpoſure. Thy Affections 
Rule not in me; I muſt bear all my Griefs, 
Let me uſe all my Pleaſures; virtuous Love x” 
as 
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Was never ſcandal to a Goddeſs ſtate. 

But he's inflexible! and, my dear Love, 

Thy Life may chance be ſhortned by the length 

Of my unwilling Speeches to depart. 

Fare wel, ſweet Life; though thou be yet exil'd 

Th' officious Court, enjoy me amply ſtill: 

My Soul, in this my Breath, enters thine 

And on this 'Turret's Floor will I lye dead, 

Till we may meet again. In this proud Heighth, 

I kneel beneath thee in my proſtrate Love, 

And kiſs the happy Sands that kiſs thy Feet. 

“ Great Jovs ſubmits a Sceptre to a Cell, 

& And Lovers &er they part will meet in Hell. 
Ovid. Farewel all Company, and if I could 


All Light with thee: Hell's Shade ſhould hide my 


Brows, | 
Till thy dear Beauty's Beams redeem'd my Vows. 
ul. Ovid, my Love; alas, may we not ſtay 
A little longer (think'ft thou) undiſcern'd? ¶ ſtay. 
Ovid. For thine own good, fair Goddeſs, do not 
Who would gage a Firmament of Fires 
Shining in thee, tor me, a falling Star? 
Be gone, ſweet Life-blood; if I ſhould diſcern 
Thy ſelf but touch'd, for my ſake, I ſhould dye. 


ul, 1 will be gone, then; and not Heaven it ſelf 


Shall draw me back. 

Ovid. Let, Julia, if thou wilt, 
A little longer ſtay. 

Jul. J am content. 

Ovid. O, mighty Ovid! what the ſway of Heaven 
Could not retire, my Breath hath turned back. 
Jul. Who ſhall go firſt, my Love? my paſſionate 


Will not endure to ſee thee turn from me. [Eyes , 


Ovid. If thou go firſt, my Soul will follow thee. 
Jul. Then we muſt ſtay. 
Ovid. Ay me, there is no ſta 
In amorous Pleaſures; if both ſtay, both dye. 
I hear thy Father; hence, my Deir;. - 
ear 
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Fear forgeth Sounds in my deluded Ears; 

I did not hear him: I am mad with love. 

There is no Spirit, under Heaven, that works 
With ſuch illuſion ; yer ſuch Witchcraft kill me, 
Eer a ſound Mind, without it, ſave my Life. 
Here, on my Knees, I worſhip rhe bleſt Place 
That held my Goddeſs; and the loving Air, 
That clos'd her Body in his Silken Arms. 

Vain Ovid! kneel not to the Place, nor Air 
She's in thy Heart; riſe then, and worſhip there, 
« The trueſt Wiſdom filly Men can have, 

te Is dotage on the Follies of their Fleſh. 


1 


ACT V.'SCE ET 
Ceſar, Mecænas, Gallus, Tibullus, Horace, Equites Ro. 
Cel. V E, that have conquer'd ſtill, to ſave the 


| Conquer'd, 

And lov'd to make Inflictions fear'd, not felt; 
Griev'd to reprove, and joyful ro reward, 
More proud of Reconcilement than Revenge, 
Reſume into the late ſtate of our love, 
Worthy Cornelius Gallus and Tibullus : 
You both are Gentlemen; you, Cornelius, 
A Soldier of Renown, and the firſt Provoſt 
That ever let our Raman Eagles fly 
On ſwarthy Agypr, quarricd with her Spoils. 
Vet (not to bear Ha Forms, nor Mens Out-terms, 
Without the inward Fires, and Lives of Men) 
. You both have Virtues, ſhining through your Shapes; 
To ſhew, your Titles are not writ on Poſts, 
Or hollow Statues, which the beſt Men are, f 
Without Promethean ſtuffings reach'd from Heaven! 
Sweet Poeſy's ſacred Garlands crown your Gentry: 
Which is, of all the Faculties on Earth, 

Vo L. I. Hh The 
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The moſt abſtract and perfect; if ſhe be 
True born, and nurs'd with all the Sciences. 
She can ſo mould Rome, and her Monuments, 
Within the liquid Marble of her Lines, 
That they ſhall ſtand freſh and miraculous, 
Even, when they mix with innovating Duſt ; 
In her ſweet Streams ſhall our brave 1 Spirits 
Chaſe, and ſwim after Death, with their choice Deeds 
Shining on their white Shoulders; and therein 

Shall 70er, and our famous Rivers fall 
With ſuch attraction, that th' ambitious Line 
Of the round World ſhall to her Center ſhrink, 
To hear their Muſick : And, for theſe high Parts, 
Cz/ar ſhall reverence the Pierian Arts. 

Mec. Your Majeſty's high Grace to Poeſie, 
Shall ſtand *gainſt all the dull Detractions 
Of leaden Souls; who (for the vain aſſumings 
Of ſome, quite worthleſs of her Soveraign wreaths) 
Contain her worthieſt Prophets in contempr. 

Gal. Happy is Rome of all Earth's other States, 
To have ſo true and great a Preſident, 
For her inferior Spirits to imitate, 
As Cæſar is; who addeth to the Sun 
Influence and Luſtre: in increafing thus 
His Inſpirations, kindling Fire in us. | 

Hor. Phebus himſelf thall kneel at Cæſar's Shrine, 
And deck, it with Bay Garlands dew'd with Wine, 
To quit the Worſhip Cæſar does to him: 
Where other Princes, hoiſted to their Thrones 
= Fortune's paſſionate and diſordered Power, 
Sir in their height, like Clouds before the Sun, 
Hindring his Comforts; and (by their Exceſs 
Of Cold in Virtue, and croſs Heat in Vice) 
Thunder and Tempeſt on thoſe learned Heads, 
Whom Cæſar with ſuch Honour doth advance. 
Tib. All human Buſineſs Fortune doth command 
Without all Order; and with her blind Hand, 
She, blind, beſtows blind Gifts: that till have * 

hey 
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They ſee not who nor how, but ſtill, the worſt. 
Cæſ. Ceſar, for his rule, and for fo much ſtuff 
As Fortune puts in his hand, ſhall diſpoſe-ir 
(As if his Hand had Eyes and Soul in it) 
With worth and judgment.“ Hands, that part with 
« Or will reſtrain their uſe, without deſert, | Gifts, 
« Or with a mifery num'd to Virtue's right, 
« Work, as they had no Soul to 2 them, 
« And quite reject her; ſev'ring their Eſtates 
& From human order. Whoſocver can, 
“ And will not cheriſh Virtue, is no Man. 
Eques. Virgil is now at hand, Imperial Cz/ar. 
Cæſ. Rome's Honour is at hand then. Fetch a Chair, 
And ſet it on our Right-hand, where tis fit 
Rome's Honour and our own thould ever fit, 
Now he is come out of Campania, 
I doubt not he hath finifh'd all his AÆneids, 
Which, like another Soul, I long r enjoy. 
What think “ you three of Virgil, Gentlemen, 
(That are of his Profeſſion, though rank'd higher?) 
Or Horace, what ſay'ſt thou, that art the pooreſt, 
And likelieſt to envy, or to detract? 
Hor. Ceſar ſpeaks after common Men in this, 
To make a difference of me for my Poorneſs: 
As if the filth of Poverty ſunk as deep 
Into a knowing Spirit, as the bane 
Of Riches doth into an ignorant Soul. 
No, Cæſar, they be pathleſs mooriſh Minds, 
Thar being once made rotten with the Dung 
Of damned Riches, ever after fink 
Beneath the ſteps of any Villany. 
But knowledge is the Nectar that keeps ſweet 
A perfect Soul, even in this Grave of Sin; 
And for my Soul, it is as free as Cæſar's; 
For what I know is duc I'll give to at. 


* Viz, Meceuas, Gallus, Tibullws. 
Hh2 
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« He that detracts or envies virtuous Merit, 
& Is {till the covetous and the ignorant Spirit. 

Ce/. Thanks, Horace, for thy free and wholeſome 

ſharpneſs, 

Which pleaſcth Cæſar more than ſervile fawns. 
« A flatter'd Prince ſoon turns the Prince of Fools. 
And for thy ſake, we'll put no difference more 
Between the Great and Good for being poor. : 
Say then, lov'd Horace, thy true thought of Virgil. 

Hor. 1 judge him of a rectified Spirit, . 
By many Revolutions of Diſcourſe, 
(In his bright Reaſon's Influence) refin'd 
From all the tartarous Moods of common Men; 
Bearing the nature and ſimilitude 
Of a right heavenly Body; moſt ſevere 
In faſhion and collection of himſelf; 
And then as clear and confident as Jove. 

Gal. And yet fo chaſte and tender is his Ear, 
In ſuffering any Syllable to paſs, 

That he thinks may become the honour'd name 
Of Iſſue to his ſo examin'd ſelf, 5 
That all the laſting Fruits of his full Merit 
In his own Poems, he doth ſtill diſtaſte; 
As if his Mind's Piece, which he ſtrove to paint, 
Could not with Fleſhly Pencils have her right. 
Tib. But to approve his Works of ſoveraign worth, 

This Obſervation (methinks) more than ſerves, 
And is not vulgar. That which he hath writ 
Is with ſuch Judgment labour'd, and diſtill'd 
Through all che needful uſes of our Lives, 
'That could a Man remember but his Lines, 
He ſhould not touch at any ſerious Point, 
But he might breathe his pine out of him. 

Cæſ. Vou mean, he might repeat part of his Works, 
As fit for any conference he can uſe? 

770. True, Royal Cæſar. 
- Cz/. Worthily obſerv'd; 
And a moſt worthy Virtue in his Works, 


What 
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What thinks material Horace of his erer | 
Her. His Learning ſavours not the School-like gloſs, 

That moſt conſiſts in ecchoing Words and Terms, 

And- ſooneſt wins a Man an empty Name; 

Nor any long or far-fetch'd Circumſtance, 

Wrap'd in the curious Generalties of Arts; 

But a direct and analytic Sum 

Of all the worth and firſt effects of Arts. 

And for his Poeſie, tis ſo ram'd with Life, 

That it ſhall gather ſtrength of Life, with being, 

And live hereafter more admir'd than now. | 
Cæſ. This one conſent in all your Dooms of him, 

And mutual loves of all your ſeveral Merits, 

Argues a truth of Merit in you all. 


SCENE I. 
Ceſar, Virgil, Mecænas, Gallus, Tibullus, Horace, 
Eguites Ro. | | 


Cæſ. See, here comes Virgil; we will riſe and greet 
Welcome to Cz/ar, Virgil. Ceſar and Virgil Tim, 
Shall differ but in ſound; to Ceſar, Virgil 
(Of his expreſſed greatneſs) ſhall be made 

A ſecond Sir-name, and to Virgil, Ceſar. 
Where are thy famous Æneids? do us grace 
To let us ſee, and ſurfeit on their ſight. 

Virg. Worthleſs they are of Cz/ar's gracious Eyes, 
If they were perfect; much more with their wants, 
Which yet arc more than my time could ſupply. 
And, could great Cæſar's expectation 
Be ſatisfied with any other Service, 

I would not ſhew them. 

Cæſ. Virgil is too modeſt 
Or ſeeks, in vain, to make our longings more. 
Shew them, ſweet Yirgil. | 

Virg. Then, in ſuch due fear 
As fits Preſenters of great Works to Cæſar, 

I humbly ſhew them, | | 
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Ceſ. Let us now behold 

A human Soul made viſible in Life; 

And more refulgent in a ſenſeleſs Paper, 

Than in the ſenſual Compliment of Kings. 

Read, read thy ſelf, dear Virgil; let not me 
Prophane one Accent with an untuned Tongue. 

“ Beſt matter, badly ſhown, ſhews worſe than bad, 
See then this Chair, of purpoſe ſet for thee 

To read thy Poem in; refuſe it not. 

&« Virtue without Preſumption place may take 

« Above beſt Kings, whom only ſhe ſhould make. 

Virg. It will be thought a thing ridiculous 
To preſent Eyes, and to all future times 
A groſs Untruth, that any Poet (void 

of Birth, or Wealth, or temporal Dignity) 
Should, with Lecorum, tranſcend Cæſar's Chair. 
6. Poor Virtue rais'd, high Birth and Wealth ſer under, 
“ Crofſeth Heav'n's Courſes, and makes Worldlings 
wonder. . 

Cæſ. The Courſe of Heaven, and Fate itſelf in this 
Will Cæſar croſs; much more all worldly Cuſtom. 
Hur. “ Cuſtom, in courſe of Honour, ever errs; 
& And they are beſt whom Fortune leaſt prefers. 

Cæſ. Horace hath (but more ſtrictly) ſpoke our 
The vaſt rude ſwinge of general Confluence thoughts. 
Is, in particular ends, exempt from Senſe: 

And therefore Reaſon (which in right ſhould be 
The ſpecial Rector of all Harmony) 

Shall thew we are a Man, diſtinct by it, 

From thoſe, whom Cuſtom rapteth in her preals. 
Aſcend then, Virgil; and where firſt by chance, 
We here have turn'd thy Book, do thou firſt read. 

Virg. Great Cæſar hath his will; I will aſcend. 
*T were ſimple Injury to his free Hand, 

That ſweeps the Cobwebs from unuſed Virtue, 
Andmakes her ſhine proportion'd ro her worth, 
To be more nice to entertain his Grace 

Than he is choice, and liberal to afford it. 
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Cæſ. Gentlemen of our Chamber, guard the Doors, 
And let none enter; peace. Begin, good Virgil 
Virg. “ Mean while the Skies gan thunder, and in tail 
Of that, fell pow'ring Storms of Sleet and Hail. 
The Tyrian Lords and Trojan Youth, each where 
With Venus Dardane | Nephew, now, in fear, 
Seek out for ſeveral ſhelter through the Plain, 
Whilſt Floods come rowling from the Hills amain. 
Dido à Cave, the Trojan || Prince the ſame + 
Lighted upon. There Earth and Heaven's great | Dame, 
That hath the charge of Marriage, firſt gave ſign 
Unto this Contract; Fire and Air did ſhine, | 
As guilty of the Match; and from the Hill 
The Nymphs with Shriekings do the Region fill. 
Here firſt began their bane, this day was ground 
Of all their Ills: For now, nor Rumour”'s ſound, 
Nor nice reſpect of State, moves Dido ought; 
Her Love no longer now by ſtealth is ſought : 
She calls this Wedlock, and with that fair Name 
Covers her fault. Forthwith the Brute and Fame, 
Through all the greateſt Lybian Towns is gone; 
Fame, a fleet Evil, than which is ſawifter none, 
That moving grows, and flying gathers ſtrength ; 
Little at firſt, and fearful; but at length 
She dares attempt the Skies, and ſtalking proud 
With Feet on Ground, her Head doth pierce a Cloud! 
This Child, our Parent Earth, ſtir'd up with ſpigbi 
Of all the Gods, brought forth; and, as ſome write, 
She was laſt Siſter of that Giant ¶ Race, 
That thought to ſcale Jove's Court; right ſwift of Pace, 
And ſwifter far of Wing; a Monſter vaſt, | 
Aud dreadful. Look, how many Plumes are plac'd 
On her huge Corps, ſo many waking Eyes 
Stick underneath ; and (which may ſtranger riſe 
In the report) as many Tongues ſhe bears, 
As many Mouths, as many liſtning Ears. 
W e = CE 
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 Nigbtly, in midſt of all the Heaven, ſhe flies, 
And through the Earth's dark ſhadow ſhrieking cries 5 
Nor do her Eyes once bend to 115 ſaveet ſleep 3 | 
By Day on tops of Houſes ſhe doth keep, 
Or on high Towers; and doth thence affright 
Cities and Towns of moſt conſpicuous ſight. 
As covetous ſhe is of Tales and Lyes, 
As prodigal of Truth: This Monſter, &c. 


SCENE lll. 
Lupus, Tucca, Criſpinus, Demetrius, Hiſtrio, Lictors, 
Ceſar, Virgil, Mecenas, Gallus, Tibullus, Horace, 
Equites Ro. | 


Lup, Come, follow me, aſſiſt me, ſecond me; 
where's the Emperor? 

£4nes 1. Sir, you muſt pardon us. 

Eques 2. Ceſar is private now; you may not enter. 

Tuc. Not enter? Charge em upon their Allegi- 
ance, Cropſhin. | 

Eques 1. We have a Charge to the contrary, Sir. 

Lup. I pronounce you all Traitors, horrible Trai- 
What? do you know my Affairs? tors: 
J have matter of danger and ſtate to impart to Cæſar. 

Cæſ. What noiſe is there? who's that names Cz/ar? 

Lup. A Friend to Cæſar. One that for Cæſar's 
Good would ſpeak with Cæſar. Ee 

Cæſ. Who is't? look, Cornelius. 

Eques 1. Aſinius Lupus. 

Cæſ. O, bid the turbulent Informer hence 
We have no vacant Ear now, to receive 
Th' unſeaſon'd Fruits of his officious Tongue. 

Mec. You muſt avoid him there. 

Lup. 1 conjure thee, as thou art Cæſar, or reſpect- 
eſt thine own ſafety, or the ſafety of the State, Cæ- 
ſar, hear me, ſpeak: with me, Cæſar; tis no com- 
mon Buſineſs I come about, but ſuch, as being neg- 
lected, may concern the Life of Cæſar. | 

Ceſar, 
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Ceſ. The Life of Cæſar? Let him enter. Virgil 
keep thy ſeat. 

Equites. Bear back there: whither will you? keep 
back. 

Tuc. By thy leave good-man Uſher: mend thy Pe- 
ruke ; ſo. 

Lup. Lay hold on Horace there; and on Mecænas, 
Lictors. Romans, offer no reſcue, upon your Allegi- 
ance: Read, Royal Cæſar. I'll rickle you, Satyr. 

Tuc. He will, Humours, he will: He will ſqueeze 
you, Poet puckfiſt. 

Lup. I'll lop you off, for an unprofitable branch, 
you Satyrical Varlet. N 

Tuc. I, and Epaminondas your Patron here, with 
his Flaggon Chain; Come, reſign: Though *twere 
your great Grand-father's, the Law has made it mine 
now, Sir. Look to him, my party-colour'd Raſcals; 
look to him. 

Cæſ. What is this, 4/nius Lupus? J underſtand it 
not. 

Lup. Not underſtand it? A Libel, Cæſar; a dan- 
gerous, ſeditious Libel; a Libel in picture. 

Cz2/. ALibel! 

Lup. I, I found it in this Horace his Study, in 
Mecænas his Houſe, here; I challenge the Penalty 
of the Laws againſt em. a 

Tuc. I, and remember to beg their Land betimes; 
before ſome of theſe hungry Court- hounds ſcent 
it out. | | 

Cæſ. Shew it to Horace: ask him if he know it. 

Lup. Know it? his Hand is at it, Cæſar. 

Cæſ. Then 'tis no Libel. 

Hor. It is the imperfect Body of an Emblem, Ceſar, 
I began for Mecenas. + 

Lup. An Emblem! right : That's Greek for a Libel. 
Do but mark, how confident he is. | 

Hor. A juſt Man cannot fear, thou fooliſh Tribune; 
Not, though the Malice of traducing * 3 

| 8 
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The open vaſtneſs of a Tyrant's Ear, 

The ſenſeleſs Rigour of the wreſted Laws, 
Or the Red Eyes of ſtrain'd Authority 
Should, in a point, meet all to take his Life. 
His Innocency is Armour gainſt all theſe. 

Lup. Innocence! O Impudence! Let me ſee, let 
me ſee. Is not here an Eagle! And is not that Ea- 
Lier by Cæſar? ha? Do's not Cæſar give the 

le? Anſwer me; what ſayeſt thou? 

Tuc. Haſt thou any Evaſion, Stinkard ? 

Lup. Now he's turn'd dumb. Þ'lI tickle you, Satyr, 

Hor. Piſh: Ha, ha. 

Lup. Doſt thou piſh me? Give me my long 
Sword, | | 

Hor. With reverence to great Cæſar, worthy Ro. 

mans, 
Obſerve but this ridiculous Commenter - 
The Soul to my Device, was in this Diftick: 


Thus, oft, the baſe and ravenous multitude 
Survives, to ſhare the Spoils of Fortitude. 


Which in this Body I have figur'd here, 


A Vulture 
Lup. A Vulture? I, now, *tis a Vulture. O, abo- 


minable! monſtrous! monſtrous! has not your Vul- 
ture a Beak? has it not Legs, and Talons, and Wings, 
and Feathers? | | 
Tuc. Touch him, old Buskins. 
Hor. And therefore muſt it be an Eagle? 
Mec. Reſpect him not, good Horace: ſay your device. 
Hor. A Faldue, and a Wolf 
Tap. A Wolf! good: That's I; I am the Wolf: 
My Name's Lupus; J am meant by the Wolf. On, 
on, 4 Vulture and a Wolf 
Hor. Preying upon the Carcaſs of an Aſs — 
Lup. An Aſs! Good till: That's I too; I am the 
Aſs. You mean me by the Aſs 
Mec. Pr'y thee, leave braying then. 


Hor. 
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Hor. If you will needs take it, I cannot with mo- 
deſty give it from you. 

Mec. But, by that Beaſt, the old Ze yprians 
Were wont to figure in their Hieroglyphicks, 
Patience, Frugality, and Fortitude; | 
For none of which we can ſuſpe& you, Tribune. 


Ceſ. Who was it, Lupus, that inform'd you firſt, 
This ſhould be meant by us? Or was't your Com- 
ment? | 


' Lup. No, Ceſar: A Player gave me the firſt light 
of it indeed. 5 


Tuc. I, an honeſt Sycophant - like Slave, and a 
Political beſides. 
Cæſ. Where is that Player? 
Tuc. He is without here. 
Ceæſ. Call him inn 
Sigg Call in the Player there: Maſter Aſop, call 
Eguites. Player: where is the Player? Bear back: 
None but the Player enter. d 


Tuc. Ves, this Gentleman and his Achates muſt. 
; Crif. Pray you, Maſter Uſher; we'll ſtand cloſe, 

cre. 

Tuc. 'Tis a Gentleman of Quality, this; though 
he be ſomewhat out of Clothes, I tell ye. Come 
Aſop, haſt a Bay-leaf i' thy Mouth? Well ſaid, be 
not out, Stinkard. Thou ſhalt have a Monopoly of 
playing confirm'd to thee and thy Convoy, under 
the Emperor's Broad Seal, for this Service. 

Cæſ. Is this he? 

Lup. I, Ceſar, this is he. 

Cæſ. Let him be whipt. Lictors, go take him hence. 
And Lupus, for your fierce Credutiry, 

One fit him with a pair of larger Ears. 

'Tis Cæſar's Doom, and muſt not be revok'd. 
We hate to have our Court and Peace diſturb'd 
With theſe Quotidian Clamours. See it done. 


Lup. Cæſar. Cæſ. Gag him, we may have his ſilence. 
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Vir. Ceſar hath done like Ceſar. Fair and Juſt 
Is his award, againſt theſe brainleſs Creatures. 
'Tis not the wholeſome ſharp Morality, 

Or modeſt anger of a Satyrick Spirit, 
That hurts or wounds the Body of a State; 
But the ſiniſter application | 
Of the malicious, 1gnorant, and baſe 
Interpreter: who will diſtort, and ſtrain 
The general ſcope and purpoſe of an Author, 
To his particular and private Spleen, 

Cæſ. We know it, our dear Virgil, and eſteem it 

A moſt diſhoneſt practice in that Man, 
Will ſeem too witty in anothers Work. 
What would Cornelius Gallus, and Tibullus? 
[This while the reſt whiſper Cæſar. 

Tuc. Nay, but as thou art a Man, doſt hear? a 

Man of Worſhip, and Honourable ; Hold, here, take 


thy Chain again. Reſume, mad Mecænas. What! 


doſt thou think I meant t' have kept it, bold Boy? 
No: I did it but to fright thee, I, to try how thou 
 would'ſt take it. What! will I turn Shark upon my 
Friends, or my Friends Friends? I ſcorn it with my 
three Souls. Come, I love Bully Horace as well as 
thou doſt, I: 'tis an honeſt Hieroglyphick. Give me 
thy wriſt, Helicon. Doſt thou think I'll ſecond e'er 
a Rhinoceros of them all, againſt thee? ha? or thy 
Noble Hippocrene, here? I'll turn Stager firſt, and be 
whipt too: doſt thou ſee, Bully? 

Cæſ. You have your will of Cæſar: uſe it Romans, 
Virgil (hall be your Prætor; and our ſelf 
Will here fit by, Spectator of your Sports; 
And think it no Impeach of Royalty. 


Our Ear is now too much prophan'd (grave Maro) 


With theſe diſtaſtes, to take thy ſacred Lines: 
Put up thy Book, till both the time and we 
Be fitted with more hallowed Circumſtance 
For the receiving ſo divine a Work. 
Procced with your deſign. 


Mec. 
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Met. Gal. Tib. Thanks to great Cæſar. 

Gal. Tibullus, draw you the Indictment then, whilſt 
Horace arreſts them on the Statute of Calumny. Me- 
cænas and I will take our Places here. Lifors aſſiſt 
him. 

Hor. T am the worſt Accuſer under Heaven. 

Gal. Tut, you muſt do't; 'twill be noble Mirth. . 

Hor. I take no knowledge that they do malign me. 

Tib. I, but the world takes knowledge. | 

Hor. Would the world knew, 

How heartily I wiſh a Fool ſhould hate me. 

Tuc. Body of Jupiter what! will they arraign my 
brisk Poetaſter, and his poor Journey- man, ha? Would 
I were abroad skeldring for a Drachm, ſo I were out 
of his Labyrinth againz I do feel my ſelf turn Stin- 
kard already. But I muſt ſer the beſt Face I have 
upon't now. Well ſaid, my divine, deft Horace, bring 
the whorſon detracting Slaves to the Bar, do: Make 
'em hold up their ſpread Golls: I'll give in Evidence 
for thee, if chou wilt. Take Courage, Criſpinus ; 
would thy Man had a clean Band. 

Criſ. What muſt we do, Captain? 

Tuc. Thou ſhalt ſee anon: Do not make Diviſion 
with thy Legs ſo. 

Cæſ. What's he, Horace? 

Hor, I only know him for a Motion, Cæſar. 

Tuc. I am one of thy Commanders, Cæſar; a Man 
of Service and Action: My Name is Pantilius Tucca; 
I have ſerv'd i' thy Wars againſt Mark Antony, I. 

Cæſ. Do you know him, Cornelius? 

Gal. He's one that hath had the muſtring, or Con- 
voy of a Company, now and then: I never noted 
him by any other Employment. 

Cæſ. We will obſerve him better. 

Tib. Liftor, proclaim Silence in the Court. 

Lic. In the Name of Cæſar, Silence. 


Tib. Let the Parties, the Accuſer and the Accu- 
ſed, preſent themſelves. 
Lic. 
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% Lic. The Accuſer, and the Accuſed, preſent your 
ſelves in Court. Fi 
Criſ. Dem, Here. 
Vir. Read the Indictment. | 
Tib. Rufus Laberius Criſpinus, and Demetrius Fan- 
nius, Hold up your Hands. You are, before this time, 


joyntly and ſeverally indifted, and here preſently to be ar- g 
raigned, upon the Statute of Calumny, or Lex Rem- ir 
mia (the one by the Name of Rufus Laberius Criſpinus, d 
alias Criſpinas, Poetaſter and Plagiary z the other by le 
the Name of Demetrius Fannius, Play-dreſſer and Pla- th 
gary) That you (not having the Fear of Phœbus, or 

is Shafts, before your Eyes) contrary to the Peace of our fe 


pon Lord, Auguſtus Cæſar, his Crown and Dignity, 
and againſt the Form of a Statute, in that caſe made 
and provided; haue moſt ignorantly, fooliſhly, and (more 
like your ſelves) maliciouſly, gone about to deprave, and 
calumniate the Perſon and Writings of Quintus Hora- 
cius Flaccuꝭ, here preſent, Poet, and Prieſt to the Mu- 
ſes; And to that end have mutually conſpir'd and plotted, 
at ſundry times, as by ſeveral means, and in ſundry pla- 
ces, jo the _ accompliſhin ou: baſe — envious 
purpoſe; taxing him, falſiy, of Selt-love, Arrogancy, 
Impudence, Lalling Iching by Traadation, 2 
Of all which Calumnies, and every of them, in manner 
and form aforeſaid, What anſwer you? Are you guilty, 
or not guilty ? | 
Tuc. Not guilty, ſay. 
Criſ. Dem. Not guilty. | - 
Tib. How will you be tried? | 
Tuc. By the Roman Gods, and the nobleſt Romans. 
Criſ. Dem. By the Roman Gods, and the nobleſt 
Romans. 
Vir. Here fits Mecænas and Cornelius Gallus, 
Are you contented to be tried by theſe ? 
Tuc. I, ſo the noble Captain may be join'd with 
them in Commiſſion, ſay. | 
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Criſ. Dem. 1, ſo the noble Captain may be join'd 
with them in Commiſſion. 
Vir. What ſays the Plaintiff ? 
Hor. I am content. | 
Vir. Captain, then take your place. 
Tuc. Alas, my worſhipful Pretoy / tis more of thy 
ent'neſs than of my deſerving, I wuſſe. But ſince 
it hath pleas'd the Court to make choice of my Wiſ- 
dom and Gravity, come, my calumnious Varlets; 
let's hear you talk for your ſelves, now, an hour ot 
two. What can you ſay? Make a noiſe, Act, act. 
Vir. Stay, turn, and take an Oath firſt. You ſhall 
ar, on ts 
me By thunder-darting Jove, the King of Gods; 
And by the Genius of Auguſtus Cæſar; 
By your own white and uncorrupted Souls; 
And the deep reverence of our Roman Juſtice; 
To judge this Caſe, with Truth and Equity : 
As bound, by your Religion, and your Laws. 
Now read the Evidence: But firſt demand 
Of either Priſoner, if that Mrit be theirs. 
Tib. Shew this unto Criſpinus. Is it yours? 
Tuc. Say, I: What! doſt thou ſtand upon it, Pimp? 


Do not deny thine own Minerva, thy Pallas, the iſ- 
ſue of thy Brain. 


Criſ. Ves, it is mine. 
Tib. Shew that unto Demetrius. Is it yours? 
Dem. It is. | | 
Tuc. There's a Father will not deny his own Ba- 
ſtard now, I warrant thee, | 
Vir. Read them aloud. 
Tib. Ramp up my Genius, be not retrograde; 
But boldly nominate a Spade, 4 Spade. 
What, ſhall thy lubrical and glibbery Muſe 
Live, as ſhe were defunct, like Punk in Stews? 
— (Tic. Excellent!) 
Alas] that were no modern Conſequence, 
. To have Cothurnal Buskins frighted hence. 
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No, teach thy Incubus to Poetize 
And throw abroad thy ſpurious Snotteries, 
Upon that puft-up lump of barmy Froth, 
— (Luc. Ah, ha!) Ef | 
Or clamfie chil-blain'd Judgment : that with Oath 
Magniſicates his Merit; and * | 


The conſcious time, with humorous fome and brawls, 


As if his Organons of Senſe would rack 
The Sinews of my Patience. Break his Back, 
O Poets all, and ſome: For now we lift 
Of ſtrenuous Vengeance to clench the Fiſt. 
1255 SGaubſeri. Cri /. 
Tuc. T marry, this was written like a Hercules in 
Poetry, now. 3 | | | | 
. Ceſ. Excellently well threatned! 
Vir. And as ſtrangely worded, Cæſar. 
Cæſ. We obſerve it. 
Vir. The other, now. | 1 
Tuc. This's a Fellow of a good prodigal Tongue 
too; this'll do well. 
Tib. Our Muſe is in mind for ih untruſſing a Poet; 
1 jp by his Name, for moſt Men do know it: 
A Critick, that all the World beſcumbers 
With Satyrical Humours, and Lyrical Numbers: 
— (Tuc. Art thou there, Boy?) 
| And for the moſt part, himſelf doth advance 
With much Self-love, and more Arrogance. 
—— (Tuc. Good again.) | 
And (but that I would not be thought a Prater) 
1 could tell you he were a Tranſlater. - 
1 know the Authors from whence he has ſtole, 
And could trace him too, but that 1 underſtand 
| 'em not full and while. 
— (Tuc. That Line is broke looſe from all his Fel- 
lows: Chain him up ſhorter, do.) 
The beſt Note I can give you to know him by, 
I, that he keeps Gallants Company; 


" 
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Whom dah in time Aur him fear,” 
of after they 550 . tv0 tear. 

| blcri:" Bent. Fay.” 
Tuc. Wall ſaid. This Gb paltn with it. 
* 08 why, chou motly Gall? why mould they 
car 

When haft thou known us wrot Ir dar 4 Friend? 

I dare thy Malice to betray it. AK. 

Now thou curl'ſt w , irs oof and naſty Smike, 

And ſhrink'ſ thy pos Hus Head into thy boſoth : 

Our Viper, 8 tha tht ear'lt thy Parents, hence. 

Rather, Nach ſpeckled Creatures, 4s thy ſelf, 

Should be che d, and ſhunn'd: ſuch as will bite 

And gnaw their abſetit Friends, not cure their F ame; 

Catch at the looſeſt Lau ters, and affect 

To be thought Jeſtets; ſuch as can deviſe 

Things never ſeen, ot heard, t' impair Mens Names, 

And gratifie their credulbns Adve ares; 

Will carry Tales, do baſeſt Offices, 

Cheriſh divided Fires, and ſtill increase 

New Flames, out of old Embets; will reveal 

Each Secret that's committed to their truſt: | 

Theſe be black Slave . omuns, take Heed of theſe; 

Tuc. gg twang' right, little Horare 3 chey be 
indee 

A couple of chap-filti Curs. Come; we of the Bench, 

Let's rife to the Urn, and condemn 'em quickly. 

Vir. Before you go together (worthy Romi) 

We are to tender our Opinion; 

And give you thoſe Inſtructions, that may add 

Unto your even Judgment in the Cauſe: 

Which thus we do commence. Firſt, 2u muſt ad, 

That where there is à true and perfe Merit, 

There can be no Dejection; and the ſcorn | 

Of humble baſeneſs, oftentimes, ſo works 

In a high Soul, upon the grofſer Spirit, 

That to his bleared and offended Senſe, 

There ſeems a hideous Fault blaz'd in the Object; 

Vol. I. Ii When 
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When only the Diſeaſe is in his Eyes, 
Here-hence it comes our Horace now ſtands tax'd 
Of Impudence, Self-love, and Arrogance, 
By theſe who ſhare no Merit in themſelves; 
And therefore think his Portion is as ſmall. 
For they, from their own Guilt, aſſure their Souls, 
If they ſhould confidently praiſe their works, 
In them it would appear Inflation: 
Which, in a full and well-digeſted Man, 
Cannot receive that foul abuſive name, 
But the fair Title of Erection. 
And, for his true uſe of tranſlating Men, 
Ir ſtill hath been a work of as much palm, 
| In cleareſt Judgments, as t' invent, or make 
His Sharpneſs, that is moſt excuſable 
As being forc'd out of a ſuffering Virtue, 
Oppreſſed with the licence of the time: 
And howſoever Fools, or jerking Pedants, 
Players, or ſuch like Buffoons, barking Wits, 
: May with their beggarly and barren Traſh, 
Tickle baſe vulgar Ears, in their deſpite 
This (like Fove's'Thunder) ſhall their Pride controul, 
ce The honeſt Satyr hath the happieſt Soul. 
Now, Romans, you have heard our Thoughts; with- 
draw when you pleaſe. 
7ib. Remove the accuſed from the Bar. 
Tuc. Who holds the Urs to us, ha? Fear nothing: 
I'll quit you, mine honeſt e Stinkards; I'll do't. 
Cri/. Captain, you ſhall eternally girt me to you, 
as I am generous. 
Tuc. Go to. | 
Ceœſ. Tibullus, let there be a Caſe of Vizards pri- 
vately provided; we have found a Subject to beſtow 
them on. 
Tib. It ſhall be done, Cæſar. | 
Ce/. Here be words, Horace, able to baſtinado a 
Man's Ears. | 
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Hor. I. Pleaſe it great Ceſar, I have Pills about m 
(Mixt with the whiteſt kind of Ellebore) * 
Would give him a light Vomit, that ſhould purge 
His Brain and Stomach of thoſe tumorous Heats: |. 
Might I have leave to miniſter unto him. 7 
. Cef. O! be his ÆAſculapius, gentle Horace; 

You ſhall have leave, and he ſhall be your Patient. 
Virgil, uſe your Authority, command him forth. 

Virg. Cæſar is careful of your Health, Criſpinusz 
And hath himſelf choſe a Phyſician _ 11 
To miniſter unto you: Take his Pills. [ſome. 

Hor. They are ſomewhar bitter, Sir, but very whole- 


Take yet another; ſo: Stand by, they'll work anon. 


Tib. Romans, return to your ſeveral Seats: Lictors, 


bring forward the Urn; and fer the Accuſed at the 


Bar, ; | N 
Tuc. Quickly, = whorſon egregious Varlets; 
Come forward. What! ſhall we fit all day upon 


you? You make no more haſte now, than a Beggar 
upon Pattins; or a Phyſician to a Patient that has 
no Mony, you Pilchers. f AER + 
Tib. Rufus Laberius Criſpinus, and Demetrius Fan- 
nius, hold up your Hands. You have (according to 
the Roman Cuſtom) put your ſelves upon Trial to 
the Urn, for divers and ſundry Calumnies, where- 
of you have, before this time, keen Indifted, and 
are now preſently Arraigned: Prepare your ſelves 
to hearken to the Verdict of your Tryers. Caius - 
Cilnius Mecænas pronounceth you, by this Hand- 
Writing, Guilty. Cornelius Gallus, Guilty. Pan- 
tilius Tucca | 
Tuc. Parcel-guilty, I. 53 
Dem. He means himſelf; for it was he indeed 
Suborn'd us to the Calumny. 1 
Tuc. I, you whorſon Cantharides / was't I? 
Dem. I appeal to your Conſcience, Captain. 
Tib. Then you confeſs it now? 1 50 K 
Dem. I do, and crave * Mercy of the uns 
| 12 - 28 
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thee to Cæſar, 

Cæſ. Marry, and 1 will, Sir. Lictors, gag him: do, 

And put a Caſe of Vizards o'er his head, | 
That he may look bi-fronted as he ſpeaks. 
Luc. Gods and Friends! Czefar / thou wilt not, Ca- 
far, wilt thou? Away, you whorſon Vultures; away. 
Lou think I am a dead Corps now, becauſe Cæſar is 
difpos'd to jeſt with a Man of Mark, or ſo. Hold 
your hook'd Talons out of my Fleſh, you inhumane 
Harpies. Go to, do't. What! will the Royal Au- 
guſtus caſt away q Gent'man of Worſhip, a tain 
and a Commander, for a couple of condemn'd cai- 
tive calumnious Cargo's ? oy 

Ce/. Diſpatch, Lifors. 

Tuc. Cæſar. 

Cæſ. Forward, Tibullus. 

Vir. Demand what cauſe they had to malign Ho- 
Face; reed | 
Dem. In troth, no great cauſe, not I; I muſt con- 
feſs: but that he kept better Company (for the moſt 
part) than 1: and * better Men [vid him than 

ov'd me: and that his Writings thriv'd better than 
mine, and were better lik'd and grac'd: nothing elſe. 

Fir. Thus envious Souls repine at others good. 

Hor. If this be all, faith, I forgive thee freely. 
Envy me ſtill, ſo long as Virgil loves me, 

Gallas, Tibullus, and the beſt-beſt Cz/ar, 

= dear Mecenas; while theſe, with many more 
(Whoſe names I wiſely flip) ſhall think me worthy 
Their hanour'd and ador'd Society, 

And read and love, prove and applaud my Poems; 
I would not wiſh but ſuch as youlh pight 67 
| rif. 
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7. b. How now, Criſpinus 2 
OB nes, ak Ph 
Hor. A Baſon, a Baſon, c 5 our cþ 
works. Faint not, Man. mw yib 

Criſ. O retrograde — reciprotal =—— Incubus. 
Caf. What's that, Horace? | 
Hor. Ritrogratle and reciprocal Incubus are come up. 
Cal, Thanks be to Jupiter. 
Criſ. O gltbbery —— Iubrical — Ala. O. 
Hor. Well ſaid; here's ſome ſtore. 
Vir. What are they? 
Hor. Glibbery, lubrical, and defune. 
5 2 O, they came up calle. 


TT XE 


Th. What 8 that? 
Hor. Nothing yet. 
Criſ. Magnificate. 3 
Mec. * ? That came up ſomewhat hardy : 
Hor. IJ. What chear, Criſpinus 
Criſ. O, T ſhall caſt up my ſpurious---ſMitteriegeve 
Hor. Good. Again. 
Criſ. Chilblain di O— O — —— 
Hor. That clumſie ſtuck terribly. 0 
Mec. What's all that, Horace? 
Hur. Spurious, fnotteries, chilblain'd, clumſis, 
Tib. O Jupiter. 
al. Who would have chought there ſhould ky! 
been ſuch a deal of Filth in a Poet? 
Criſ. O —barm froth ——— 
Cæſ. What's that? | 
Criſ. —— Puffie —inflate —— mugidous.— uontofitont. 
Hor. army froth, puſſio, inflate, turgidonsy and ven. 
tofitous are come up. | 
776. O tertible windy ＋ 
Gal. A fign of a windy B rain. 
Criſ. O Oblatrant —— es T 
mm 
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Hor. Here's a deal; oblatrant, furibund, fatuate, 
ſtrenuous. 

Cæſ. Now all's come up, I trow. What 2, Tu- 
mult he had in his Belly! 

Hor. No, there's the often conſcious damp behind ſtill, 

Criſ. O conſcious — damp. 

Hor. It's come up, thanks to Apollo and Aſculapius: 
Yet there's another; you were beſt take a Pill more. 

Criſ. O, no; O-—O —O —O—. 

Hor. Force your ſelf then a little with your Finger. 

Criſ. O- 0 —prorumped. 

Tib. Prorumped? What a Noiſe it made! as if his 


8 Spirit would have prorumpt with it. 


Criſ. O O O. 
Vir. Help him; it ſticks ſtrangely, whatever it is. 
Criſ. O cdutckt. 
Hor. Now it's come; clutcht. 
Cæſ. Clutcht ? It's well that's come up; it had but 
a narrow Paſſage. 
Criſ. O 
Vir. Again, hold him, hold his Head there. 
Criſ. Snarling Guſts queking Cuſtard. 
Her. How now, Criſpinus ? 
Criſ. O-— obſiupefatt. 
Tib. Nay, that are all we, I aſſure you. 
Hor. How do you feel your ſelf? 
Cri/. Pretty and well, [ thank you. 
Vir. Theſe Pills can bur reſtore him for. a time, 
Not cure him quite of ſuch a Malady, 
2 ht by ſo many Surfeits, which have fill'd 
lood and Brain thus full of Crudities: 
| Th neceſſary therefore he obſerve 
A ſtrict and wholeſome Diet. Look you take 
22 Morning of old Cato's Principles 
ood Draught nex g Heart, and walk upon't, 
Ti | it be well digeſted : Then come home, 
And taſte a Piece of Terence, {ſuck his Phraſe ' 
Inſtead of Liquoriſhz and, at any hand, 


Shun 
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Shun Plautus, and old Ennius z ou are Meats 
Too harſh for a weak Stomach. Uſe to read 
(But not without a Tutor) the beſt Greeks, 
As Orpheus, Muſæus, Pindarus, | 
Heſiad, Callimachus, and Theocrite, 
High Homer; but beware of Lycophron, 
He is too dark and dangerous a Diſh. _ 
You muſt not hunt for wild outlandiſh Terms, 
To ſtuff out a peculiar Dialect; 
But let your Matter run before your Words. 
And if at any time yau chance to meet 
Some Gallo-Belgict Phraſe, you ſhall not ſtraight 
Rack your peor Verſe to give it Entertainment, 
But let it paſs; and do not think your ſelf . 
Much damnified, if you do leave it out, 
When nor your Underſtanding, nor the Senſe 
Could well receive it. This fair Abſtinence, 
In time, will render you more ſound and clear : 
And this have I preſcrib'd to you, in place 
Of a ftrit Sentence; which 'till he perform, 
Attire him in that Robe. And henceforth learn 
To bear your ſelf more humbly z: not to ſwell, 
Or breath your inſolent and idle Spite 
On him whoſe Laughter can your worſt affright, 
Tib. Take him away. 
Criſ. Jupiter guard Cæſar. 
Vir. And for a week or two ſee him lockt up 
In ſome dark Place, remov'd from Company 
He will talk idly elſe after his Phyſick. 
Now to you, Sir. Th' Extremity of Law 
Awards you to be branded in the Front, 
Far this your Calumny : But ſince it pleaſeth 
Horace (the Party wrong'd) t' intreat of Cæſar, 
A Mitigation of that juſter Doom, 


With Cæſar's Tongue thus we pronounce your 8Seg - 


rence. a 
Demetrius Fannius, thou ſhalt here put on 
That Coat and Cap, and henceforth think thy 15 
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No other than they make: thee ;, vow to wear them 


In every fair and generous Aſſembly, 
Till the beſt ſort of Minds ſhall take to Knowledge 
As, well thy Satisfaction, as. thy. Wrongs, 

Hor. Only (grave Prætor) here, in open Court, 

J crave, the Oath fon good Behaviour | 
May be adminiſtred unto them both. | 

Vir. Horace, it ſhalli:: T:bullus, give it them. 

Tib. Rufus Laberius. Criſpinus, and Demetrius 
Fannius, lay hour Hands on your: Hearts. Tou ſball hero 
ſolemnly atteſt aud ſawear, That: never (after this inſtant) 
either at Boolſellers Stalls, in Taverns, Two-penny. Rooms, 
Hring· louſes, Noblemens: Butteries, Puiſne's Chambers 
(the beſt and fartbeſt Places where: you are admitted to 
come) you ſhall once aſfer or dare (therehy. to endear your 
ſelf the more to any Player, Enghle, or guilty. Gull in:your 
Company) to malign, traduce, or detratt: the Perſon: or 
Writings of. Quintus Horacius Flaccus or any other e- 
minent Man, tranſcending you in Merit, whom. your In- 
vy ſhall find Cauſe to work upon, either for that, or for 
keeping himſelf in better Acquaintance, or enjoying better 
Friende; or if (tranſported. by. any ſudden aud deſperate 
Reſolution) you do, That' then: you. ſhall not under the 
Baſtoun, or in the:next-Preſence, being an honourable Aſ- 
fembly of his Favourer's, be brought as voluntary Gentle- 
men to undertake the 'forſwearing: of it. Neither ſball you 
at any time (ambitiouſly. affeting the Title of the Un- 
truſſers or; Whippers: of the Age) ſuffer. the Iich of 
Writing to over- run your Performance in Libel, upon pain 
of being taten up for Lepers in Wit, and (loſing both 
your Time and our Papers) be irrecoverably. forfeited to 
the Hoſpital of Fools. So help you our Roman Gods, and 
the Genius of Great: Cæſar. 4 

Vir. So, now dillolve the Court. | 

Hor. Tib. Gal. Mec: Vir. And thanks to Ceſar, 
That thus hath exercis'd his Patience. | 

Go buy have, indeed; you worthieſt Friends of 

ar. | | | 
It is the Bane and Torment of our Ears, 


To 
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To hear the Diſcords of thoſe jangling Rimers, 
That with their bad and — — Patios 
Bring all true Arts and Learning in contempr. 
Bur lev not your high Thoughts deſcend fo low 
As theſe de pic O Jo 3 LAW _ fall, 

With their flat grovehn ſelves; 
And as with — bad —— —— {rs ? 
So let your. mutual Loves be ſtill renown'd. 
Envy. will dwell where there is. want of Merit, 
Tho' the deſcrving Man ſhould. crack his Spirit. 


8 ON 6. 

B. Folly, Biaſb : Here's none that ſaars 
The ing of an Aſs's Ears, -/ 
Although a a Caſe be wears. > 

Detrattion. is. but Baſeneſs Farlet; 


And Apes are Apes, tho cloath'd in Scarlet. 


Rumpatur, quiſquis rumpitur invidia. 


—c 
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, by looking on what is paſt, thou haſt deſerv'd that 
Name, I am willing thou ſbould'ſt yet know more, by 
that which follows, an Apologetical Dialogue; which 
was only once ſpoken upon the Stage, and all the Anſwer 
TI ever. gave 10 ſundry impotent Libels then caſt out (and 
ſome yet remaining) againſt me, and this Play. Wherein 
1 take no pleaſure to revive the Times, but that Poſteri- 
ty may make a Difference between their Manners that 
provok'd me then, and mine that neglected them ever, For, 
in theſe Strifes, and on ſuch Perſons, were as wretched 
to affect a Vittory, as it is unhappy to be committed with 
them. Non annorum canitics eſt laudanda, ſed mo- 
rum. 1 Vi 5 tr | "IT 
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I Pray you let's 50 ſee him, how he looks 
After theſe Libels. 

Pol. O vex'd, vex'd, I warrant you. 

Naſ. Do you think ſo? I ſhould be ſorry for him, 
If I found that. Pol. O, they are ſuch bitter things, 
He cannot chuſe. Naſ. But is he guilty of 'em? 

Pol. Fuh! that's no matter. Na/. No? | 

Pol. No. Here's his Lodging. 

We'll ſteal upon him: or, let's liſten ſtay. 
He has a Humour oft to talk t' himſelf. 

Naſ. They are your Manners lead me, not mine own. 

Aut. The Fates have not ſpun, him the courſeſt 
That (free from Knots of Perturbation) ( Thread, 


Doth yet ſo live, although but to himſelf, i 
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As he can ſafely ſcorn the Tongues of Slaves, 

And negle& Fortune, more than ſhe can him. 

It is the happieſt thing, this not to be 

Within the reach of Malice; it provides 

A Man ſo well, to laugh off Injuries; 

And never ſends him farther for his Vengeance, 

Than the vex'd Boſom of his Enemy. 

IJ, now, but think, how poor their Spite ſets off, 

Who, after all their waſte of ſulphurous terms, 

And burſt out thunder of their charged Mouths, 

Have nothing left bur the unſav'ry Smoke 

Of their black Vomit, to upbraid themſelves : 

Whilſt I, at whom they ſhor, fir here ſhot-free, 

And as unhurt of Envy, as unhit. | 
Pol. I, but the Multitude they think not ſo, Sir; 

They think you hit, and hurt; and dare give out, 

Your Silence argv-3 it, in not rejoyning | 

To this or that late Libel. Aut. Las, good Rout! 

I can afford them leave to err ſo ſtill; - 

And, like the barking Students of Bears-College, 

To ſwallow up the Garbage of the Time 

With greedy Gullets, whilſt my ſelf fit by, 

Pleas'd, and yet tortur'd, with their beaſtly feeding. 

"Tis a ſweet Madneſs runs along with them, 

To think, all that are aim'd at ſtill are ſtruck; 

Then, where the Shaft ſtill lights, make that the Mark, 

And ſo, each Fear, or Fever-ſhaken Fool, 

May challenge Teucer's Hand in Archery. 

Good troth, if I knew any Man ſo vile, 

To act the Crimes theſe bes ae. reprehend, 

Or what their ſervile Apes geſticulate, 

J ſhould not then much muſe their Shreds were lik'd; 

Since ill Men have a Luſt t' hear others Sins, 

And good Men have a Zeal to hear Sin ſham'd. 

But when it is all Excrement they vent, | 

Baſe Filth, and Offal; or Thefts, notable 

As Ocean-Pyracies, or High-way Stands 

And not a Crime there tax'd, but is their own, 


Or 
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Or what their own foul Thoughts ſuggeſted to them; 

And that in all their heat of taxing, others, * 

Not one of them but lives him (if known) 

Improbior Satyram ſcribente cinædo. 

W hat ſhould I ſay more, than turn Stone with wonder! 
Naſ. I never faw this Play breed all this Tumult: 

What was there in it could ſo deeply offend, _ 

And ſtir ſo my Hornets? Aut. Shall I tell you? 
Naſ. Yes, an ingenuouſly. Aut. Then by the hope 

W hich I prefer unto all other Objects, 

I can profeſs, I never writ that Piece 

More innocent, or empty of Offence. 

Some Salt it had, but neither Footh nor Gall, 

Nor was there in it any Circumſtance _ _ 

Which, in the ſetting down, I could ſuſpect 

Might be perverted by an Enemies Tongue: 

Only it had the Fault to be call'd mine [ tax d 

Fhat was the Crime. Poel. No? why, they fay you 

The Law and Lawyers, Captains, and * 

By their particular Names. Au. It is not ſo. 

I us'd no Name. My Books haye ſtill been 

To ſpare the Perſons, and to ſpeak the Vices, 

Theſe are meer Slanders, and enforc'd by ſuch 

As have no ſafer ways to Mens Diſgrac es, 

But their own Lies, and loſs of Honeſty: 

Fellows of practis'd and moſt laxative Fongues, 

W hoſe empty and eager Bellies, i che Year, 

Compel their Brains to many deſp rate Shifts, 

(I ſpare to name em, for their wretchedneſs 

Fury it ſelf would pardon!) Fheſe, or ſuch, 

Whether of Malice, or of Ignorance, 

Or Itch t' have me their Adverſary (l know not) 

Or all Hage 1 but 8 = am, more 3 

They did provoke me with their petulant Styles 

On . Stage: And I at laſts, ee 

But irs, 1 ono — „ene —— 7 

Thought I would try if Shame could win upon em; 

And chereſore choſo Auguſtus Gr/ar's Times, hy 
cn 
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When Wit and Arts were at their heighth in Nome 
To ſhew that Virgil, Horace, and the reft n 
Of thoſe aſer-ſpirits, did not want 
Detractors then, or Practiſers againſt them : 
And by this Line (although no Parallel) | 
I hop'd at laſt they would fit down and bluſh : 
But nothing could I find more contrary. | 
And though the Impudence of Flies be g FL 
Yet this Fark fo- provok'd the an if? ry W „5 | ' | 
Or, as you ſaid, of che next N Wilt, $5.4 
That they fly — 1 mad, about my Noſtrils, . 
And, like ſo many fereami oppers 
Held b the Wings fill every Ear with Noiſe. 
And what? thoſe former Calumnies you % 
Firſt, of the Law: Indeed T brought in Ovid 
Chid by his angry Father, for — BAIN 
The daun of Of Laws for Poer „ 
And I am warranted by his own words. 
gepe pater dixit, Kali quid inutile fentas 7 
Meonides nullas ipſe reliquit opes. 
And in far harſher terms elle where, as theſe : 
T Non me verboſas e edi + non me 
Ingrato voces profiitu 
But how this ſhoul 57. unto our Laws, / 
Or their juſt Miniſters, with leaſt abuſe, 
I reverence both too 000 ro underſtand! 
Then, for the Captain, I will only ſpeak 
An Epigram I here have made: It is | 
Unto true Soldiers. That's the Lemma. Mark it. 
Strength of m1 Country, bil I bring to view 
Such as are miſ-calPd Captains, and wrong you, 
And your high names; I do deſire, that thence, 
Be not put on you, nor you take offence : 
I fear by your true Friend, my Muſe,” T love 
our great Profe Non, which To once did prove 3 
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And did not ſbame it with my Actions then, 
No more than 1 dare now do with my Pen. 
He that not truſts me, having vow'd thus much, 
But's angry for the Captain, ftill : is ſuch. 
Now, for the Players, it is true, I tax'd 'em, 
And yet but ſome; and thoſe ſo ſparingly, 
As all the reſt might have fate ſtill unqueſtion'd, 
Had they but had the wit or conſcience 
To think well of themſelves. But, impotent the 
Tae, each Man's Vice belong'd to their whole 
10e „ 
And much good do't em. What th' have done 
I am not mov'd with. If it gave em Meat, 
Or got 'em Cloaths, tis well; that was their end. 
Only amongſt them, I am ſorry for 15 
Some better natures, by the reſt ſo drawn, 
To run in that vile Line. Pol. And is this all? 
Will you not anſwer then the Libels? Aut. No. 
Pol. Nor the Untruſſers? Aut. Neither. 
Pol. V are undone then. | a 
Aut. With whom? Pol. The world. 
Aut. The Baud. Pol. It will be taken 
To be ang or tameneſs in you. 
Aut. But, they that have incens'd me, can in Soul 
Acquit me of that guilt. They know I dare 
To ſpurn or baffle em, or ſquirt their Eyes 
With Ink or Urine; or I could do whe: 
Arm'd with Archilochus fury, write Iambicts, 
Should make the deſperate laſhers hang themſelyes, 
Rhime em to Death, as they do [riſþ Rats 
In drumming Faber oy Or, living, I could ſtamp 
Their foreheads with thoſe deep and publick Brands, 
That the whole company of Barber-Surgeons 
Should not take off, with all their Art and Plaiſters. 
And theſe my Prints ſhould laſt, ſtill ro be read [me, 
In their pale Fronts; when, what they write gainſt 
Shall, like a Figure drawn in Water, fleet, FER! 
| n 
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4 | 
And the poor wretched Papers be imploy'd  -_ 
To ink Tobacco, or ſome cheaper Drug. 
This I could do and make them infamous. 
But, to what end? when their owndeeds have mark'd 
And that I know, within his guilty Breaſt ['em; 
Each Slanderer bears a Whip, that ſhall torment him 
Worſe than a million of theſe temporal Plagues: 
Which to purſue, were but a Feminine humour, -.. 
And far beneath the Dignity of Man. 
Naſ. Tis true; for ro revenge their injuries, 
Were to confeſs you felt em. Let em go, 
And uſe the Treaſure of the Fool, their Tongues, - 
Who makes his gain, by ſpeaking worſt of beſt. 
Pol. O, but they lay particular imputations -——o 
Aut. As what? Pol, That all your writing is meer 
Aut. Ha! If all the Salt in the old Comedy [railing. 
Should be ſo cenſur'd, or the ſharper wit 
Of the holy deep termed ſcolding Rage, ö; 
What Age could then compare with thoſe for, Buf- 
What ſhould be ſaid of Ariſtophauss,  [foons? 
Pexſius, or Juvenal? whoſe names we now 
So glorifie in Schools, at leaſt Pretena it. | 
Ha' they no other? Pol. Yes, they ſay you are flow, 
And ſcarce bring forth a Play a Year. Aut. Tis true. 
I would they could not ſay that I did that. 
There's all the Joy that I take i their Trade, 3 
Unleſs ſuch Scribes as theſe might be proſcrib'd now, 
Th' abuſed Theatres. , They would think it ſtrange, 
A Man ſhould take but Colts- foot for one day, 
And, between whiles, ſpit out a better Poem 
Than e' er the Maſter of Art, or Giver of Wit, 
Their Belly made. Vet, this is poſſible, 
If a free Mind had but the patience, _ 
To think ſo much together, and ſo vile. 
But, that theſe baſe and beggarly conceits 
Should carry it, by the multitude of Voices 
Againſt the moſt abſtracted work, oppos'd 
To the ſtuff'd Noſtrils of the drunken rout! 


O, 


©, this would make a learn'd and liberal Soul 
To rive his ſtained Quill dp to the Back, | 
And damn his long-warch'd LabMrs to the Fire; 
Things that were born when none hut the ſtill Night, 
And his dumb Candle, ſaw his pinching throes: 
Were not his own free merit a tore Crown 
Unto his Travels than their reeling Claps? 
This tis that ſtrikes me ſilent, ſeals my Lips: 
And apts me rather to ſleep out my time, 
Than I would waſte it in contemned ftrifes 
With theſe vile Bides, theſe unclean Birds, 
Thar make their Mouths their Clyſters, and ſtill purge 
From their hot entrails. But I leave the Monſters 
Jo their own fate. And, fince the Comick Muſe 
Hath prov'd ſo ominous to me, I will try 
If Tragedy have a more kind aſpect; 
Her favours in my next I will purſue, 
Where, if I prove the pleaſure but of one, 
So he judieious be, he Mal b' alone * $ 
A Theatre unto me: Once, I'll 'ſay, 4 
To ftrike the Ear of Time in thoſe freſh train, 
As ſhall, beſide the cunning of their ground. 
Give cauſe to ſome of wonder, ſome deſpight, 
And unto. more deſpair to imitare their ſound. 
I, that ſpend half my Nights, and all my Days, 
Here in a Cell, to get a dark pale Face, 
To come forth worth the Ivy or the Bays, 
And in this Age can hope no other grace 
Leave me. There's png any, come into my thought 
That muſt and ſhall be ſung high and aloof, | 
Safe 2 the Wolf's black Jaw and the dull Aſs's 
Hoof. | 
Naſ. J reverence theſe Raptures, and obey 'em. 
OT | 
—— 2-2 PARA 8 


The End of thi" Firſt Volume. 


5 12 To the Reader. * 


